* » 
ec hos K 
* ” 
"= - 
_ 1 
1 . * 
— .. - -/ 
0 | 5 
— 


THE | 


W O“ R K 8 


OF THE 


POETS 


OF 


GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND. 


WITH 


PREFACES, 
BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL, 


BY SAMUEL JOHNSON. 


VOLUME THE FIFTH, 


CONTAINING, 
GRANVILLE, SWIFT, PARNELL, 
YALDEN, HAMMOND, SAVAGE, is 
ll SOMERVILLE, BROOME. 


TICKELL, 


K Parnel | 
C—  ——  —  — —  —— ——— 


DD UB LL 1 Mx 
T = ——>D0o<<e— 


PRINTED FOR J. MOORE, NO. 45, COLLEGE-GREEN. 


1800. 


«„ — OR — ̃——̃ — — 


— — 


T II E 


ENGLISH POETS. 


LANSDOWNE'S POEMS. 


„ 


EARL OF PETERBOROUGH, 


Or his bapfpy Accompirſomert of the Marriage Leteucen 
hs Rryai IM ghreſs and the Princeſs Mary 4 Ele, 
of M: dena. Written ſeveral years after, in imita- 


4 if the Syic of My. Mlle. 


IS Juno barren, in unfruitſul joys, 
Our British Jove his nuptial hours emplovs: 
So Fate ordoins, that all our hope 5 may be, 
And all our rroſpet?, £2!1ant York, in thee. 


By the ſame wiſh aſpiring Queens are led, 
Tc hinguithing to mount his roval bed; 
Hi: youth, his wildom, and hi, euly fame 
Create in every breaſt a rival flame: 
Rem eſt Kings tit trembling on their thrones, 
As if no diſtince could ſecure their crowns ; 
Ferrirg his valour, wiſely they contend 
To bribe with beauty fo renown'd a friend ; 
Beauty the price, there need no other arte, 
Love is the ſureſt bait for heroes hearts : 
Nor cen the Fair conceal as high concern, 
To ſee the Prince, for whom, unſcen, then burn. 


Brave Yorl:, attending to the gener?! vice, 

At lenyth reſolves to make the wiſh'd-for choice, 

To noble Mordiunt, generous and juſt, 

Of his great heart, he gives the ſacred A ut: 

«© Thy choice, ſaid he, ſhall well direct that heart, 

Where thou, my beſt beiov'd, br N ſuch a part, 

4 In council oft, and oft in bottle t: ry'd, 

& Petwixt thy maſter, ard the w ld decide.“ 
The choſen Mercury prepares t'ꝰ obey 

This high command. Gently ve wind: conv ey 

And with auſpicious gales his ſafety wat 

On whom depend Great Britain's hopes and ſate. 

So Jaſon with hi- Argonauts, from Creoce 

To Chalcos ſail's, to feck the Golden Fleece. 

As waen the Collofies came down of dd 

On 12's lil, fo moor avis * 

Wih bits their voun - Di:doanian Judo the: try 

Aud echt bide high te win bim to her dae; 

So tern they "Chl and emulo>uſly vie 

To bribe a voice that empires would not bus; 

With balls and banquets, his pleas'd ſerie they baits 
And Queens and Kings upon his plextut es wit, 
Th impartial Judge ſurveys with vaſt de'ight 

Ali thu the ſun ſurrounds of fair and brig zl, 

Then, ſtrictly juſt, he with adoring eyes, 

Io radiant Eſte gives the royal pꝛize. 


* 


Vor. * A 


Of antique ſtock her 1:igh deſcent ſhe brings, 
Born to renew the race of Britain's Kings; 
Who could deſerve, like her, in whom we ice 
United, all that Paris ſound in three. 

O equal Pair ! when both were ſet above 

All other merit, but cach other's love. 


Welcome, bright Princeſs, to Great Britain's ſhore, 
As Rerccynt hia to high Heaven, who bore 
Th ſhining race of Coddeſſes and Gods 
That fill'd the fxies, and rul'd the bleſt abode: : 
From thee, my muſe expects as noble Themes, 
Another Mars and Jove, another james; 

Our tuture hopes, all from thy womb ariſc ; 
Our preteen: joy and fatety, from vour eyes, 
Thot ch :ning eye, which ſüne to reconcile 
To harmor's ond peace, cur ſtubborn Ile. 

On brazen Memon, Pheobus caſts a ray, 

And the tough nietal, fo ſalutes the day. 


The Britiſh Dame, fam'd for reſiſtleſ; grace, 
Contends not now, but for the ſecond place, 
| Our love ſoſpended, we neglt & the fair 
For whom we an, to gaze adoring here. 
So ſing the ſyrer ith ench:nting ſound, 
Entcine : il to 1 inen nd de drovn'd; 
Til Orpheus row iſh's in « nob! er n 
They cea;'d to fing, or, ſinging, charm'd in vain:. 
Tizs bieſt a? e 2 may 
Thi indebted Nati n bounteouth ly reply 3 
Thy ſtatues, for the Genus of our land, 
With paim fan's, un every threſhold ſtand. 
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Thoſe radiant eyes, whoſe irreſiſtleſs fame 

Strikes Envy dumb, and keeps Sedition tame: 
They can to gazing multitudes give law, 

C-nvert the fctious, and the rebel aue; 

They conquer for the Duke, where-e'er you tread, 
Millions of proſelytes, behind are led; 

Through crowds of new-made converts ſtill you go, 
Pleas'd and triumphant at the glorious ſhow. 

Happy that Prince who has in you obtain'd 

A greater conqueſt than his arms e er gain'd. 

With all War's rige, he may abroad o'ercome, 

But Love's a gentler victory at home 

Securely here, he on that face relies, 

Lays by his arms, and conquers with your eyes. 
And all the glorious actions of his life 

Thinks well rewarded, bleſt with ſuch a wife. 


TO THE KING. 
In the f Tear of his Majffy's Reign. 


AY all thy years, like this, auſpicious be, 
And bring thee crowns, and peace, and victory 
Scarce hadſt thou time t*unſheath thy conqu'ring blade, 
It did but glitter, and the rebels fled : 

Thy ſword, the ſafeguard of thy brother's throne, 

1s new as much the bulwark of thy own. 

Aw'd by thy fame, the trembling nations ſend 
Throughout the world, to court fo firm a friend. 

The guilty Senates, that refus'd thy ſway, 

Repent their crime, and haſten to obcy ; 

Tribute they raiſe, and vows and off rings bring, 
Confeſs their phrenzy, and confirm their King, 

Who with their venom overſpread thy ſoil, 

"Thoſe ſcorpions of the ſtate, preſent their oil. 


So the world's Saviour, like a mortal dreft, 
Although by daily miracles confeſt, 
Accuſed of evil doctrine by the Jews, 
The giddy crowd their rightful Prince refuſe ; 
But when they ſaw ſuch terror in the ſkies, 
The temple rent, their King in glory riſe ; 
Seiz'd with amaze, they own'd their lawful Lord, 
And ftruck with guilt, bow'd, trembl'd, and ador'd. 


TO THE KING. 


HO? train'd in arms, and learn'd in mia arts, 
I hou chooſeſt, not to corquer men, but hearts; 
Expecting nations for thy triumplis wait, 
But thou prefer ft the name of jus to GREAT. 
So Jove ſuſpends his ſubject world to doom, 
Which, would he pleaſe to thunder, he'd conſume. 
O! could the ghoſts of mighty herucs dead, 
Return on earth, and quit th* Llynan ſhade ! 
Brutus to James would truſt the people's cauſe 
Thy juſlice is a ſtronger guard than laws. 
Marius and E£yila would reſign to thee, 
Nor Cx ſar and great Pompey rivals be; 
Or rivals on!y, who ſhould beſt obey, 
And Cato gie his voice tor regal fear, 


| 
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LANSDOWNE'S POEMS. 


TO THE KING. 


EROES of old, by rapine, and by ſpoil, 
In ſearch of fame, did all the world embroi!l 

I hus to their Gods each then ally'd his name, 
This ſprang from Jove, and that from I itan came: 
With equal valour, and the ſame ſucceſs, 
Dread King, might" thou the univerſe op reſ: ; 
But Chriftian laws conſtrain thy martial price, 
Peace is thy choice, and Piety thy guide ; 
By thy example Kings are taught to iway, 
Heroes to fight, and ſaints may learn to pray. 


From Cods deſcended, and of race divine, 
Neftor in council, and Ulyfles ſhine ; 
But in a day of battle, all would yield 
To the fierce maſter of the ſeven-fold ſhield : 
Their very deities were grac'd no more, 
Mars had the courage, Jove the thunder bore, 
But all ions meet in james alone, 
And Britain's King is all the Gods in one. 


TO THE AUTHOR, 
Or is foregeing Verſes to the King. 
EY MR. EDMUND WALLER. 


N early plint, which ſuch a bloſſom bears, 
And ſtews a genius fo beyond his years, 
A judgment that could mike fo fair a choice, 
So high a ſubje to employ his voice; 
Still as it grows, how ſweetly will he ſing 
The growing greatneſs of our matchleſs Kirg. 


A NS W E R 
TO MR. WALLER. 


HEN into Libya the young Grecian came, 
To talk with Hammon, and conſult for fame ; 
When from the ſacred tripod where he ſtood, 
The pricſ infpir'd, ſaluted him a God; 
Scarce ſuch a joy that haughty victor knew, 
Thus own'd by heaven, as I, thus prais'd. by you. 
Whor'er their names can in thy numbers ſhow, 
Have more than empire, and immortal grow ; 
Ages to come ſhall ſcorn the pow'rs of old, 
When in thy verſe, of greater Gods they're told ; 
Our beauteous Queen, and royal James's name, 
For Jove and Juno ſhall be plac'd by fame ; 
Thy Charles tor Neptune ſhall the ſeas command, 
And Sachariila ſhall for Venus ſtand : 
Greece hal no longer boaſt, nor haughty Rome, 
But think trom Britain all the Gods did come. 


To the immortal Memory of 
MR. EDMUND WALLER, 


UPON HIS DEATH. 


LIKE partaking of celeftial fire, 
Poets and Heroes to renown aſpire, 
Till crown'd with honour, and immortal name, 
By wit, or valour, led to equal fame, 


| They mingle with the Gods who breath'd the nobic 


flame. 
To 


LANSDOWNE'S POEMS. 


To high exploits, the praiſes that belong, 
Live, but as aourith'd by the Poet's ſong. 


A tree of life is ſacred Poetry, 
Sweet is the Fruit, and tempting to the exe; 
Manv there are, who nibble without leave, 
But none who are not born to taſte, ſurvive. 


Warte ſhall never die, of life ſecure, 
As long as Fame, or aged Time endure, 
Wart, the Muſe's darling, free to taſte 
Of all their ſtores, the miſter of the feaſt ; 
Not like old Adem, fined in b;is che, 


But Lord of all the ſpacious paradiic. 


Thoſe foes to Virtue, Fortune, and Minkind, 
Fav*ring his fame, once, to do juſtice join'd 5 
No carping critic interrupts his praiſe ; 

No riv] ſtrives, but for a ſ:cond place ; 

No want conſtrein'd; (the writer's uſu ul fate) 

A Port with a plentiful eftate ; 

The firſt of mor als who before the tomb, 
Struck that pernicious monſter, Ene, dumb; 
Malice and Pride, thoſe fav ige, ditarm'd; 

Nat Orpheus with ſuch powerful magic charm d. 
Scarce in the grave can we allow him more, 

Than living wr agreed to give bet ue. 


His noble muſe employ'd her gener 1 age 
In crowning vir ur, ſcorning to engage 
The vice and follies of an imp:ous age. 
No ſatyr lurks within this hallow'd ground, 
Put nymphs and heraines, Kings and god abound ; 
C:lory, and arms, and love, is all the found. 
His Eden with no Serpent is defil'd, 
Bu: all ir gay, delicious all, and mild. 


Miſtiken men, his Muſe of fmtery blame, 
Adorning twice an impious tyrant's name, 
We raiie our own, by giving farac to foes ; 


Ine v.Aiour that he prais'd, he did oppoſe. 


Nor were lũs thoughts to poetry confin'd, 
The ſtate, and buſineſs ſhar'd his ample mind; 
Az al! the Fair were captives to his wit, 
do Senates to lũs witdom would ſubmit ; 


His voice fo ſoft, his eloquence ſo ſtrong, 


Like Cad was his ſpeech, like Ovid's was his ſong. 


Our Britiſh kings are rais'd above the herſe, 
Immonai made, in his immortal vere ; 
No more are Mars and Jove phetic themes, 
But the celeſtial Charles“, and juſt Janes: 
Juno and Pallas, all the ſhinin race 
Or heavenly beautics, to the Queen give place; 
Clear, like her brow, and graceiul was his ;ong, 
Great, like her mind, and like her virtue ſtrong. 


Parent of Gods, who doſt to Gods rem- ve, 
Where art thou plac'd ? And which thy ſeat above ? 
Wart, the God of Verſe, we will proclaim, 
Not Phabus now, but Wall be his name; 
Of joyful Barde, the ſweet ſcraphic choir 
Acknowledge thee their oracle and fire ; 

The Sphere, do homage, and the Muſes ſins 
WALLERk, the Tu of Verte, who was the King. 


g 


TO MYRA. 
LOVING AT FIRST SIGHT. 


O warning of th* approaching flame, 
Swif:ly, like ſudden death, ic came 3 
Like travellers, by light 'ning kill'd, 
I burnt the moment I beheld. 
In whom ſo many charms are plac'd, 
Is with a mind as nobly grac'd ; 
The caſe fo #&;ring to behold, 
I; fill d with richeſt gems, and gold. 
Jo what m eye, admir'd before, 
] a4d a thauſand graces moe; 
And Fancy blows into a f we, 
The ſprk that from her beauty came. 
The ntjeRt thus improv'd by thought, 
By mv own image I am caught; 
I'ygmalion fn, wich fral art 
Polith'd the form that ſtung kis heart. 


TO MYR A. 


ARN'D, and made wife by ohen He, 
i fled tram whence ſuch miſchic;. c une, 
th.c Sex, that kills at tight, 
my ſazety in my flight. 
But, ah! in vun from fate we fly, 
For firit, or 111, us all muſt die; 
So ti, as much creed tbove, 
Thi uri, or laſt, we all muſt love. 
My het which ſtood fo long the ſhock 
Of winds and wwes, like ſome firm reck, 
By one bright ſp:rk trom Myra thrown, 
Is into flame, like powder, blown. 


S O N G. 
TO NMI 


OOLISH Love, begone, ſaid I, 
Vain are thy attempts on me; 
Inv ſoft allurements 1 defy, 
Vomen, thoſe fair diſſemblers, fly, 

My heart was never made for thee. 
Love heard; and ſtraight prepared a dart; 
Mora, revenge my cauſe, ſud he: 

Too jure *rw 13 that, I feel the ſmart, 
It rends my brain, and tears my heart; 
O Luve! my conq'ror, pity me. 


— — — — 


An Imitation of the ſccand Chorus in the fecond A of 
Senecas Thy:ftes. 
HEN wil! the God;, propitious to our prayers, 
\ Compoſe our factions, and conclude our wits? 
Ye ſons of Inachus, repeat the guilt 
Of crens uſurp'd, and blDꝰod orf prrents fpilt ; 


| For impinus greatnets, vengeance is in tore ; 


| 


| Bort is the date of all 12:-gotten power, 
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Give ear, ambitious Princes, and be wiſe ; 
Liſten, and learn wherein true great neſs lies 3 
Place not your pride in roofs that ſhine with gems, 
In purple robe, nor ſparkling diadems ; 

Nor in dominion, nor extent of land : 

He 's only great, who can himifel: command, 
Whoſe guard is peacetul innocence, whoſe guide 
Is fai-hful rezfon 3 who is void of pride. 
Checking ambition; nor is idly vain 

Of the falſe incenſe of a popular troin ; 

Who without ſtrife, or eavy, can bcho!4 

Tis neighbour's plenty, and his heaps of gold; 
Nor covet: other wealth, but what we find 

In the poſſeſſions of a virtuous mind. 


Fearleſs he ſees, who is with virtue crown'd, 
The tempeſt rage, and hears the thunder ſound 3 
Ever the ſunc, let Fortune ſmile or frown, 

On the red ſcatio!d, or the blazing throne ; 
Serenely, as he lived, refigns his breath, 
Meets dcHiny half way, nor ſhtinks at death. 

Ye ſovercign Lords, who fit like Gods in tate, 

Aung the world, and bu ling to bc great ; 
I. rds but in title, vaſlals in eſtect, 

Whom Joſt con'rouls, and wild de ires direct: 
The reins of empire bu* ſach hands, diſgrace, 
Where Paſſion, a blind driver, guide: the race. 


Why is this Tame, thus crowd-d round wie! ſlaves ? 


Th breath of fools, the bait of flattering kanves : 
An horeſt hewt, a conſcience free from ©! me, 
Not of grent acts, but good, give wit the name: 
In vain we plant, we build, our ſtores increate, 
Tf conſcience ros u all our inward prace. 
What need of arms, or inflruments of war, 

Or battering ergines that aefroy from far? 
The greateſt king, and concueror is he, 

Who Lord of his own a; petites can be: 

Pfleſt with a pow'r that "nothing can detroy, 
And all have equal freedom to enjoy. 


Whom worldly luxury, and pomps allute, 
They tread on ice, and find no footing ſure 3 
Place me, ye Powers! in ſome a. vſcure re: re at, 
O! keep me innocent, make others great: 

In quiet ſh:de, content with rar ſports, 
ive me a life remote rom guilty cour.s, 
Where feue from hopes or fears, in humble eaſe, 
Unheard of, I may live and dic in pete. 

Happy the man who thus retir'd from ſiaht, 
Studies '1imfclr, and fecks no oth or light: 

Eut maſt unhappy he, who fits on high, 
Frpng'd to every tongue and every (ye; 

quad mY 1-5 d}4z* about, fo all are known, 
Put gte a fecte? to hirnſolf „lone: 

Worlt is ;5 aN EV. Fatacy, auch worie than none. 


A LOYAL EXHORTATION. 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1688. 


F Kings det bron'd, ard blood of brethren fpilty 
"In vun, O Britain ! you'd avert the guilt ; 
it crimes which your frrefathecs bluſh'd te own, 
Ne pta:cd, call ru: hcivitr vengrauce down. 


| 
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LANSDOWNE'S POEMS. 


Tremble, ye people, who your Kings diftreſc, 
Tremble, ye Kings, for people you opprels ; 
Th' Eternal ſees, arm'd with his forky rods, 

The riſe and fall of empires from the Gods. 


Y BR SE: S, 


Kent ts rhe Author in his Retirement. 
WRITTEN BY MRS. ELIZABETH HKIGGOUNS, 


HY, Granville, is thy life to ſhades conſin'd, 
Thou whom the Gods deſign'd 

In public to do credit to mankind ? 
Why ſieeps the noble ardour of thy blood, 

Which from thy anceftors ſo many ages paſt, 
From Rollo down to Bevil flow'd, 

And then appear'd again at laſt ? 
In thee, when thy victorious lance 
Bore the diſputed prize from al! the youth of France 


II. 
In the fr * +1 als which are we for fame, 
Thole to whom Fate ſucccrs denics, 
I: trking counſel from their ſhame, 
They madettly retrent, are wilc. 
But why ſhould you who in ſuccecd, 
Whether with graceful art you lead 
The ficry barb, or with as graceful motian tread, 
In thining balls, where all agree 
10 give the higheſt praiſe to thee ? 
Such harmony in every motica's found, 
As art could ne'er expreſs by any ſound. 


III. 


So lov'd and prais d, whom all admire, 
Why, why ſhould you from courts and camps retire ? 
It Myra is unkind, if it can be, 
That any nymph can be unkind to thee 5 
If penſive made by love, you thus retire, 
Awake your Muſe, and ſtring your lyre; 
Your tender ſong, and your melodious train, 
Can never be addreſt in vain ; 
She needs muſt love, and weſhall have you back ag in. 


— — :. 


SOCASIONED BY THE FORECOING VERSES. 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1690. 
EASE, tempting Siren, ceaſe tiiy flattering ſtrain, 
Sweet is thy charming fone, but ſung in vain : 
V hon the winds blow, and loud the tempeſts roar, 
Who foo! would truſt the waves, 1:4 quit the ſhore ? 
Ely, and vain, into the world 1 came, 
0 & with filſe hopes, and enger after fame; 
Till look: ng round me, ere the race began, 
— n, and giddy foots, were all that ran, 
Reclaim'd betimes, I from the liits retire, 
And thank the Code, who my retreat inſpire. 
In happier times our anceſtors were bred, 
When virtue was the only pach to tread : 
Give me, ye Gods | but the ſame ron to fame, 
Whate'cr my fathers dar'd, I dare the ſ:rnc. 
Chang'd is the ſcene, ſome bineful planet rules 
= impious world, contriv'd for kn:ves and fools. 
. ook now mn, and with impartial eyes 


| Conſider, and examine al who riſe ; 
Wc h 


LANSDOWNE'S POEMS. 


Weich well their actions, and their treacherous cn, 


How greatneſs grows, and by what ſteps aſcends; 
What murders, treaſons, perjuries, deceit; 

How many cruſh'd, to make one monſter great. 
Would you command? Have fortune in your pow'r ? 
Hug when you ſtab, and ſmile when you devour ? 

Be bloody, f.lſe, flatter, forſwear, and lie, 

urn pander, pathick, paratice, or ſpy ; 

Such thriving arts may your wiſh'd purpoſe bring, 

A Miniitcr at leaſt, pcrh.ps a King. 


Fortune, we moſt unjuſtly partial call, 
A miſtreſ fee, who bids alike to all; 
Rut on ſuch terms as enly ſuit the baſe, 
Honour denies and ſhuns the ful embrace. 
Tie honeſt man, who ſtarve; and is undone 
Not fortune, but his virtue keeps him down. 
Hud C2to bent beneth the conquering cauſe, 
He might have liv'd to give new Senates laws z 
Put on vile terms diſdoining to be great, 
fie periſh'd by his choice, and not his fate. 


Honours and lite, th' uſurper bids, and all | 


"That vain mittaken men good-fortune call, 

Virtue t 3 and ſets before lus eyes 

An honeſt demh, which he ac- pts, and dies: 

O glurious refulutiun ! Noble pride ! 

More honour'd, than the tyrant liv'd, he dy d; 
More low d, more prais'd, more envy'd in his dom 
Than Ca ſur trompling on the rights of Rome. 

The virtuous nothing fear, but life vith ſhame, 
And dcuh's a pleaſant ro2d that leads to fame. 


On bones, and ſcraps of dog let me be fed, 
My limbs uncover'd, and expo;'d my head 
To bleakeſt colds, a kennel be my bed. 
This, and all other martyrdom for thee, 
Seems glorious, all, thrice beguteous Honeſty ! 
Judge me, ye powers! let Fortune tempt or frown, 
1 ſtand prepar'd, my honour is my own. 


Ye great  Diſturders, who in endleſs noiſe, 
In blood ad rapine ſeek unn:tural joys ; 
For what is all this buſtie but to ſhun 
Thoſe thoughts with wh:ch vou dare not be alone? 
As men in miltery, oppreſt with care, 
deck in the rige of wine to drown deſpur. 
Let others 5 and cat their bread in blood, 
Hegardleſs if the cauſe be bad or good; 
Or cringe in courts, depending on the nods 
Of ſtrutting pigmies who would paſs for Gods. 
For me, unpractis'd in the courtiers ſchool, 


V ho lowhe a knwe, and tremb!- at a foo! ; 


Who hon bur generous Wycherly oppreſt, 
Pofleft of little, worthy of the beſt, 

Rich in himſcif, in vircuc that owtthines 
Ali but the fame of his immort 1 lircs, 
More than the Mal- lie 10, 

The famith'd land, and rolls i in implou g n 3 
What can I hape in courts ?. Or haw fucccrd 
Tygers and wotyes ſkull in tlc cem breed, 
he Whale and dolphin LE ten en the med; 
Aud every cle:nent exchange is kind, 

Tre thriving honeſty in couit; we find. 


„lo heins to drain 


— CKL_ 


* 


Happy tue man, of mortal; happieſt he, 
Whole & zulet mind 155m vain deute. 


13 vc 3 
Whom neither B pes Nerger r Rar torment, 
441 42 i ow» * \4 Per, 44410 Aizn. 1 & ag 


In thought, or act, accountable to none, 

But to lumſelf, and to the Gods al pang : 

O ſwertneis of content ! ſer · phie joy 

Which nothing wants, an! nothing e can deſtroy. 
Where dwells this pence, this ſrerdom of the mind! 

* here, br! in hade er moe trom human kind; 

In flower tales, where nymphs and thepherds meet, 

But neecr comes within he place pre, 

Farewel then cities, courts, and camps, farewell, 

Weiconie, ye groves, her let me ever dwell, 

From cat, from buf, and mankind remove, 

All but tie muſes, and inipirins Love : 

Hove cet the marn! How gemle is the night 

How cum tlie evening f AAR the d 1 how bri h.! 
Jrom tence, 45 trn a hill, I view below 

The crouded world, a mizinty wood in ſhowy, 

V here ſever wanders travel div and nigh:, 

By different pulli, and none ute ia the rigtt. 


— 
+4% 


— — — 


1 
OVT 1: 4 Fan led about 
From l: pr to tar, rand joy to doubt ; 

v. hom we — A 
Pivin Iv orc ' Gs in 
Sera zh: * a ditor 

Love 1 

is hut as Fancy ſh:.!} en 
Odjects of giic :, or or come, 

Tur the lover's ble, or dice: 
V::ons oi mighty pain, or ie ituieg 
Imogiu'd want, imegin d meſure, 


*. N. 2 . 


* c 8 — 
d, A piygzer'd crexure g 
and hate are 3 ancy 


ST 
All in powerful Fancy Hos, 


BEAUTY AND. LAW. 


A POTTICAL PLEAPTNG., * 


King Claris II. having male a graut the reverſion 
of an eſſice in tue mae --of Ring" 5s Zeucò, to f5 0h 
the Duale of G: 2. 21 5 22 2 4. ; 2 C- we J. Ros 1 — 57 > 
claim tz it, 4 a [er precfere tes ly Ce * fo 4 
2 ''3 70 E ca: ie cane Fe. Us . I. $1-8 
To Ls 1 's, bottutin it A Duc, Nee if te jad 
L.: fs cord ite C! af Jaflur. 


HE Princes in:; Berti md Law contend ; 
Thc Quran 50 Love wilt her own cute detend: 
Secure the lm1ks, 2s cert: nm ein ie 
Such Ecauty plend, and nut her cantive be. 
What iid oi words with 1uch cota: n ding oves ? 
Niuſt i then ſpers ? O Hen tire cha mer cries; 
O barb vou clime! * ir Lewy borrows aid 
Fr m cloquince, to gu u,n, or to periu te! 
Will diſcord never leme with ene. 
To rife debate? Buy dilcur! gewerns here. 
To Jum, Pallzs, wi:dom, and pw. er, 
Long tin.e pref 


v.76 


k 
12 3 


+4 % » 


1d. uhr ted need; there 
Conteſs'd to nglit, three Colley deſcend 
On Idas hill, and rr 2 prize contend 
they bid, and I 1ithly purſur: 

in, that only could be Renutv's due: 
mars and Wel n the generous judge dons, 


. j * — , * 
ves the tren: 30 the uigueũ ey. 


Suck. 


ch 3 are numberleſs, we draw 
Our right from cuſtum 3 cuſtom is a l 
As high as heaven, as wide as ſeas or land; 
As ancient as the world is our command. 
Mars and Alcides would this plea allow : 
Beauty was ever abſolute till now. 
It is enough that I pronounce it mine, 
And, right or wrong, he ſhould his claim reſign: 
Not bears nor tygers ſure fo ſavage are, 
As theſe ill-manner*d monſters of the bar. 


Loud * rumour ha: proclaim'd a nymph divine, 
Whoſe mxtchleſs form, to counterbalance mine, 
By dint of Beauty ſhall extort your grace: 

Let her appear, this rival, face to face; 

Let eyes to eyes oppos'd this ſtrife decide; 
Now, when I lighten, let her beams be trv'd. 
Was it a vain promiſe, and a gownſman's lie ? 
Or ſtands the here unmark'd, when I am by ? 
So heav'n was mock d, and once all Elys round, 
Amther Jupiter was ſaid to ſound ; 

On brazen floor the royal actor tries 

To ape the thunder ta“ ling in the ſkies ; 

A brandiſh'd torch, with emulating blaze, 
AﬀeRts the forky lightning's pointed rays : 

Thus borne aloft, triumplnntly he rode 
Through crowds of worſhippers, and acts the God. 
The fire omnipotent prepues the brand, 

By Vulcan wrought, and arms his potent hand; 
Then flaming hurl: it hiſſing from above, 

And in the vaſt abyſs confounds the mimic Jove. 
Preſumptuous wre: ch] with mortal art to dare 
Immortal power, and brave the thunderer ! 

Caſſiope, preferring with diſdain, 

Her dwghter to the Nereids, they complain; 
The daughter, for the mother's guilty ſcorn, 

Is doomed to be devoured 3 the mother 's borne 
Above the clonds, where, by immortal light, 
Revers'd the ſhines, expoſed to human ſight, 

And ta a ſhameful poſture is contin'd, 

As an eternal terror to mankind. 

Did thus the Gods ſuch private nymphs reſpeR ? 
What vengeance night the Queen of Love expect? 

But grant ſuch arbitrary pleas are vain, 
Vav'd let them be; mere juſtice ſhall obtain. 
Who to a huſb und juſtlier can ſucceed, 

Thu the ſoft partner of his nuptial bed; 

Or to a frther*s right ly ſtronger claim, 

"Thin the dear vouth in whom ſurvives his name? 
Behold that youth, conſider whence he ſprings, 
And in his royal veins teſpect your kings: 
Inanrtal ſove, up m a mort al the, 

Be gat his fire : Second from Jove is he. 

Well did the futher blindly fight your cauſe, 
Following the cry f Liberty and d. aws, 

Tf by th oe law „ fu which he loſt his lite F\ 
You ſpvil, ungratefully, the fon and wife. 


* Areport ſprend of a b-aw iful young lady, niece 
to the Lord Chief juſtiet, who would appear at the 
har of the Houſe of Lords, and eclipſe the charms of 
Lie Ducheſs of Grafton 3 No ſuch lady was ſcen there, 
nur perhaps ever in any part of the world. 


+ The Duke of Grafton, ſl iin at the ſiege of Cork 
in Ireland, avout the beginning of the Revolution. 


| 


LANSDOWNE'S POEMS. 


What need I more? Tis treaſon to diſpute : 
The grant was royal; tht decides the ſuit. 
« Shall vulgar 11ws imperial power conftrain ? 
„% Kings and the Gods, can never act in vain.” 


She ſiniſh'd here, the Queen of every grace, 
Diſdain vermilioning her he :venly face: 
Our hearts take fire, and all in tumult riſe, 
And one wiſh ſparkles in a thouſand eyes. 
O!] might ſome champion finiſh theſe debates ! | 
My ſword ſhall end, what now my pen relates. | 
Up roſe the ſudge, on cach fide bending low, | 
A crafty ſmile, accompanies his bow; | 
Ulvſles like, a gentle pauſe he makes, 
Then, raiſing by degrees his voice, he ſpeaks. ö 
In you, my Lords, who judge; and all who hear, 
Methinks I read your wiſhes for the fair; | 
Nor can I wonder, even I contend 
With inward pain, unwitling to offend ; 
Unhappy ! thus oblig'd to a defence, 
Thu may difpleaſe ſuch herventy excellence. 
Might we the lw on any terms abuſe, 
do bright an influence were the beſt excuſe ; 
Let “ Niobe's juſt fate, the vile diſgrace 
Of the + Propatides* polluted race; 
Let death, or ſhame, or lunacy ſurprize, 
Who dare to match the luſtre of thoſe eyes 
Aloud the faireſt of the Sex complain 
Of captives loſt, and loves invok'd in vain 3 
At her appearance all their glory ends, 
And not a ſtar, but ſets, when the aſcends. 


Where Love preſides, ſtill may ſhe bear the prize; 
But rigid Law has neither cars nor eyes : 
Charms, to which Mars and Hercules would bow, 
Minos and 1 Rhadamanthus diſzvor.. 
— by nothing bias'd, or inclin'd, 

to perſuaſion, to temptation blind, 

Determines without favour, and the laws 
O'erlook the parties, to decide the cauſe. 
What then avails it, that a beardleſs boy 
Took a rath fancy for a female toy ? 
Th' inſulted Argives, with a numerous hoſt, 
Purtue revenge, and ſeck the Dardan coaſt ; 
Though the Gods built, and though the Gods defend 
Thoſe lofty towers, the hotrile Greeks aſcend 
Nor lcave they, till the town in athes lies, 
And all the race of royal Priam dies: 
The Queen of | Paphos, mixing in the fray, 
Rullies the troops, and urges on the day; 
In perſon, in the foremoſt rani;s the ſtands, 
Provokes the charge, directs, affifts, commands 3 
Stern Diomed, advancing high in air, 
His lofty jwelin ſtrikes the heavenly Fair; 
"The viulted ſkies with her loud ſhricks reſound, 
And high Olympus trembles at the wound. 


a as 2h a W Root and 4 «6d 


Niobe turned into a ſtone for preſunung to com- 
pare herſelf with Diana. 

+ Propœtides, certain virgins, who, for affronting 
Venus, were condemned to opea proftitution, and 
afterwards turned into tone. 


Minos and Rhademinthus, famous legiſlators, 


+ who for their ſtrift adminiſtration of juſtice, were af er 


their de iths made chief judges in the infernal regicuss. 
Venus. 


In 
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In cauſes uſt, would all the God: oppoſe, 
"Twere honeſt to diſpute ;z ſo Cato choſe. 

Diſmiſs that plea, and what ſhall blood avail ? 

If beauty is deny'd, ſhall birth prevail? 

Blood, and high deeds, in diſtant ages done, 

Are our furetxthers merit, not our own. 

Might none a juſt poſſeſſion be allow'd, 

But who could briag deſert, or boaſt of blocd ? 
What numbers, even here, might be condemn'd, 
Strip'd, and deſpoil'd of all, revil'd, contemn'd? 
Take a juſt view, how many may remark, 

V ho now's a peer, his grandiire was a clerk : 
Some few remain, ennobled by the ſword 

In Gothic times: But now to be My Lord, 

Study the law ; nor do theſe robes deſpiſe ; 
Honour the gown, from whence your honours riſe. 
Thoſe fam'd dictators, who ſubdu'd the globe, 
Gave the precedence to the peaceful robe 

The mighty Julius, pleading at the bar, 

W 5 greater, than when thundering in the war 
He conquer d nations: I is of more reaown 

To ſave a client, than to ſtorm a town. 


How der to Britain are her darling laws ! 

W hat Hood has ſhe not lowiſh'd in their c mig! 
Kings are like common ſlaves to ſlaughter lad, 
Or wander through the world to beg their bread. 
«© When regal power aſpires above the laws, 
4% A privre wrong becomes a public coule.” 

He ſpoke. The nobl-s differ, and divide, 
Some join with Law, and ſome with Be wry fide. 
Mordaunt, though once her ſlave, intults the Fair, 
Whoſe fetters *twas lis pride, in youth, to wear: 
So Lucifer revolting, brav'd the power 
Whom he was wont to worihip and implore. 
Like impious is their rage, who have in chace 
A new Omnipotence in Graff on's face. 

But Racheſter, und au:med, juſt, and wiſe, 
Aﬀert; the Goddeſs with the charming eves; 
And O] may Beauty never want rewerd 

For thee, her noble champion, and her guard. 
Leauty triumphs, and Law ſubmitting lies, 

The tyrant tam'd, alo-n4 for mercy crirs ; 
Conqueſt can never fail in radiant Crafton's eves. 


HEN fom'd Apellcs f ugnt to frame 


Some inge of 1 Id lian dame, 
To furniſh graces for the piece, 
He ſummon'd Il the nymph: of Grevce z 
do many mort 1s were compin'd, 
Jo ſhew how one in:incrtal ſhin'd. 
Hod Hyde thus ſu by proxy too, 
As Venus then was ſid to do, 
Venus herfelf, and d! he train 
Of Goddeſſes ka tmn d ber g 
he painter mu? le jerrch's the Mies, 
To match the Yutire of ler execs. 
Comparing then, wills us we view 
The ancien Venus. d he new 3 
In her we m:+ y + ett 315 fee, 
As many Godde griin thee, 


— 


* Afterwards Coumeſs of Clurtnd en and Rocheſter. 


| 


— 


9 


Lady Hyde laing the Small Per, ſoon after tie 
Reeroery of Mrs. Mohun. 
CARCE could the general joy for Mohun appear, 
But new attempts ſhew other dangers near; 
Beauty's attack'd in her imperial fort, 
Where all her loves and graces kept their court; 
In her c:tief reſidence, beſieg'd at laſt, 
Laments to fee her faireſt fields laid waſte. 


On things immortal, all attempts are vain ; 
Tyrant Diieaſe, tis loſs of time and pain; 
Glut thy wild rage, and load thee with rich prize 
Torn from her cheeks, her fragrant lips, and eyes ; 
Let her but live; as much vermilion take, 
As might an Helen, or a Venus make; 
Like Thetis, the ſhall fruſtrate thy vain rape, 
And in variety of charms eſcape. 

The twinkling ſt ars drop numberleſs each nigiu, 
Ye: {hines the radiant firmament as bright; 
do {om the ocean ſhould we rivers drain, 
Still would enough to drown the world remain. 


— — — OO 


The Duc le of „ veſeaſtrally furpriied in : 
Embraces of ler Lord. 
AIREST Zelinda, ceaſe ro chide, or prieve ; 
Nor bluſh at joys that only you cmn give ; 
WW 115 with bold eyes furvcy'd thuſe matchlets cxam*s 
Is puniſh'd, ſceing in another's arms: 
With gre dy looks he view: cach naked part, 
Joy feeds his eves, but eryy tears his heut 
do caught wis Mars, and Mercury aloud 
Procl»1m'd his grief, thut he was not the Cod; 
So to be caught was every God's deſire : 
Nor leſs than Venus, can Zelinda fare. 
Forgive him then, thou more than hewenly Fur, 
Forvive his raſhneſs, puniſh'd by deſpair ; 
All that we know, u hich wretched mortals fees 
In thoſe ſad regions where the tortur'd dwell, 
Is, tht they fee the raptures of the ble, 
And view the joys which they muſt ncver taſte 


TU  LAVSA 


Britten en ler Garden in the North. 


J HAT charm is this, that in the midſt of ſnow, 
Y Ofrfforms and blaſts. the chaiceft fruits dogrow* 


Mcions, on bed; of ice are taught to bear, 

And ftrmgers tothe ſun, vec ripen here; 

On frozen ground the tweeteft flowers ariſe, 
Unſren by any Iizht, but Flavirs ces ; 
Where-c'er the tre ds, beneath the Charmer's fett 
Ihe roſe, the jeſo nũne, and the lilies mect; 
Whcre-c'er ſac looks, benoid ſome ſudden birth 
Adorns the: *rees, and fructiſies the eorth; 

in midil or mountoins, vd unfruitful ground, 
As rich on Fden as the firſt is found. 

In this new Paradiſc tl. e Coddeſꝭ reigns, 

In ſovereign ſtate, d mocks the lover's pins, 
B-nc.:t:; thoſe bem, that ſcerch us from her £145, 
Her inowy hoſom ſtiil unme bed lies; 

Love tram her lips ſpre dz all his odours rœugd. 
Bu bear: on ice, and Springs from frozen gpreund. 
So cold the clime tl.at em iuch wonders bear, 


| 'I he garden ſeems an emblem ci the far. 


7 


TO THE SAME. 


Her Gardens having eſcaped a Ficed that had laid all 
the Country reund under Water. 


HAT hand: divine have planted and protect, 
The torrent ſpares, and deluges reſpect ; 

So when the waters o'er the world were ſpread, 
Covering each oak, and every mountain's head, 
The choſen Patriarch ſail'd within his ark, 
Nor might the waves o'erwhelm the ſacred bark. 
The charming Flavia is no leſs, we find, 
The favourite of Heav'n, than of mankind ; 
The Gods, like rivals, imitate our care, 
And vie with mortals to oblige the Fair; 
Theſe favours thus beſtow'd on her alone, 
Are but the homge which they ſent her doven. 

O Flavir! may thy virtue from above 
Be crown'd with bleflings, endleſs as my love. 


TO MY FRIEND DR. GARTH. 


IN HIS SICKNESS 


ACHAON fick, in every * woe find, 
His donger 15 the d-nger of mankind ; 
Whote ar* proteQting, Naur could expe 
But bv a Deluge, or the gener] Fire. 
More lives he ſ. ven, thin v-1ith in cur Ware, 
And f:ſter thian a Plague deſtro-s, rep de. 
The bold carouſer, and advert rou: 
Nur fear the fever, nor refat the flame 
Safe in his ſkill, from all reitcaing ft 
But conſcious ſhame, remorſe, or ple. 


Sire * of all arts, defend thy darling (+2 ; 
O! ſave the man whole life's fo much our 097! 
On whom, like Atlas, the whole worl2's reclin'd, 
And by reſtoring Garth, preſerve mon!cind. 


Zune D 


TO MY DFAR EKINSNAN, 
CHARLES LORD LANSDOWNE. 


Cor te P:-rberdrien cf the Tram > Gremmiiic is 


Normardy, by the Eno; Flac. 


O' built boy Cods, conf: ms oy le f1me, 


Troy bury d lies, * le, the Tran name; 
And fo ſhali thine, though wich th {2 walls were loſt 
All the 3 our ancefiors could Hag. 


For Latium coneuer'd, mi for Turnus iin, 
Enes ves, tlaugh not one Now remain 
Where he aroſe : Kar art the lets renoynd 
For thy ud triumphe on Humor: Ans. 
1 hoſe: 1 arme wich for nine centute: bod or 4 


ned or A 


The wrath of Lime, on amiour ft. de en ray . 


Now torn by mortars, ſtand vir under d 
On notes trimiues, by 47:1 _ ur . 
date on thy 1 Pagle's win 25 they foar abe 


The rege of war, + 


Dort. 


by the Bird of Cviar, arti ef Ire. 


* Apollo, Coed of Poetry 
+ The Cris 
on one of ti 


or th acr t-3 v6 "> 2 f 


* 131 - 
£29 1"RYNuYC 
- 


"_ + 
44% 


Arm: (till remcining at that ti 
gates of the twin, 

* 

+ He was 2 2 Cort of 1e Eee, 
N. Av arms to b le . 


IL.perial ſprezd 15 


* „ * 
I GCrnme W: < 
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LADY HYDE, 
Feting at Sir Godfrey Kncller's for her Picture. 


HILE Eneller, with inimitable art, 
Attempts that face whoſe print's on every 
heart, 
The Port, with a pencil leſs confin'd, 
Shall paint her virtues, and deſcribe her mind, 
Unlock the ſhrine, and to the fight unfold 
The ſecret gems, and all the inward gold. 
Two only patterns do the Muſes name, 
Of perpect beauty, but of guilty fame ; ; 
A Venus 2nd an Helen have been ſeen, 
Both perjur'd wives, the Goddeſs and the Quee:: : 
In this the third, are reconcil'd at laſt 
Thoſe jarring attributes of Fair and Chaſte, 
With graces that attract, but not enſnare, 
Divine'y good, as ſhe's divinely fair; 
With beauty, not affected, vain, nor proud; 
With greatneſs, eaſy, affable, and good: 
Others by guilty artifice, and arts 
Of promis'd kindneſs, pra 2Qtic* on our hear. 
With expectat ion blow the paſſion vp 3 
She dens the Are, without one ene of hope, 
Like the ch:te moon, ihe ſhines to all „kind p 
— 0 Endymion is her love confin'd. 
1 cruel deſtiny on Beauty waits, 

* he” on one face depend ſo m fee: ! 
Op! by honour to relieve but * 
Uniupp) men by thouſand: are undone. 


TO MRS. GRANVILLE, 
CF WGTTON IN BUCKINGHAMSHIRE , 
AFTERWARDS LADY CONWAY. 


OVE. like a tvrant wiem no I1vs conftra'» 
Now for ſome ages kept the world in pain ; 
Beauty, by vaſt deftruQtions git renown, 
And Lovers only by their rage were known: 
Fu: Gronville, more auſpicious to manxind, 
Co1Ggu "ring the heart, as much inſtructs the mind 
Bleſt in the fate of her victorious eyes, 
Seeing, we love; and hearing, we grow wiſe z 
So Rome for wiſdom, as for conqueſ fam'd, _ 
Imnrov'd with arts, whom ſhe by arms had tom a, 
Above the arty ds is plac'd this glorious Itzit, 
Nothing lies hid from her enquirins ſigůu; 
Athens 2nd Clos for arts reſtor'd rejoice, 
Their ar gunge takes new muſic from her voice, 
Lenr:ing nd Love, in the ſame bat we bud, 
$9 bright ner eyes, and fo adorn'd her mind. «+ 
Long be! Minerva govern'd in the ſkies, 
Nen nw deſcends, confeſt to human eyes 
Ret 1 in Grinvilic, that infpiring Cucen, 
\W hon lzarntd Athens fo 2dor'd unſeca. 


. 


Ss O0 N. 


LL tell her the next time, ſaid I, 
Ir vain ! in vain! for when I try, 
Cnen my more 12; true the: rrembling accents 
Ala, a thru ul: houſand fears 
I ex2rowe vwien the appears! 
43 l. cut in giν y ye: are drown'd in ter- 
10 
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TO MRS. AFRA BEIIN. 


WO warrior * chiefs the voice of Fame divide, 
1 Who beſt doſery'd, not Plutarch could decide : 
Nehold two gen er conquerors appear, 
Some Tor vour wit, ſome for your cyes declare 
Dobr oe ariſe, which captiv ue; us moſt, 
And none can tell the charm by which he“ If. 
I) bov hl! quiver does Dima bear; 
Venus the dove 3; Pallas the ſhield ard ſpe or : 
oc ſuch evhlem: to their Gods aſſin, 
Hearts biceding by the dart, and pen be thine. 


1 


THE DES ERTION. 
TOW fle, Diſcretion, to my aid, 
Sec haughty Nya, fir aud briglit, 


Ja, 
In all the pymp of love et rrav'd ; ; 
Ah! how I tremble at the fi it ' 
She comes, ſhe cot A efhre hey all 
„Iankind docs priitr te !. 
Love, 2 deftrover fierce and young, 
Advent rous, terrible, and fireng, 
Crue! and roſh, delighting ſtiſ! +9 vor, 
Sparing nor age nor ics, 

Commands in chief; well Hud be hen, 
Ant from her lips, her cheek ; and cy*:, 
All oppoſition he defies. 

Rerſon, Love's old invetcrue foe, 
Sc.r.e ever reconcaill d til now, 
Re ſon ali; her too. 


A wiſe commander he, for council frt ; 

But nice and coy, nor has been ſen ta fit 

In modern ſynod, nor appear d of late 

In courts, nor camps, nor in 2ffors of ſtate 3 
h ſon mroclaim:s them all his fnes, 
Who ſuch reliſtleſ; charms oppoſe. 


Mu verv boſom friends make war 
Within wy breaf, and in her intereſ's Ire 5 
Ifteerm and mdgment with ſtrong f Fancy juin 
To court, an call the fair inv:der in; ; 
My do ling fre urite inclination ton, 

All, all conſpirirg with the foe. 

Ah! whither Mell 1 fly to hide 

My weakneſs from the conqu ror's prile ? 

Now, now, Diſcrerica be my guide. 
Put ſee, this mighty A:chimeces ico, 

Surrenders nov. 

Preſ::ming longer tu raſiſt 

His very nume, 
Diſcretion muſt Viſclaim ; 


Folly and razduet; un, wor! 4 perſiſt 


4 * 


IN PRAISE OF MYRA. 
UNE, tune thy lyre, begin my Muſe, 
Whit er lat Queen, waz Codacſ. wilt 
Wloſe praiſe; ng? What cher mer's nut. 


tho: eve ? 
Trauſan im mor-: i Gown to Fam: ? 
Strike, frilce thy Bring £53 let Lcho 


- + 
at 


e ſourd, 


3 


And bear it far, % el! the mountains zwurd; 
* Al Zander nd Cain. 
Vot. V. 


Pinus again ſhall hear, again rejoice, 

And Hemns too, as when th' enchanting vuice 

Or tunetul Or, acus charm'd the grove, 

1 :unht only to dance, and made the cedars move. 
Nor Venus, not Diana wil! we name; 

Niyra is Venus and Diana too, 

Al! that wen feign'd of them, apply'd to her, is true; 

i hea hung, my Muſe, let Myra be our theme. 
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A, when the frep! erds would a garland make, 
"They ſerch with care the fragrant mendouws rund; 
Iucking but here and there 21:4 only take 
the claw ft flowers with which iome nymph 2: 
criran'd, 
In fron ing Avr fo divinely fair, 
Naw bert. kenthe fame cue; 
All tht i; lov iy, noble, good, we ſee, 
All, brvteous Lyra, all bound up in thee. 


— 


Where Mivri ts thee is the Qut en of Love, 

T1. Arc din paſtures, and th' Jdalian grove. 

Pt Ay "1d mien ſo charming is her mien, 

In cer nuwement every grace is ſcen; 

Let Myra ting, the nes fo ſuectly wound, 

The 1yrens would be ſilem a“ the found. 

Pace m- On mut ine of eternal * 

W here ni, ie, all wimer. wind: that blow 

Or coſt me underneath the burning ine, 
Wore ever! Ring ſun doe « hit»: z z 

Where 2! is ſerch deny) ever you decre-, 

Yo Grds! Wherever Ihe be, 

Myra ſaall RI be lov'd, and ſtill ad i by mr. 
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ATURE indulgent, provident ind land, 
In ali things that cx gell, fore uſe Congr'd; 
Il radiant ſun, of every hezvenly liglu 
The firſt (did Myra not diſpute that right) 
Sends from above: ten thouſend ble lags daun; 
dur is be ſet io high for ſhowy alone, 
* beam reviwing with auſpicious fire, 
Freely wr all en, y what all a25mvre : 
The mon 20d &nrs, thoſe farkful guides of night, 
Are pied to helg, not entertain the fight + 
Fiz: "2 foul ts, and flowers thc fertile geld. Prod as, 


Yn tf: vain crnament, but winlcſome uſe}; 
Eon! ty reſtort, and nowuſnment they eve, 


K 
a 


Vee er with pleaſure, but we t:Re to live. 
T'ben tlunk not, Myra, that thy form was meat 

More to create defirc, than to cent; 
Would tle juſt gods {9 many chartus provide 
Only to granity a mortal's pride? 

Would they have form'd thee ſo above thy ſex, 
Cl to play the tyrant, and te ves ? 

is i:npiou: pleaſure to delight in harm, 


And Leautz ſnould be kind as well as charm. 


1 % 
«„ 5 


1 
At a Revicwy of the Guards in Hyde-fark. 
1 ET :mcaner brautics conquer - nugly fill, 
— 4 
es 


But haugity Myra will by thculand> Kill; 
vl) armed rank, trimigphantly the drive” 
And with one glance commands a thouſmnd lives 
T he treml ling herr, nor refiſt, nor ly, 
#<} it Te head of all Weir (yuudrons 3s, 
S 


SONG 


SO Wn .Q 


TO MYRA 
I. 


HY, crue] creature, why ſo bent 
To vex a tender heart ? 

To gold and title you relent, 

Love throws in vain his dart. 

II. 

Let glittering fools in courts be preaxt 3 

For pry, let armies move; 
Beauty ſhould have no other bair 

But genile vows, and love. 


III. 
If on the ſe endleſs charms you lay 
The vdluc that's their due, 
Kings are themſelv:s too poor to pay, 
A thouſand worlds too few. 


IV. 


But if a paſſion without vice, 
Wit hon ſeniſe or art, 

Ah Myra! if true love 3 your price, 
Benold it in my heart. 


MYRA SINGING. 


HF. ſyrens, once deluded, vainly char d, 
Ty*s to the maſt, Ulyſſes fail'd unharm'd; 

Had Myr; voice entic'd his liſtening car, 
The Greek hod fopt, aud would have Cy'd to hear. 
When Myra ſings, we ſeek th* enchanting ſound, 
And blei, the notes that do ſo ſweetly wound. 
What muſic needs muſt dwell upon that tongue, 
Wiſe fpeech is tuneful as another's fong ! 
Such harmony! ſuch wit! a face ſo fair! 
So many pointed arrows who can bear ? 
Who from her wit, or from her beauty fries, 
If with her voice ſhe overtakes him, dies. 

Like ſoldiers fo in battle we ſucceed, 
One peril *ſc2ping, by another bleed; 
In vain the dart, or glittering ſword we ſhun, 


Condemn'd to periſh by the flaughtering gun. 


THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 


HE God of dav deſcending from abcve, 

Mixt with the ſea, and got the Queen of love. 
Beauty, that fires the world, twas fit ſhonid rife 
From him lone who lights the ſtars and ſkies. 

In Cyprus long, by men and Gods obey'd, 

The lever's toil ſhe gratefully repaid, 

Promiſcuous blefſinzs to her ſlaves affign'd, 

And taught the world that Beauty ſhould be kind. 
Learn by this pattern, all ye fair, to charm, 

Bright be your beams, but without ſcorching warm. 


Helen was next from Greece to Phrygia brought, 
With much expence of blood and empire ſought : 
Keauty and Love the nobleſt cauſe afford, 

That can try valour, or employ the ſword. 
Not men alone incited by her charms, 


But Heaven's concern d, and all the Gods take arms. 


» — 


i 
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The happy Trojan gloriouſly poſſeſt, 

Enjovs the dame, and leaves to fate the reſt. 
Your cold refleQions, moralifts, forbcar, 

His title's beſt who beſt can plenſe the foir. 

And now the Gods, in pity to the cares, 

The fierce deſires, diſtractions, and deſpair*s 

Of tortur'd men, while beauty was confin'd, 
Reſolv'd ro mul*iply the charming kind. 

Greece was the lind where this bright race begun, 
And ſaw a thouſand rivals to the ſun. 

Hence f. llow'd arts, while each employ'd his care 
In new productions to delight the fair: 

To bright Aſpaſia Socrates retir'd, 

Hi: wiſdom grew but as his love inſpir'd ; 

That rocks and oaks which ſuch emotions fue, 
Were crucl maid; whom Orpheus taught to melt; 
Mutic, and ſongs, and every way to move 

The raviſh'd heart, were ſerds and plants of love. 


The Gods, entic'd by fo divine a birth, 

Deſcend from herven to thi: reve heaven on earth; 
Thy wit, O Mercurv's no defence from love; 

Nor Mars, thy target; nor thy thunder, Jove. 

The mud immer o1s in a thouſand ſhapes, 

Range the wide globe; ſome yield, ſome ſuffer rapes, 
Invaded, or decciv'd, not one eſcapes. 

The wife, though à bright Goddeſs, thus gives fle 
To mnrtal concubincs of freſh embrace; 

BV ſuch examples were we taught to ſee 

The lite and ſoul of love, is ſweet variety. 

In thoſe firſt times, ere charming wom:nkind 
Reform's their pleaſures, poliſhing the mind, 
Rude were their revels, and obſcene their jovs, 
The broils of drunkards, and the luſt of boys; 
Phebu. mens for Hyacinthus dead, 

And Juno jealous, ſtorms at Ganymed. 

Return, my Muſe, and cloſe that odious ſcene, 

Nor ſtain thy verſe with images unclean ; 

Of Beauty ſing, her ſhining progreſs view, 

From clime to clime the dazzling light purſue, 

Tell how the Goddeſs ſpread, and how in empire 
grew. 

Let others govern, or defend the ſtate, 

Plead at the bar, or manage a debate, 

In lofty arts and ſciences excell, 

Or in proud domes employ their boaſted ſkill, 
To marble and to braſs, ſuch features give, 
The metal and tiꝭ ſtone may ſeem to live; 
Deſcribe the ſtars, and planetary way, 

And trace the footſteps of eternal day : 

Re this, my Muſe, thy pleaſure and thy care, 
A ſlave to beauty, to record the Fair. 

Still wand'ring in love's ſweet delicious maze, 
To ſing the triumph of ſome hegvenly face, 
Of lovely dames, who with a ſmile or frown, 
Subdue the proud, the ſappliant lover crown. 
From Venus down to Myra bring thy ſong, 
To thee alone ſuch tender taſks belong. 


From Greece to Atric Beauty takes her fi'zht, 
And ripens with her ncar approach to light: 
Frown not, ye Fair, to hear of ſwarthy dumes, 
With radiant eyes, that take unerring aims; 
Beauty to no complexion is confin'd, 

Is of all colours, and by none defin'd ; 
Jewels thor ſhine, in gold or filver ſet, 


I 
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As precious and as ſparkling are in jet. 
Here 
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Here Cleopatra, with a liberal heart, 
Boumeous of love, improv'd the joy with art, 
The firſt who gave recruited flaves to know 
That the rich pearl was of more uſe than ſhow, 
Who with high meats, or a luxurious draught, 
Kept love for ever flowing, and full fraught. 
Julius and Anthony, thoſe lords of all, 

Each in his turn preſent the conquer 'd ball; 

I hoſe dreadful cagles that had fac'd the light 
From pole to pole, fall dazzled at her fizht : 
Nor was her death leſs glorious than her life, 

A conſtant miſtreſs, and a faithfut wife; 

Her dying truth ſome generous ters would coſt, 
Had not her fate * infpir'd the World well Loft ; 
With ſecret pride the raviſſi d Muſes view 

The image of that dexth which Dryden drew. 


Pl-23*d in ſuch happy climates, warm and bright, 
Love for ſome ages revel'd with delight; 
The martial Moors in g*Hanrtry refin'd, 
Invert new arts to make their charmers kind; 
Se in the lifts, by golden barriers bound, 
in worlike rank, they wait the trumpet's ſound; 
Some love-device is wrought on every ſword, 
And every ribhon bears ſome myſtic word. 
As when we ſee the winged winds engage, 
Mounted on courſers, forming flame and rage, 
Ruſtling from every quarter of the ſky, 
North, caſt, and welt, in airy ſwiftnels vie; 
One cloud repuls'd, new combatants prepare 
To meet as fierce, and form a thundering war; 
So when the trumpet ſounding, gives the fign, 
The juſtling chiefs in rude rencounter juin, 
So meet, and ſo renew the dextrous figlit, 
Each fair beholder trembling for her knight; 
Still as one falls, another ruſhes in, 
And all muſt be o'ercome, or none can win. 
The victor, from the ſhining dame, whoſe eyes 
Aided his conqu'ring arm, receives a precious prize. 
Thus flourith'd Love, and Reauty reign'd in ſtate, 
Till the proud Spaniard gave theſe glories date: 
Paſt is the gill-mtry, the fame remains, 
Tranſmitted fate in Dryden's lofty ſcenes 
Granada f loſt, bekeld her pomps reftor'd, 
And Alm hide 1, once more by kings ador'd. 


Love driven thence, to colder Britain flies, 
And with bright nymph: the diſtant ſun ſupplies ; 
Romances which relate the dreadſul fights, 

The ioves and prowef; of 2dvent'rous knights; 
To animate their rage, a kiſe record 

From Britain's füreſt nymph was the reward; 
"i hus ancient to Love's empire was the claim 
Of Britiſh beauty, and ſo wide the fame, 
Which, lik» our flag upon the ſeas, gives law 
By riglo avow'd, and keeps the world in awe. 

Our gallant kings of whom large annals prove 
The mighty deeds, ſtand as renown'd for love; 
A mnmnarci's right o'cr Beauty they may claim, 
Lords of that ocean from whence Bezutv came. 


— 


* All for Love; or, The Worid well Loft: written 
by >fr. Dryden. 5 
The Conqueſt of Granada; written by Mr. Dry- 
d. 
{ The part of Almahide, performed by Mrs, Elea- 
at Gwyn, Miſtreſs to King Charles II. 
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Thy Roſamond, great Henry, on the ſtage, 
By a late Muſe preſented in our age, 
With aking hearts, and flowing eyes we view, 
While that diſſembled death preſents the true 
In Praccgirdle &, the perſons ſo agree, 
That all ſeem real the ſpectators ſee. 

Of Scots and Gauls defeated, and their kings, 
Thy captives, Edward, Fame for ever fings ; 
Like thy high deeds, thy noble loves are prais'd, 
Who aft to Love the nobleſt trophy rais'd : 
Thy ſtatues, Venus, though by Phidias* hand, 
Deſign'd immortal, yet no longer ſtand ; 
The magic of thy ſhining zone is put, 
But Salitbury's Garter ſhall for ever laſt, 
Which through the world by living monarchs worn, 
Adds grace to ſceptres, and does crowns adorn. 


If ſuch their fame who gave theſe rights divine 
To ſicred Love, O what diſhonour's thine, 
Forgetful Queen, who ſever'd that bright || head 
Which charm'd two mighty monarchs to her bed ? 
Had thou been born a man, hau hadſt not err'd, 
Thy fame had liv'd, and Beauty been preferr d; 
But O! whr mighty magic can aſſuage 
A woman's envy, and 2 bigot's rage ? 

Love tir'd at length, Love, thi delights to ſmile, 
Flving from ſcenes of horror *, quiz our iſle, 

With Charles, the Cupids and the Graces gone, 

In exilc live, for Love and Charles were one; 

With Charles he wanders, and for harles he mourns, 
But O! how fierce the joy when Charles return 
As eiger flames with oppoſition pent, 

Break out impetuous when they find a vent 

A+ a fierce torrent bounded on his race, 

Forcing his way, rolls with redoubled pace 

From the loud palace to the filent grove, 

All, by ihe King's example, live and love; 
The Muſes with diviner voices fing 

And all rejoice to pleaſe the godlike King. 

Then Waller in immortal verſe proclaims 
The ſhining court, and all the glittering damos; 
Thy beauty, Sydney f, like Achilles' ſword, 
Reiiſtlets, ſtands upon as ſure record; 

The fierceſt hero, and the brighteſt dame, 

Both ſung alike, ſhall have their fate the ſame. 
And now, my Muſe, a nobler flight prepare, 
And fing ſo loud that heaven and earth may hear. 

Behold trom Italy an awtul ray 

Or h-wvenly light illuminates the day, 
Northward the bends, mnieticilly bright, 
And here ſhe fixes her imperial light. 

Pu bold, be bold, my Muſe, nor fear to raiſe 
Thy voice to her who was thy earlicf praiſe ; 
What though the ſullen Fates refuſe to ſhine, 
Or frown ſevere on thy audacious line, 

Keep thy bright theme within thy ſteady ſight, 
1 he clouds ſhall fly before the dazzling light, 
And everlaſting day direct thy lofty flight. 


— 


S Af mous actreſs. 


Mary Queen of Scots, beheaded by Queen Eliza- 
beth. - 


* The Rebetlion; and detth of King Charles I. 
+ The ialy Dorothy Sydney, celcbrated by Mos 


| W. ler under the name of S « hariſſa. 
Thou 
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Thou who haſt never yet put on diſguiſe 

To flatter faction, or deſcend to vice; 

Let no vain fear thy generous ardor tame, 
But ſtand erect, and ſound as loud as Fame. 


As when our eye ſome proſpect would purſue, 
Deſcending from a hill, looks round to view, 
Paftes o'er lawns and meadovrs till it gains 
Some favourite ſpot, and fixing there, remains : 
With equal rapture my tranſported Muſe 
Flies other objects, this bright theme to chooſe. 


of our hearts, and charmer of our ſight, 
A monarch's pride, his glory and delight, 
Princeſs ador'd and lov'd ! If verſe can give 
A deathleſs name, thine ſhall for ever live; 
Invok'd where-e'er the Britiſh lion roars, 
Extended as the ſeas that gird the Britiſh ſhores. 
"The wiſe immortals in their ſeats above, 
To crown their labours, till appointed Love; 
Phebus enjoy'd the Goddeſs of the fea, 
Alcides had Omphale, James has Tlee. 
O happy James ] content thy mighty mind, 
Grudge not the world, for ſtill thy Queen is kind, 
To lie but at whoſe ſcet more glory brings 
Than *tis to tread on ſceptres, and on kings : 
Secure of empire in that beautcous breaſt, 
Who would not give their crowns to be fo bleſt? 
Was Helen half ſo fair, ſo form'd for joy, 
Well choſe the Trojan, and well burnt was Troy. 
But ah ! what ftrange viciſſitudes of fate, 
What chance attends on every worlaly ftate ? 
As when the ſkies were ſack'd, the conquer'd Gods 
Compe11'd from heaven, forſook their bleſt abode: ; 
Wandering in woods, they hid from den to den, 
And ſought their ſafety in the ſhapes of men. 
As when the winds with kindling flames conſpi:e, 
The blaze encreaſes, as they fan the fire; 
From roof to roof the burning torrent pours, 
Nor ſpares the palace, nor the loftieft towers: 
Or, as the ſtately pine, erecting high 
Her lofty branches, ſhooting to the ſky, 
If riven by the thunderbolt of ſove, 
Down falls at onre the pride of all the grove, 
Level with loweft ſkrubs lies the tal! head 
That rear'd aloft, as to the clouds was ſpread. 
So * * - * * * * 
But ceaſe, my Muſe, thy colours are too faint, 
Hide with a veil thoſe griefs which none can paint; 
This ſun is ſet.— But ſce in bright arrav 
What hofts of heavenly light recruit the day. 
Love, in a ſhining Galaxy, appears 
Triumphant ſtill, and Grafton leads the ſtars. 
Ten thouſand loves, ten thouſand ſeveral ways 
Invade adoring crowds, who die to gaze; 
Her eyes reſiſtleſs as the ſyrens voice, 


So ſweet's the charm, we make our fue our choice. 


Win moſt reſembles let her next be nam'd, 
Villiers “ for wiſdom and deep judgment tam'd, 
Of a high race, viQtorious Beauty brings 

To grace our courts, and captivate our kings. 


* Counteſs of Orkney, 
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drawn by Sir Godfrey Kneller. 
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With what delight my Muſe to Sandwich flies! 
Whoſe wit is piercing as her ſparkling eyes : 
Ah! how ſhe mounts, and ſpreads her airy wing, 
And runes her voice, when ſhe of Ormond ſings ! 
Of radiant Ormond, only fit to be 
The ſuccetTor of beauteous Offory. 


Richmond's a title, that but nam'd, implies 
Majeftic graces, and viQtorious eyes; 
Fair Villiers firſt, then haughty Stuart came, 


And Brudenel now no leſs adorns the name. 


Dorſet already is immortal made 
In Prior's verſc, nor needs a ſecond aid. 


By Bentinck and fair Rutenberg we find, 
That Beauty to no climate is confin'd. 


Rupert of royal blood, with modeſt grace, 
Bluſhes to hear the triumphs of her face. 


Not Helen with St. Alban's might compare : 
Nor let the Muſe omit Scroop, Hoims, and Hare: 
Hyde, Venus is; the Craces are Kildare. 


Soft and delicious as a ſouthern ſky, 
Are Daſhwood's ſmiles; when Darnly frowns * we dic. 
Curcleſs 1, but yet ſecure of conqueſt ſtill, 
Lu ſon unraining, never fails to kill; 
Cuiltleſs of price to captivate, or ſhine, 
Bright without art, the wounds without deſign: 
But Wyndham like a tyrant throws the dart, 
And takes a cruel pleaſure in the ſmart, 
Proud of the rwage that her beauties make, 
Delights in wounds, and kills for killing ſake 
Aſſerting the dominion of her eyes, 
As heroes fight for glory, not for prize. 


The ſkilful Muſe's earlieſt care has been 
The praiſe of never-fading Mazarine ; 
The Poet f and his theme, in ſpite of Time, 
For ever young, enjoy an endleſs prime. 
With charms fo numerous Myra does ſurpriſe, 
The lover knows not by which dart he dies; 
So thick the volley, and the wound ſo ſure, 
No flight can fave, no remedy can cure. 


Yet | dawning in her infancy of light, 
O ſee ! another Prudenel heavenly bright, 
Born to fulfil the glories of her line, 
Ard fix Loye's empire in that race divine. 


Fain would my Muſe to Cecil © bend her fight, 
Bu? turns aftoniſh'd from the darzling light, 
Nor dares attempt to climb the ſteepy flight. 


O Kneller! like thy pictures were my ſong, 
Clear like thy paint, and like thy pencil ſtrong; 
Theſe matchlets Beauties ſhould recorded be, 
Immortal in my verſe, as in thy Gallery 4. 


Lady Catkarine Darnley, Ducheſs of Buckingham. 
+ Lady Gower. 
1 Monſicur St. Evremont. 
Lady Molvneaux. 
C4 Lady Ranelagh. 
d The Gallery of Beauties in Hampton-Court, 
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COUNTESS OF NEWBOURG, 
Inſ'ng earneſtly to be 10%, who T meant by Myra. 

I'H Myra's Chums, and my extreme deſpair, 
Long had my Muſe amaz'd the reader's ear, 

My iciends, with Pity, heard the mournful ſound, 

And ll enquir'd from whence the fatal wound; 

Th' aſtonimn'd world beheld an endleſs flame, 

Ne'er to be nuench'd, unknowing whence it came: 

So ſcuter'd fire from ſcorch'd Veſuvius flies, 

Unknown the ſource from whence thoſe flames ariſe : 

Agvptian Nile fo ſpreads its wers round, 

O'crfiowing far and neu, its head unfound. 

Mora herfel{, touch'd with the moving ſong, 
Would needs be told to whom th vic plaints belong; 
My timTorous tongue not d ring to confeſs, 
Treml.ling to name, would fun have had her gueſs; 
Imp i* -0t of excule, {he urges ſtill, 

Peru in her demand, ſhe muſt, the will; 

It lem, 1 am threwentd with ber hate; 

It i obey—Ah! wha: my be my fate? 

Uncertuin to concen, or ta unſold, 

She falle. the goddets ſinile and I grow bold. 

My vows to Myra, all were meant to thee, 

The praiſe, the love, the machleſs conſtancy. 
res thus of old, when al! th* immortal dames 
Vere pric'd with poets, each by ſeveral names; 
For Venus, Ci:herea vs invok'd; 

Alt 1-s for Pals, 15 1 ritonia ſmck'd. 

Such nimes were theirs 3 2nd thou the moſt divine, 
Kioft lov'd of heav'nly bexuties——Myra's thine. 


TO MTN A 
I. 


O calm, and ſo ſerene, but now, 
What meins this change on Myra's brow ? 
Her 221vifh love now glows and burns, 
Then chills and ſhakes, and the cold fit returns. 


II. 


Rock d with deluding looks and ſmiles, 
When on her pity!] depend, 

My airy hope the ſoon beguiles, 

And laughs to ſee my torments never end. 
III. 

So up the ſteepy hill, with pain, 

The weighty ſtone is roll'd in vain, 
Which having touch'd the top, recails, 
And leaves the Jab'rer to renew his toils. 


TO MYR A. 


13 S T in a labyrinth of doubts and joys, 

Whom now her ſmiles reviv d, her ſcorn deſtroys: 
She will, and the will not, ſhe grants, denies, 
Conſents, retracts, advances, and then flies, 
Approving, and rejecting in a breath, 

Now proft* ring mercy, now preſenting death. 

Thus hoping, thus deſpairing, never ſure, 

How various are the torments I endure ! 

Cruel eſtue of Doubt! Ah, Myra, try 

Orc to refulve—or let me Ive, or die. 


— 


| 
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TO MYRA, 


I. 
HOUGHTFUL nights, and reſtleſs waking, 
Oh, the pains that we endure ! 
Broken faith, unkind forſaking, 
Ever doubting, never ſure. 


II. 


Hopes deceiving, vain endeavours, 
What a race has love to run 
Falſe proteſting, fleeting favours, 
Ev'ry, ev'ry way undone. 
III. 

Still complaining, and defending, 
Both to love, yet not agree; 
Fears tormenting, Paſſion rending, 
Oh! the Pangs of jealouſy ! 

IV. 


From ſuch painful ways of living, 
Ah! how ſweet could love be free ! 

Still preſeming, ſtill receiving, 
Fierce, immortal ecſtacy. 


SONG TO MYRA. 


HY fthould a heart ſo tender, break? 
O Myra! give its anguiſh eaſe ; 
The uſe of beauty you miſtake, 
Not meant to vex, but pleaſe. 
Thoſe lips for ſmiling were deſign d; 
That boſom to be preſt; 
Your eyes to languith, and look kind ; 
For amorous arms, your waiſt. 
Each thing has its appointed right, 
Eftablith'd by the Pow'rs above, 
The ſun to give us warmth, and light, 
Myra to kindle love. 


TO MT RA. 


INCE truth and conſtancy are vain, 
Since neither love nor ſenſe of pain, 
Nor force of reaſon can perſuade, 
Then let example be obey'd. 


In courts and cities, could you ſee 
How well the wanton fools agree; 
Were all the curtains drawn, you'd find 
Not one, perhaps, but who is kind. 

Minerva, naked from above, 

With Venus, and the wife of Jove, 
Expoſing ev*ry Beauty bare, 
Deſcending to the Trojan heir; 

Yet this was ſhe whom poets name 
Goddeſs of chaſtity and fame. 


Penelope, her lord away, 
Cave am'rous audiences nl day; 
Now round the boul the ſuitors ſit, 
With wine, provoking mirth and wit, 
Then down they take the ſtubborn bow, 
Their ftrergth, it ſeems, ſhe needs muſt know. 
Thus twenty chearful winters paſt, 


| She's yet immortaliz d for chaſte, 


— 


Smile 
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Smile Myra, then, reward my flame, 
And be as much ſecure of fame ; 
By all thoſe matchleſs beauties fir'd, 
By my own matchleſs love inſpir'd ; 
So will I fing, ſuch wonders write, 
That when th' aftoniſh'd world ſhall cite 
A nymph of ſpotleſs worth and fame, 
Myra ſhall be th' immortal name. 


SONG TO MYRA. 


RSAKEN of my kindly ſtars, 
Within this melancholy grove 
waſte my days and nights in tears, 
A victim to ingrateful love. 
The happy till untimely end, 
Death flies from grief, or why ſhould I 
So many hours in ſorrow ſpend, 
Withing, alas! in vain to die ? 
Ye powers, take pity of my pain, 
This, only thas is my detire ; 
Ah! take from Myra her diſd in, 
Or let me with this ſigh expire. 


TO MTI A 
I. 


HEN wilt thou break, my ſtubborn heart? 
O death] how flow to take my part 
Whatever I purſue, denies, 
Death, death itſelf, lice Myra, flies. 
II. 


Love and deſpair, like twins, poſſeſt 

At the ſame fatal birth my breaft ; 

No hope could be, her ſcorn was all 

That to my deſtin'd lot could tall. 
III. 


I thought, alas ! that love could dwell 
But in warm climes, where no ſnow fell ; 
Like plants, that kindly heat require, 
To be maintain'd by conſtant fire. 
IV. 


That without hope, *twould die as ſoon, 
A little hope—but I have none: 
On air the poor Camelions thrive, 
Deny d e en that, my love can live. 
FE. 


As tougheſt trees in ſtorms are bred, 

And grow in ſpite of winds, and ſpread ; 
The more the tempeſt tears and ſhakes 
My love, the deeper root it takes. 


. 
Deſpair, that aconite does prove, 
And certain death to others love ; 
That poiſon, never yet withſtood, 
Does nouriſh mine, and turns to food. 
VII. 


O! for what crime is my torn heart 
Condemn'sd to ſuffer deathleſs ſmart ? 
Like fad Prometheus, thus to lic 

In endleſs pain, and never die 


DRINKING, 
"tho 
HILE Phyllis is drinking, love and wine in 
alli ance, 
With forces united, bid reſiſtleſs defiance, 


By the touch of her lips the wine ſparkles higher, 
And her eyes, by her drinking, redouble their fire. 


II. 


Her cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their 
colour 
As flowers by ſprinkling revive with freſh odour ; 
Each dart dipt in wine, gives a wound beyond curing, 
And the liquor, like oil, makes the flame: more 
enduring. 


PHYLLIS 


III. 

Then Phyllis, begin, let our rap' ures abound, 
And a kif(:, and a glaſs, be ſtill going round, 
Relieving each other, our pleaſures are laſting, 
And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a taſting. 


0 S& Þ * 


I. 
REPAR'D to rail, reſolv'd to part, 
When I approach'4 the perjur'd fair, 
What is it awes my timorous hear: ? 
Why does my tongue forbear ? 


II. 


With the leaſt glance, a little kind, 

Such wond'rous pow'r have Myra's charms, 
She calms my doubts, enſlaves my mind, 

And all my rage difarms. 


III. 


Forgetful of her broken vows, 
When g1zing on that form divine, 

Her injur'd vaſſal trembling bows, 
Nor dares her ſlave repine. 


THE ENCHANTME NT. 
In Imitation of Theocritus. 


IX, mix the Plilters, quick —ſhe flies, ſhe flies, 
De-f to my cul, regardleſs of my cries. 

Are vows ſo vain ? could oaths fo feeble prove? 
Ah! with what eafe ſhe breaks thoſe chains of love! 
Whom love with all his force had bound in vain, 
Let charms curnpel, and magic rites regain. 

Begin, begin, the myſtic ſpells prepare, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
Jpn of the night, bright empreſs of the ſtars, 
The friend of love, aſſiſt a lover's cares; 
And thou, infernal Hecate, be nigh, 
At whoſe approach fierce wolves aftrighted fly : 
Dark tombs diſcloſe their dead, and hollow cries 
Echo frum under ground—Ariſe, ariſe. 

Begin, begin, the myſtic ſpells prepare, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 
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As crackling in the fire this laurel lies, 

So, ſtrugling in love's flame, her lover dies; 

Tt burſts, and in a blaze of light expires, 

So may ſhe burn, but with more laſting fires. 
Begin, begin, the myſtic ſpells prepare, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 

A: the wax melts, which to the flame I hold, 

So may ſhe melt, and never more grow cold. 

Tough iron will yield, and ſtubborn marble run, 

And hardeſt hearts by love are melted down. 
Begin, begin, the myſtic ſpells prepare, 

Pring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 

As with impetuous mot ion whirling round, 

This magie wheel ſtill moves, yet keeps its ground, 

Ever returning, ſo may ſhe come back, 

And never more the appointed round forſake. 
Regin, begin, the myſtic ſpells prepare, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 

Dian, hail ! ail hail! moſt welcome thou, 

o whom th' infernal king and judges bow; 

O thou, whoſe art the power of hell diſarms, 

Upon a f.ithleſs woman try thy charms. 

Hark! the dogs hol, ſhe comes, the goddeſs comes, 

Sound the loud trump, and beat our bra en drums. 
Bczin, begin, the myſtic ſpells prepare, 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 

How calm's the ſky ! how undiſturb'd the deep 

Wature is huſht, the very tempeſts ſleep ; 

The drowſy winds breathe gently thro' the trees, 

And filent on the beach, repoſe the ſeas : 

Love only wakes; the ftorm that tears my breaſt 

For ever rages, and diſtracts my reſt : 

O hve! relentleſs love! tyrant accurſt, 

In deſarts bred, by cruel tygers nurs'd ! 

Begin, begin, the myſtic ſpells prepae, 
Pring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 

This Ribbon, that once bound her lovely waiſt, 

O that my arms might gird her there as fait ! 

Smiling ſhe gave it, and I priz'd it more 

Then the rich zone the Idalian Goddeſs wore : 

This Ribbon, this lov'd reli of the fair, 

So kiſt, and fo preſerv'd—thus—thus I teu. 

O love! why doſt thou thus delight to rend 

My ſoul with pain? Ah! why torment thy friend? 
Begin, begin, the myſtic ſpells prepare, 
Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 

Thrice have I ſacrific'd, and proftrate thrice 

Ador'd: aſſiſt, ye powers, the ſacrifice. 

Wahor'er he is whom now the fair beguiles 

With guilty glances, and with perjur'd ſiniles, 

Malignant vapours bl:ſt his impi- us head, 

Ye lightnings ſcorch him, thunder ſtrike him dead; 

Horror of conſcience all his lumbers break, 

NiſtraRt his reſt, as love keeps me awake z 

If married, may his wife an Helen be, 

And curs'd, and ſcorn'd, like Menelaus, he. 
Begin, begir., the myſtic ſpel!s prepare, 
Bring Myra back, my petjur'd wanderer. 

Theſe powerful drops, thrice on the threſhold pour, 

And bathe with this enchanted juice, hcr door, 

"3 hat door where no admittance now is four, 

But where my foul is ever hovering round, 
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Haſte, and obey ; and binding be the ſpe!! : 

Here ends my charm 3 O Love ! ſucceed it well: 

By furce of magic, ſtop the flying fair, 

Bring Myra back, my perjur'd wanderer. 

Thou *rt now alone, and painful is reſtraint, 

Eaſe thy preſt heart, and give thy ſorrows vent ; 
Whence ſprang, and how began theſe gricfs, declare; 
How much thy love, how cruel thy deſpair. 

Ye moon and ſtars, by whoſe auſpiciou: light 

I taunt theſe groves, and waſte the tedious night 


Tell, for vou know the burthen of my heart, 
Its killing anguiſh, and its ſceret ſmart. 

Ter late for hope, for my repoſe too foon 

Ituw, and lov'd : Her heart engag d, was gone; 

A happier man poſteſs'd whom I adore ; 

OI ſhovid ne'er have ſeen, or ſecn before. 
Tell, for you know the hurthen of my heart, 
Its killing anguiſh, and its ſecret imart. 

What ſhall I do? Shall I in Glence bear, 

Deſtroy myſelf, or kill the raviſher ? 

Die, wretcned lover, die; but O! beware, 

Hurt nat the man who is belov'd by her; 

Wait for a better hour, and truſt thy fue, 

Thou ſeek ' ſt her love, beget not then her hate. 


Tell, for you know the burthen of my hear! 
Its killing anguiſh, and its ſecret ſmart. 

My lite conſuming with eternal grief, 

From herbs and ſpelis, I ſeck a vain relief; 

To every wife magician I repair 

In van, for ſtill 1 love, and I deſpair. 

Circe, Medea, and the Sybils* books, 

Contain not half th' enchantment of her look 


Tell, for you know the burthen of my heut, 
Its killing anguiſh, and its ſecret ſmart. 


As melted gold preſerves its weight the ſame, 

do burnt my love, nor waſted in the flame. 

And now, unable to ſupport tte ſtrite, 

A glimmering hope recalls departing life. 

My rival dying, 1 no longer grieve, 

Since I may aſk, and ſhe with honour give. 
Tell, for you know the burthen of n. t.cart, 
Its killing anguiſh, and its ſecret ſmart. 


Witneſs, ye hours, with what unwearice care, 
From place to place 1 ſtill purſu'd the tair ; 
Nor was occaſion to reveal my flame, 

Slow to my ſuccour, for it kindly came, 

It came, it came, that moment of delight, 

O Gods! and tow I tremblcd at the fight ! 


Tell, for you know the burthen of my kcart, 
Its killing anguiſh, ard its ſccret ſmart. 
Diſmay'd, and motionleſs, confus'd, amaz'd, 
Trembling I Road, and terrifi'd I g:z'd ; 
My fxultcring tongue in vain for uttcrance try d, 
Faint was my voice, my thoughts aber: ive dy d, 
Or in weak ſounds, and broken accents came, 
Imperfect, as diſcourſes in a dream. 
ell, for you know the burthen of ry Heart, 
Its killing anguiſh, and its ſecret ſmart. 
Soon ſhe divin'd what this confuſion meant, 
And gucl.'d with caſe the cauſe of my complaint, 
My tongue emboldening as her luolrs were mild, 
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O ſyren! ſyren! fair deluder, ſay, 

Why would you tempt to truſt, and then betray ? 
So faithleſs now, why gave you hopes before ? 
Alas! you ſhould have been leſs kind, or more. 


Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart, 
Its killing anguiſh, and its ſecret ſmart. 


Secure of innocence, I ſeck to know 

From whence this change, and my misfortunes grow, 
Rumour is loud, and every voice procla ims 

Her violated faith, and conſcious flames : 

Can this be true ? Ah! flattering miſchief ſpeak ; 
Could you make vows, and in a moment break ? 
And can the ſpace ſo very narrow be 

Betwixt a woman's oath, and perjury ? 

O Jealouſy ! all other ills at firſt 

My love efſay'd, but thou art ſure the worft. 


Tell, for you know the burthen of my heart, 
Its killing anguiſh, and its ſecret ſmart. 
Unzrateful Myra! urge me thus no more, 
Nor think me t:me, that once fo long I bore ; 
If paſſian, dire revenge, or black defpair, 
Should once prevail beyond what man can bear, 
Who knows what I? Ah! feeble rage, and vain ! 
With how ſecure a brow ſhe mocks my pain : 
Thy heart, fond lover, does thy threats belie, 
Canſt thou hurt her, for whom thou yet wouldſt die? 
Nor durit ſhe thus thy juſt reſentment brave, 
But that ſhe knows how much thy ſoul's her ſlave. 


But fee ! Aurora riſing with the ſun, 
Diſſolves my charm, and frees th' enchanted moon; 
My ſpells no longer bind at fight of day, 
And young Endymion calls his love away : 
Love's the reward of all, on earth, in heaven, 
And for a plague to me alone was given : 
But ills not to be ſhunn'd we muſt endure, 
Death, and a broken heart's a ready cure. 
Cynthia, farewel, go reſt thy wearied light, 
I npuft for ever wake—We'll meet again at night. 


THS: VIST1OM. 


N lonely walks, diſtracted by deſpair, 
I Shunning mankind, and torn with killing care, 
y eyes o'erflowing, and my frantic mind 
Rack'd with wild thoughts, ſwelling with ſighs the 
wind; 
Through paths untrodden, day and night I rove, 
Mourning the fate of my ſucceſsleſs love, * 
Who moft deſire to live, untimely full, 
But when we beg to die, death flies our call; 
Adonis dies, and torn is the lov'd breaſt 
In midf of joy, where Venus wont to reſt ; 
That fate, which cruel ſeem'd to him, would be 
Pity, relief, and happineſs to me. 
When will my ſorrows end? In vain, in vain 
I call to heaven, and tell the Gods my pain ; 
The Gods averſe, like Myra, to my prayer, 
Conſent to doom, whom the denies to ſpare. 
Why do I feck for forcign aids, when I 
Bear ready by my fide the power to die? 
Be keen, my ſword, and ſerve thy maſter well, 
Heal wounds with wounds, and love with death repel. 
Straight up I roſe, and to my aking breaſt, 
My bciaza baze, the ready point I preſt; 
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When lo! aftoniſh'd, an unuſual light 

Pierc'd the thick ſhade, ard all around grew bright ; 

My dazzled eyes 1 radiant form behold, 

Splendid with light, like beams of burning gold ; 

Eternal rays his ſhining temples grace; 

Eternal youth ſat blooming on his face. 

Trembling I liſten, proftrate on the ground, 

His breath perfumes the grove, and mutic's in the 
ſound *. 


Ceaſe, lover, ceaſe, thy tender heart to vex, 
In fruitleſs plaints of an ungrateful (cx. 
In Fate's eternal volumes it is writ, 
That women ever ſholl be foes to wir. 
With proper arts their ſickly mind: command, 
And plene em with the things they underſtand ; 
With noiſy fopperies their hearts aſſail. 
Renounce all ſenſe ; how ſhould thy ſangs prevail, 
When I, the Cod of Wit, fo off could fail? 
Remember me, and in my ſtory find 
How vainly merit plends to womankind : 
I, by whom all things ſkine, who tune the ſpheres, 
Create the day, and gild the night with ſtars ; 
Whoſe youth and beauty, from all ages paſt, 
Sprang with the world, and with the world ſhall laſt. 
How oft with fruitleſs ters have I implored 
Ungrateful nymphs, and though a God, ador'd ? 
When could my wit, my betuty, or my vouth, 
Move a hard heart? or mov'd, ſecure its truth? 


Here a proud nymph, with painful ſteps I chace, 
The winds out-flying in our nimble race; 
Stay, Daphne, ſtay. In vain, in vain I try 
To ftop her ſpeed, redoubling at my cry, 
O'er craggy rocks, and rugged hill; ſhe climbs, 
And tears on pointed flints, her tender limbs: 
Till caught at length, juſt as my arms I fold, 
Turn'd to a tree ſhe yet eſcapes my hold. 

In my next love, a diff 'rent fate I find, 
Ah! which is worſe, the falſe, or the unkind ? 
Forgetting Dapline, 1 Coronis F choſe, 
A kinder nymph too kind for my repoſe : 
The jovs I give, but more provoke her bre iſt, 
She keeps a private drudge to quench the reſt ; 
How, and with whom, the very birds proclaim 
Her black pollution, and reveal my ſhame. 
Hard lot of beauty ! fatally beſtow'd, 
Or given to the falſe, or to the proud; 
Ry different ways they bring us equal pain, 
The filfe betray ns, and the proud diſdain. 
Scorn'd and abus d, from mortal loves I fly, 
To ſeek more truth in my own native ſky. 
Venus, the faireſt of immortal loves, 
Bright as my berms, and gentle as her doves, 
With glowing eyes, confeſſing warm deſires, 
She ſummons heaven and earth to quench her fires, 
Me ſhe excludes ; and 1 in vain adore, 
Who neither God nor man refus'd before ; 
Vulcan, the very monſter of the ſkies, 
Vulcan the takes, the God of Wi: denies. 


Then ceaſe to murmur at thy Myrv's pride, 
Whimſy, not Rextvn, is the female guide: 


k.— 


* Apollo. 
+ A nymph belov'd by Apollo, but at the ſame 
time had a private intrigue with ond 1ſchis, which was 


diſcovered by a cow. 
The 
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The fue, of which their maſter does complain, 
Is of bad omen to thꝰ inſpired train. 
What vows have fail'd? Hark how Catullus mourns, 
How Ovid weeps, and lighted Gallus burns; 
In melting trains ſee gentle Waller bleed, 
Unmov'd ſhe heard, what none unmov'd can read. 
And thou, who oft with fuch ambitious choice, 
Haſt rais'd to Myra thy aſpiring voice, 
What profit thy neglected zeal repays ? 
Ah what return? Ungræeful to thy praiſe ? 
Change, change thy ſtyle, with mortal rage return 
Unjuſt diſtain, and pride oppoſe to ſcorn ; 
Search all the ſecrets of the fair and young, 
And then proclaim, ſoon ſhall they bribe thy tongue; 
The ſharp detractor with ſucceſs . H ils, 
Sure to be gentle *o he man that rails ; 
Women, like cow :rds, tame to the ſevere, 
Are only fierce when they diſcover fear. 


Thus ſpake the Cod; and upward mounts in air, 
In juſt reicentment of his paſt deſpair. 
Provok'd to vengeance. to my zid I call 
The furie; rund, and dip my pen in ga!l : 
Not one ſh:!1 *{cape of all the cogening ſex, 
Vex'd ſhall they be. who fo delight to vex. 
In vain I try, in vain to venge77%.c move 
My gentle muſe, ſo us, dot nder love 
Such magic rules my eart, h e'er 1 write 
Turns all to ſoft complaint, and amorous flight. 
Begone, fond thoughts, begone, be bold, ſaid I, 
Satire 's thy theme—In vin ag un I try, 
So charming Myra to each ſenſe appears, 
My ſoul adores, my rage liſſolves in tears. 

So the gall'd lion, ſmarting with his wound, 
Thre tens his foes and makes the foreſt ſound, 
With his ſtrong teeth he bites the bloody dart, 
And tears his fide with more provoking ſmart, 
Till having ſpent his voice in fruitleſs cries, 
He lays him down, breaks his proud heart, and dies. 


ADIEU L*'AMOUR. 


ERE end my chains, and thraldom ceaſe, 
If not in joy, I'll live at leaſt in peace 
Since for the pleaſures of an hour, 
We muſt endure an age of pain, 
I'll be this abject thing no more, 
Love, give me back my heart again. 
Deſpair tormented firſt my breaſt, 
Now falſehood, a more cruel gueſt ; 
O] for the peacc of human kind; 
Make women longer true, or ſconer kind; 
With juſtice, or with mercy reign, 
O Love! or give me back my heart again. 
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love, is to be doom'd on earth to feel 

What aſter death the tortur d meet in hell: 
be vfAture dipping in Prometheus fide 
His bloody beak, with his torn liver dy'd, 
Is Love: The ſtone that labours up the hill, 
Mocking the labourer's toil, returning ſtill, 
Is Love. Thoſe ſtreams where 7 antalus is curſt 
* © with endleſs tlurſt: 

o. V. 
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Thoſe loaden boughs that with their burden bend 
To court hi. aſte, and yet eſcape his hand, 

All this is Love, that to diſſembled joys 

Invites vain men, with real grief deſtroys. 


MEDITATION ON DEATH. 
I. 


* 
Er-: enough, my ſoul, of worldiy noiſe, 
Of aery pomps, and fleeting jovs : 
hat does this buſy world provide at beſt, 
But brittle goods that break like glaſs, 
But priſon'd iweets, 2 troublec teaſt, 
And pleaſures like the winds, that in 2 moment paſs ? 
hy thoughts to nobler meditations ive, 
And ftudy how ao dic, not how to live. 


II. 
How frail is beauty ? Ah! how vain, 
And how ſhort-liv's thoſe glories are, 
That vex our nights and days with pain, 
And break our hearts with care ! 
In dut we no diſtinction ſce, 
Such Helen is, ſuch, Myra, thou muſt be. 


II. 

How ſhort is life ? why will vain courtiers toil, 
And croud 2 vainer monarch, for a ſmile ; 
What is that monarch, but a mortal man, 

His crown a pageant, and his life a ſpan ? 
With all his guards and his dominions, he 
Mutt ficken too, and die as well as we. 


IV. 


Thoſe boaſted names of Conquerors and of Kings 
Are ſwallow'd, and become forgotten things: 

One deſtin'd period men in common have 

The great, the baſe, the coward, and the brave, 
All food alike for worms, companions in the grave. 
The prince and paraſite lie, 

No fortune can exalt, but death will climb as high. 


; 


. 
Upon unnatura Flights in Pectry. 
S when ſome image of a charming face 
In living paint, an artift tries to trace, 
He carefully conſults each beauteous line, 
Adjuſting to his object, his deſign, 
We praiſe the piece, and give the painter fame, 
But as the juſt reſemblance ſpeaks the dame. 
Poets are limners of another kind, 
To copy out ideas in the mind; 
Words are the paint by which their thoughts are ſhoven, 
And nature fits, the object to be drawn, 
The written picture we applaud, or blame, 
But as the due proportions are the ſame. 
Who driven with u fire, 
Or void of art, beyond theſe bounds aſpire, 
Gigantic forms, and monſtrous births alone 


Produce, which Nature ſheck'd, diſdains to own. 
By true refiexion I would ſee my face, 
wy brings the fool a magnifying glaſs ? 


(z) © But 
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(1) * But Poetry in fiction takes delight, 
«© And mounting in bold figures out of fight, 
„Leaves Truth behind, in her audacious flight: 
% Fables and metaphors, that always lie, 
« And raſh hyperboles that ſoar ſo high, 
« And every ornament of verſe muſt die. 
Miſtake me not : no figures I exclude, 
And but forbid intemperance, not food. 
Who would with care fome happy fiction frame, 
So mimicks truth, it looks the very ſame ; 
Not r to force, or feign'd in nature's ſcorn, 
But 1 cant to grace, illuſtrate, and adorn. 
Important truths Rill let your fables hold, 
And m1! myſteries with art unfold. 
Ladies and braux to pleaſe, is all the taſk, 
But the ſharp critic will inſtruction aſk. 

(2) As veils tranſparent cover, but not hide, 
Such metaphors appear when right apply d; 
When thro' the phraſe we plainly ſce the ſenſe, 
Truth, where the meaning's obvious, will diſpenſe ; 
"The reader what in reaſon's due, believes, 

Nor can we call that falſe, which not deceives. 


(3) Hyperboles, ſo daring and ſo bold, 
Diſdaining bounds, are yet by rules comrol'd; 
Above the clouds, but ſtiil within our ſight, 
They mount with truth, and make a tow'ring flight, 
Preſenting things impoſſible to view, 
They wander thro” incredible to true: 
Falſchoods thus mix d, like metals are refin'd, 
And truth, like filver, leaves the droſs behind. 


Thus Poetry has ample ſpace to ſoar, 
Nor needs forbidden regions to explore : 
Such vaunts as his, who can with patience read, 
Who thus deſcribes his hero ſlain and dead: 
(4) “ Kill'd as “ he was, inſenſible of death, 

« He ſtill fights on, and ſcorns to yield his breath. 

The noiſy Culverin o'ercharg'd, lets fly, 
And burſt unaiming in the rended ſky : 
Such frantic flights are like a madman's dream, 
And nature ſuffers in the wild extreme. 

The captive Cannibal weigh'd down with chains, 
Yet braves his foes, reviles, provokes, difdains, 
Of nature fierce, untameable, and proud, 

He grins defiance at the gaping crowd, 

And ſpent at laſt, and ſpeechleſs as he lics, 

With looks ſtill threatning, mocks their rage and dies, 
This is the utmoſt ſtretch that Nature can, 

And all beyond, is fulſome, falſe, and vain. 

Beauty's the theme; ſome nymph divinely fair 
Excites the Muſe : let truth be even there: 

As painters flatter, ſo may poets too, 
But to reſemblance muſt be ever true. 


(5) © The day that ſhe was born, the Cyprian Queen 
« Hadliket' have dy d thro* envy and thro' ſpleen; 
The Graces in a hurry left the ſkies 
«© To have the honor to attend her eyes; 

% And love, deſpairing in her heart a place, 

«© Would needs take up his lodging in her face. 
"Tho" wrote by great Corneille, ſuch lines as theſe, 
Such civil nonſenſe ſure could never pleaſe. 

Waller, the beſt of all th' inſpir'd train, 

To melt the fair, inſtructs the dying ſwain. 


; 
; 


* Arioſto, 
+ Corneille. 
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(6) The * Roman wit, who impiouſly divides 
His hero, and his gods to diff rent fides, 
I would condemn, but that in ſpite of ſenſe 
Th' admiring world ſtill ftands in his defence. 
How oft, alas ! the beſt of men in vain 
Contend for bleſſings which the worſt obtain 
The Gods, permitting traitors to ſucceed, 
Become not parties in an impious deed : 
And by the ryrant's murder, we may find 
That Cato and the Gods were of a mind. 

Thus forcing truth with ſuch prepoſt'rous praiſe, 
Our characters we leſſen, when we'd raiſe : 
Like caftles built by magic art in air, 
That vaniſh at ap h, ſuch thoughts appear ; 
But rais'd on truth, by ſome judicious hand, 
As on a rock they ſhall for ages ſtand. 

(7) Our King f return'd, and baniſh'd peace reſtor'd, 
The Muſe ran mad to ſee her cxil'd Lord; 
On the crack'd tage the bedlam heroes roar'd, 
And ſcarce could ſpeak one reaſonable word; 
Dryden himſelf, to pleaſe a frantic age, 
Was forc'd to let his judgment ſtoop to rage, 
To a wild audience he conform'sd his voice, 
Comply'd to cuſtom, but not err'd by choice : 
Deem then the people's, not the writer's fin, 
Almanſor's rage, and rants of Maximin; 
That fury ſpent in each elaborate piece, 
He vies for fame with ancient Rome and Greece. 


Firſt 5 Mulgrave roſe, Roſcommon next, like light, 
To clear our darkneſs, and to guide our flight ; 
Wirth fteady judgment, and in lofty ſounds, 
They gave us patterns, and they ſet us bounds ; 
The Stagirite and Horace laid aſide, 
Inform'd by them, we need no foreign guide : 
Who ſeek from a laſting name, 
May in their leſſons learn the road to fame: 
But let the bold adventurer be ſure 
That every line the teſt of truth endure ; 
On this foundation may the fabric riſe, 
Firm and unſhaken, till it touch the ſkies. 
From pulpits baniſh'd, from the court, from love, 
Forſaken Truth ſeeks ſhelter in the grove ; 
Cheriſh, ye Muſes ! the neg lected fair, 
And take into your train th' abandon'd wanderer. 


EXPLANATORY ANNOTATIONS 


ON THE 
FOREGOING POEM. 


(1) HE Poetic world is nothing but fiction; Par- 

naſſus, Pegaſus, and the Muſes, pure ima- 
gination and chimera : but being however a ſyſtem 
univerſally agreed on, all that has or may be contrived 
or invented upon this foundation, according to nature, 
ſhall be reputed as truth; but whatſoever ſhall dimi- 
niſh from, or exceed the juſt proportions of nature, 
ſhall be rejected as falſe, and paſs for extravagance 
as dwarfs and giants, for monſters. 


* Lucan. 


+ King Charles II. 


1 Earl of Mulgrave's Eſſay upon Poetry ; and Lord 
| Roſcommon's upon tranſlated Verſe. . 


2) When 
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(2) When Homer, mentioning Achilles, terms him 
a lion, this is a metaphor, and the meaning is obvious 
and true, though the literal ſenſe be falſe, the poet 
intending thereby to give his reader ſome idea of the 
ſtrength and fortitude of his hero. Had he ſaid, that 
wolf, or that bear, this had been falſe, by preſenting 
an image not conformable to the nature and character 
of a hero, &c. 


(J) Hyperboles are of divers ſorts, and the manner 

introducing them is different: ſome are as it were 
ra*uralized and eſtabliſhed by a cuſtomary way of ex- 
preſſion; as when we ſay, ſuch a one's as ſwift as the 
wind, whiter than ſnow, or the like. Homer ſpeak - 
ing of Nereus, calls him beauty itfelf. Martial of 
Zoilus, Lewdneſs itſelf. Such hyperbolcs lye indeed, 
but deceive us not; and therefore Seneca terms them 


lyes that readily conduct our imagination to truths, | 


and have an intelligible ſigniſication, though the cx- 
preſnon be ſtrained beyond credibility. Cuſtom has 
lizewife familiarized another way for hyperboles, tor 
exa'nple, by irooy; as when we ſay of ſome infamous 
vm in, ſhe's a civil perſon, where the meaning is to 
be :aken quite oppoſite to the latter. Theſe few ñ- 
gas are mentioned only for example ſake ; it will be 
underitood that all others are to be uſed with the like 
care and diſcretion. 

(4) I needel not to have travelled ſo far for an ex- 
tra gam flight; I remember one of Britiſh growth 
of e like nature: 

See thoſe dead bodies hence convey*'d with care, 

Life may perhaps return with change of air. 

But I chooſe rather to correct gently, by foreign ex- 
amples, hoping that ſuch as are conſcious of the like 
exceſles will take the hint, and ſecretly reprove them- 
ſelves. It may be poſſible for ſome tempers to main- 
tain rage and indignation to the laſt gaſp ; but the ſul 
and body once parted, there mutt neceſſarily be a de- 
termination of action. 

Qrodeunque oftendis mihi fic incredulus adi. 

I cannot forbear quoting on this occaſion, as an ex- 
ample for the preſent purpoſe, two noble lincz of 
Jaſper Main's, in the collection of the Oxford Verſes 
printed in the year 1643, upon the death of my 
grandfather Sir Bevil Granville, flain in the heat of 
action at the battle of Landſdowne. The poet, after 
having deſcribed the fight, the ſoldiers animated by 
the example of their leader, and enraged at his death, 
thus concludes : 


Thus he being ſlain, his act ion fought anew, 

And the dead conquer'd, whilſt the living flew. 
This is agreeable to truth, and within the compaſs 
of nature: it is thus only that the dead can act. 

(5) Le jour quelle ndquit, Venus bien qu"immartelle, 

Perla mourir de lente, en la deyant ſi belle, 

L:s graces & Penwvi dejcerdirert des cleux 

Pour avoir Pheneur d'\accompagrer ſes ycux, 

E: Pamour, gui ne füt extrer dans jor. courage, 

V:ulu: obſtinement lager ſur ſen viſage. 

This i a lover's deſcription of his miſtreſs, by the 
great Corneille; civil to be ſure, and polite as any 
Ung em be. Let any body turn over Waller, and 
hz will fre how much more naturally and delicately 
tlc Englith author treats the article of love, than this 
cc.cvrxed Frenchman, I would not, however, be 


thought by any derogatory quotation to take from the 
merit of 2 writer whoſe r-putation is fo univerlall/y 
and fo juſtly eſtabliſned Il nations; but as I ſaid 
before, 1 rather chooſe, where any failings are to be 
found, to correct ni own countrymen by foreign ex- 
amples, th m to provoke them by inſtances drawn from 
their own writings. Humanum oft rare. I cannot 
forbear one quotation more from another celebrat-d 
French author. It is an epigram upon a monument 
for Francis I. King of France, by way of queſtion 
and anſwer, which in Engliſh is verbatim thus: 

Under this marble, who lies buried here? 

Francis the Creat, a king beyond compare. 

Why has fo gr-at a king fo ſmall a ſtone ? 

Of that great king here 's but the heart alone. 

Then of this conqueror here lies but part? 

No—here he lics for he was all 4cart. 


The author waz a Gaſcon, to whom I can properly 
oppoſe nobody ſo well as a Welchman, for which 
purpoſe I am fu her furniſhed from the forementioned 
cullection of Oxiod Veries, with an epigram by 
Martin Lluellin upon the ſame ſubject, which 1 te- 
member to hwe heard often repeated to me when I 
was a boy. Beſides, from whence can we draw better 
examples than from the very feat and nurſery of the 
Mules ? 

Thus fin, thy vliant “ anceftor did lie, 

When !:is one birk a navy did defy ; 

When now en cmpaſs'd round, he vitor ſtood, 

And beb'd hi pinnace in his conquering blood, 

Till all ths purple current dry'd and ſpent, 

He fell, and . + the waves his monument. 

Where ſhall the 1. fem'd Granville's aſhes ſtand ? 

Thy gr- 1d5r-"'s fill he ſea, and thine the land. 

I cannot ſiy the two laſt lines, in which conſiſts the 
ſting or point of the epigram, are ſtrictly conform- 
able to the rule herein et down: the word @ es, 
metaphorically, can ſignify nothing but fame; which 
is mere ſound, and can fill no ſpace either of land or 
ſea : The Welchman, however, muſt be allowed to 
have out- done the Gaſcon. The fallacy of the French 
ep'zrim appears at firſt ſight 3 but the Engliſh ſtrikes 
the fancy, ſuſpends and dazzles the judgment, and 
may perhaps be allowed to paſs under the ſhelter ot 
thoſe daring hyperboles, which by preſenting an ob- 
vious meaning, make their way, according to Seneca, 
through the incredible to true. 

(6) Vidtrix cauſa Deis placuit, ſed victa Cateni. 
The conſent of ſo many ages having eſtabliſhed the 
reputation of this line, it may perhap2 be preſurap- 
tion to attack it; but it is not to be ſuppoſed that 
Cato, who is deſcribed to have been a man of rigid 
morals and ſtrict devotion, more reſerubling the Gods 
hen men, would have choſen any party in oppoſition 
do thoſe | ads, whom he profeſſed to adore. The 
poet would give us to underſtand, that his hero was 
20 rizhteous a perſon to accompany the Divinities 
themſelves in an unjuſt cauſe; ut to repreſent 4 
mortal man to be cither wiſer or ,uſter than the Deity, 
may ſhew the impiety of the wriver, but add nothing 


Sir Richard Gr:nville, Vice- Ad: . 1of England, 
in the reign of Queen Elizabeti:, maintained a fight 
with his ſingle ſhip againſt the whole Armada of Spain, 
AT Ok of fifty-thiee of tlleir beſt men of war. 
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to the merit of the hero; neither reaſon nor religion 
will allow it, and it is impoſſible for a corrupt being 
to be more exceilent than a divine : Succeſs implies 

i and not approbation ; to place the Gods 
always on the thriving fide, is to them parta- 
kers of all ſucceſsful wickedneſs : To judge right, 
we muſt wiit for the concluſion of the action; the 
cataſtrophe will beſt decide on which fide is Providence, 
and the violent death of Cæſar acquits the Gods from 
being companions of his uſurpation. 

Lucan was a determined republican ; no wonder 
he was a free-thinker. 

(7) Mr. Dryden, in one of his prologues, has 
theſe two lines : 

He *s bound to pleaſe, not to write well, and knows 

There is a mode in plays, as well as clothes. 
From whence it is plain where he has expoſed him- 
ſelf to the critics; he was forced to follow the faſhion 
to humour an audience, and not to pleaſe himſelf. 
A hud ſacrifice to make for preſent ſubſiſtence, 
eſpecially for ſuch as would have their writings live 2. 
well as themſelves. Nor can the poet whoſe labour, 
are his daily bread, be delivered from this cruel ne- 
ceſſity, unleſs ſome more certain encouragement can 
be provided than the bare uncertain profits of a third 
day, and the theatre be put under ſome more imprtial 
managernent than the juriſdiction of players. Who 
write to live, muſt unavoidably comply with their 
taſte by whoſe approbrtion they ſubſiſt; ſome gene- 
rous Frince, or Prime Miniſter like Richlieu, can 
only find a remedy. In his I piſtle Dedicatory to the 
Spaniſh Friar, this incomparable poet thus cenſures 
himſelf ; 

I remember ſome verſes of my own, Maximin 
«© and Almanzor, which cry vengeance upon me for 
s their extravagance, &c. All I can ſay for thoſe 
<c paſſages, which are I hope not many, is, that 1 
«© knew they were bad enough to plcaſe, even when 
J wrote them; but I repent of them among my 
«« fins: And if any of their fellows intrude by 
«© chance into my preſent writings, I draw a ſtroke 
<< over thoſe Dalilahs of the theatre, and am reſolved 
I will ſettle myſelf no reputation by the applauſe 
of fools: *Tis not that 1 am mortified to all ambi- 
tion, but I ſcorn as much to take it from half-witted 
* judges, as I ſhould to raiſe an eſtate by cheating of 
4% bubbles : Neither do I diſcommend the lofty ſtyle 
« in Tragedy, which is pompous and magnificent ; 
«© but nothing is truly ſublime, that is not juſt and 
<* proper.” 

This may ftand as an unwſwerable apology for 
Mr. Dryden, againſt his critics ; and likewit, for 
an unqueſtionable authority to confirm thoſe principles 
which the foregoing Poem pretends to lay down, for 
nothing can be juſt and proper but what is built 
upon truth. | 


EPIGRAMS axp CHARACTERS, &c. 
INSCRIPTION 
For @ Figure repreſenting the Cad of Love. 


HOE'ER thou art, thy lord and matter ſee, 
Thou watt my ſlavr, thou art, or thou ſhalt be. 
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DEFINITION OF LOVE. 


LOVE is begot by fancy, bred 

By ignorance, by expectation fed, 
Deftroy'd by knowledge, and at beft, 
Loſt in the moment tis poſſeſs'd. 


WOM E N. 


Won u to cards may be compare d; we play 
A round or two, when us'd we throw away, 
Take a freſh pack ; nor is it worth our grieving, 
Who cuts or with our dirty leaving. 


LES MALHEURS DE L'AMOUR. 


Has Tx to Clarinda, and reveal 
Whatever pains poor Jovers feel ; 
When that is done, then tell the fair 
T hat I endure much more for her: 
Who'd truly know love's pow'r or fmart, 
Muſt view her eyes, and rcad my heart. 


WRITTEN IN HER PRAYER-BOOK 
Ix vain, Clarinda, night and day 
For pity to the gods you pray 3 
What arrogance on heav'n to call 
For that which you deny to all! 


0 


TO THE SAME. 


In vain a thouſand ſlaves have try d 
To overcome Clarinda's pride: 
Pity pleading, 
Love perſuading, 
When her icy heart is thaw'd, 
Honour chides, and ftraight the's awd. 
Fooliſh creature, 
Follow nature, 
Waſte not thus your prime; 
Youth's a treaſurc, 
Love's a pleaſure, 
Both deſtroy'd by time. 


ON THE SAME. 


Clarinda, with a haughty grace, 
In ſcornful poſtures ſets her face, 
And looks as ſhe were born alone 
To give us love, and take from none. 
Tho" I adore to that degree, 
Clarinda, I would die for thee, 

If you're too proud to eaſe my pain, 
I am too proud for your diſdain. 


HER NAME. 


Guss, and Fl frankly own her name 
Whoſe eyes have kindled ſuch a flame; 
The Spartan or the Cyprian Queen 
Had ne er been ſung, had ſhe been ſeen. 
Who ſet the very gods at war, 

Were but faint images of her. 
Believe me, for by Heav'ns tis true 
The Sun in all his ample view 


Sces nothing half ſo fair or bright, 

Not even his own reflected light. 

So ſweet a face ! ſuch graceful mien ! 

Who can this be?--"Tis HowazD--crBALLINDyx. 


THE 
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THE RELIEF. 

Oy two Reliefs to eaſe a love-fick mind, 
Flavia preſcribes deſpair ; I urge, be kind: 
Flavia, be kind, the remedy's as ſure, 

*Tis the moſt pleaſant, and the quickeſt cure. 


CLE OR A 


LEOR A has her wiſh, the weds a peer, 
Her weighty train two pages ſcarce can bear; 

Perſia, and both the Indies muſt provide, 
To grace her pormp, and gratify her pride; 
OF rich brocade a ſhining robe ſhe wears, 
And gems ſurround her lovely neck, like ſtars ; 
Draun by fix greys, of the proud Belgian kind, 
Wich a long train of livery beaux behind, 
She charms the park, and ſets all hearts on fire, 
"The lady's envy, andthe mens defire. 
P.-holding thus, O happy as a queen! 
We cry ; bu: ſhift the gaudy flattering ſcene ; 
View her at home, in her domeſtic light; 
Fer thither the muſt come, at leaft at night; 
What haz ſhe there? A ſurly iil-bred lord, 
Who chides, and ſnaps her up at every word; 
A brutal ſet, who while ſhe holds his head, 
With drur cen filth bedawbs the nuptial bed; 
Sick to the heart, ſic breathes the nauſcous fume 
it odious Reams, tnat poiſon all the rom; 
Weeping ail night the trembling creature lies, 
And cv ints the tedious hours when ſhe may riſe : 
Put moſt ſhe fears, left waking ſhe ſhould find, 
To make amends, the monſter would be kind; 
Thoſe matchlefs beauties, worthy of a god, 
Muſt bear, tho* much averſe, the loathſome load: 
What then may be the chance that next enſues ? 
Some vile diſcaſe, freſh recking from the ſtews ; 
The ſecret venom circiing in her veins, 
Works thro' her ſkin, and burſts in bloating ſtains; 
Her che” ks their freſhneſs loſe, and wonted grace, 
And an unuſual palenefs ſpreads her face; 
Her cyes grow dim, and her corrupted breath 
Tainting her gums, infects her iv'ry teeth! 
Of ſharp nicturnal anguith ſhe comp! 2ins, 
And, guililcſs of the cauſe, relates her pains. 


The conſcious huſb md, whom like ſymptoms ſeize, 


Charges on her the guilt of their diſeaſe ; 
Affecting fury, acta a madmm's put, 

He'll rip the fatal ſecrit from her heart ; 

Bis her confeſs, calls her ten thouſand names; 

In vin ſhe knecls, ſhe weeps, proteſts, exclaims ; 
Scarce with her life ſhe ſcupes, expos'd to ſhame, 
In body tortur'd, murder'd in her fame, 

Rots with a vile :dulrereſs's name. 

Abandon'd by her friends, without defence, 

And happy only in her innocence. 


Such is the vengeance the juſt Gods provide 
For thoſe who barter liberty for pride, E 
Who impiouſly imvoke the powers above 
To witneſs to filſe vows of mutual love. 
Thouſands of poor Cleora's may be found, 

Such huſbands, and ſych wretched wives abound. 


Ye guardian Powers ! the arbiters of bliſs, 
Preſerve Clarinda from a fate like this; 
Youu form'd her für, not any grace deny'd, 
Eat gave, Was a fprrk too much of pride. 


* 


; 
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Reform that failing, and protect her fil! 3 

O ſave her from the curſe of chooſing ill 

Deem it not envy, or a jealous care, 

That moves theſe wiſhes, or provokes this praver; 
Though worſe than death I dread to ſee thoſe charms 
Allotted to ſome happier mortal*s arma, 
Tormenting thought ! yet could I bear that pain, 
Or any ill, but hearing her complain ; 

Intent on her, my love forgets his own, 

Nor frames one wiſh, but for her ſake alone ; 
Whome'er the Gods have deftin'd to prefer, 

They cannot make me wretched, bleſſing her. 


. 


MPATIENT with deſire, at 1: 
vent ur d to lay forms aſide ; 
"1 was 1 was modeſt, not ſhe chaſte, 
Cloc, fo gently preſ. d, comply 'd. 
With idle awe, an amorous fool, 
1 gaz'd upon her eyes with fear ; 
Say, Love, how came your ſlave {© du!!, 
To read no better there ? 
Thus to ourſelves the greateſt foes, 
Although the nymph be well inclin'd ; 
For want of courage to propoſe, 
By our own folly ſhe's unkind. 


CLAVERING®*®, 
S IN GIN S. 


HEN we behold her angel face; 

Or when ſhe fings with heavenly gracc, 
In what we hear, or what we ſec, 

So raviſhing's the harmony, 

The melting ſoul in rapture loſt, 

Knows not which charm enchants it moſt. 
Sounds that made hills and rocks rejoica, 
Amphion's Jute, the ſyren's voice, 

Wonders with pain receiv'd for true, 
At once find credit, and renew ; 
No charms like Clavering's voice ſurpriſe, 
Except the magic of her eyes. 


MRS. 


. 


H E happicſt mortals once were wc, 
I lov'd Myra, Myra me ; 
Each defirous of the bleſſing, 
Nothing wanting but poſſeſſing; 
I lov'd Myra, Myra me, 
The happieſt mortals once were we. 
But fince cruel fates diſſever, 
Torn from love, and torn for ever, 
Tortures end me, 
Death befriend me; 
Of all pains, the greateſt pain, 
Is to love, and love in vain. 


* Afterwards Lady Cowper. 
THz 
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THE WILD BOAR'S DEFENCE. 


BOAR who had enjoy'd a happy reign 
For many a year, and fed on many a man, 
Call'd to account, ſoftening his ſavage eyes, 
Thus ſuppliant, pleads his cauſe before he dies. 

For what am I condemn'd ? My crime's no more 
'To cat a man, than to eat a boar: 
We ſeek not you, but take what chance provides, 
Nature, and mere neceſſity our guides. 
You murder us in ſport, then diſh us up 
For drunken feaſts, a reliſh for the cup : 
We not our meals; but you muſt feaſt, 
Gorge till your bellies burſt—pray who's the beaſt ? 
With your humanity you keep a tuſs, 
But are in truth worſe brutes than all of us ; 
We prey not on our kind, but you, dear brother, 
Moſt beaſtly of all beaſts, devour each other: 
Kings worry kings, neighbour with neighbour ftrives, 
Fathers and ſons, friends, brothers, huſbands, wives, 
By fraud or force, by poiſon, ſword, or gun, 


Deſtroy each other, every mother's ion. 


FOR LIBERALITY. 


HOUGH ſafe thou think'ſt thy treaſure lies, 
Hidden in cheſts from human eyes, 

A nre come, and it may be 

Bury'd, my friend, as far from thee. 

Thy veſſel that yon ocean ſtems, 

Loaded with golden duſt, and gems, 

Purchas'd with ſo much pains and coft, 

Yet in a tempeſt may be loſt. 

Pimps, whores and bawds, a thankleſs crew, 

Prieſts, Pick-pockets, and lawyers too, 

All help by ſeveral ways to drain, 

"Thanking themſelves for what they gain: 

"The liberal are ſecure alone, 

For what we frankly give, for ever is our own. 


—ͤ — — — 
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ORINNA, in the bloom of youth 
Was coy to every lover, 
Regardleſs of the tendereſt truth, 
No ſoft complaint could move her. 


Mankind was hers, all at her feet 
Lay proftrate and adoring ; 

The witty, handſome, rich, and great, 
In vain alike imploring. 

But now grown old, ſhe would repair 
Her loſs of time, and pleaſure ; 

Wich willing eyes, and wanton air, 

_ Inviting every gazer. 

But love's a ſummer flower, that dies 
With the firſt weather's changing, 

The lover, like the ſwallow, flics 
From ſun to ſun, till ranging. 

Myra, let this example move 
Your fooliſh heart to reaſon ; 

Youth is the proper time for love, 
And age 13 virtue's ſeaſon, 
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B. as the day, and like the morning, fair, 
Such Cloe is —— and common as the air. 


A RECEIPT FOR VAPOURS. 


HY pines my dear ? To Fulvia his young bride, 
Who weeping ſat, thus aged Cornus cry'd. 

Alas! faid ſhe, ſuch vifioas break my ref, 

The ſtrangeſt thoughts ! I think I am paſſoſt: 

My ſymptoms I have told to men of ſkill, 

And if I would—they ſay—1 might be well. 


Take their advice, ſaid he, my poor dear wiſe, 
I'll buy at any rate thy precious life. 
Bluſhing, ſhe would excuſe, but all in vain, 
A Doctor muſt be fetch'd to eaſe her pain. 
Hard prefs'd, the yields: From White's, or Will's, 

or Tom's, 

No matter which, he's ſummon'd, and he comes. 
The careful huſband, with a kind embrace, 


| Entreats his care: then bows, and quits the place: 


For little ailments of: attend the fair, 

Not decent for a huſband's eye, or ear. 

Something the dame would ſay : The readv Knight 
Prevents her ſpeech—Here”. that ſhall ſet you rigim, 
Madam, ſaid he with that the doors made cloſe, 

He gives deliciouſly the healing doſe. 

Alas ! the cries: ah me! O crucl cure! 

Did ever woman yet like me endure ? 

The work perform'd, up riling gay and light, 

Old Cornus is called in to ſee the 1izht ; 

A ſprightly red vermillions ail her face, 

And her eyes languiſh with unuſual grace : 

With tears of joy freſh guſhing from his eyes, 

O wond'rous power of art | old Cornus cries ; 
Amazing change ! aſtoniſhing ſucceſs ! 

Thrice happy 1! What a brave Doctor's this! 
Maids, wives, and widows, with ſuch whims oppreſt, 
May thus find certain eaſe— Probatum eft. 


— — 


ON AN ILL-FAVOURED LORD. 


12 AT Macro's looks are good, let no man doubt, 
Which I, his friend and ſervant—thus make ou:. 
In every line of his perfidious face, 

The ſecret malice of hi. heart we trace; 

So fair the warning, and ſo plainly writ, 

Let none condemn the light that ſhows a pit. 

Cocles, whoſe face finds credit for his heart, 

Who can eſcape ſo ſmooth a villain's art ? 

Adorn'd with every grace that can perſuade, 

Seeing we truſt, though ſure to be betray'd ; 

His looks are ſnares : But Macro's, cry Beware, 
Believe not, though ten thouſand oaths he ſwear ; 

If thou irt deceiv d, obſerving well this rule, 

Not Macro is the knw,e, but thou the fool. 

In this one point, he and his looks agree, 

As they betray their maer—ſo did he. 


CLOE. 
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LO E's the wonder of her ſex, 
"Tis well her heart is tender, 
How might ſuch killing A4 11 
With virtue to defend 
But Nature graciouſly inclin'd 
With liberal hand to pleaſe us, 
Has to her boundleſs beauty join'd 
A boundleſs bent to eaſe us. 


ON THE SAME. 
O. injur'd fame, and mighty wrongs receiv'd, 
T 


Cloe complains, and wond'rouſly s aggriev'd ; 


at free, and javith of a beauteous face, 
The faireſt, and the fouleſt of her race; 
She's mine, or thine, or ſtrolling up and down, 
Sucks in more filth, than any fink in town, 
I not deny: This I have ſaid, tis true; 
What wrong ! to give ſo bright a nymph her due. 


CC. OO RK 1 KM N- A. 


O well Corinna likes the joy, 
She vows ſhe'll never more be coy, 
She drinks eternal draughts of pleaſure ; 
Eternal draughts do not ſuffice, 
O! give me, give me more, the cries, 
"Tis all too little, little meaſure. 
Thus wiſely ſhe makes up for time 
Miſpent, while youth was in its prime : 
So travellers who waſte the day, 
Careful and cautious of their way, 
Noting at length the ſetting ſun, 
They mend their pace as night comes on, 
Double their ſpeed to reach their inn, 
And whip and ſpur through thick and thin. 


C LOE PERFUMING HERSELF. 


ELIEVE me, Cloe, thoſe perfumes that coſt 
Such ſums to ſweeten thee, is treaſure loſt ; 
Not all Arabia would ſufficient be, 


Thou ſmell' not of thy ſweets, they ftink of thee. 


SS Hs 8:0 .D- A. 


ELINDA's pride 's an arrant cheat 
A fooliſh artifice to blind ; 
Some honeſt glance that ſcorns deceit 
Does ſtill reveal her native mind. 
With look demure, and forc'd diſdain, 
She idly acts the ſaint ; 
We ſee — this diſguiſe as plain 
As we diſtinguiſh paint. 
So have I ſeen grave fools deſign, 
With formal looks to paſs for wiſe ; 
But nature is a light will ſhine, 
And break through all diſguiſe, 


; 
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TO MY FRIEND 


MR. JOHN DRYDEN, 
On lis ſeveral excellent Tranſlations of the ancient Poctr. 


S flowers tranſplanted from a ſouthern ſky, 
But hardly bear, or in the raiſing die, 

illing their native ſun, at beſt retain 
But a faint odour, and ſurvive with pain: 
Thus ancient wit, in modern numbers taught, 
Wanting the warmth with which its author, wrote, 
Is a dead image, and a ſenſeleſs draught. 
While we transfuſe the nimble ſpirit flies, 
Eſcapes unſcen, evn1porates, and dies. 
Who then to copy Roman wit defire, 
Muſt imitate with Roman force and fire, 
In elegance of ſtyle, and phraſe the ſame, 
And in the ſparkling genius, and the flame ; 
Whenee we conclude from. thy tranſlated ſong, 
So juſt, ſo ſmooth, ſo ſoft, and yet ſo ſtrong ; 
Celeſtial Poet ! Soul of harmony ! 
That every genius was reviv'd in thee. 
Thy trumpet ſounds, the dead are rais'd to light, 
Never to die, and take to heaven their flight ; 
Deck'd in thy verſe, as clad with rays they ſhine, 
All glorify'd, immortal, and divine. 


As Britain in rich ſoil, abounding wide, 
Furniſh'd for uſe, for luxury, and pride, 
Yet ſpreads her wanton ſails on every ſhore 
For foreign wealth, inſatiate ſtill of more; 
To her own wool the filks of Afia joins ; 
And to her plenteous harveſts, Indian mines : 
So Drydcn, not conterited with the fame 
Of his own works, though an immortal name, 
To lands remote, ſends forth his learned muſe, 
The nobleſt ſeeds of foreign wit to chooſe ; 
Feaſting our ſenſe ſo many various ways, 
Sav, is 't thy bounty, or thy thirſt of praiſe ? 
That by comparing others all might ſee, 
Who moſt excell'd, are yet excell'd by thee. 


DRINKING SONG TO SLEEP. 


REAT God of Sleep, fince it muſt be, 
That we muſt give ſome hours to thee, 

Invade me not while the free bowl 
Glows in my cheeks, and warms my ſoul ; 
That be my only time to ſnore, 
When I can laugh, and drink no more ; 
Short, very ſhort be then thy reign, 
For I m in haſte to laugh and drink again. 


But O? if melting in my arms, 
In ſome ſoft dream, with all her charms, 
The nymph belov'd ſhould then ſurprize, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies ; 
Then, gentle ſlumber, pr'ythee tav, 
Slowly, ah! ſlowly bring the day. 
Let no rude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy, 
Such ſw eet deluſion 's rel joy. 


1 M- 
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IMPROMPTU. 


drawn in Man's habit. 
HEN Sandwich in her ſex's garb we ſee, 
The Queen of Beauty then ſhe ſeems to be: 
Now fair Adonis in this male diſguiſe, 
Or little 22 
No ſtyle of empire chang'd by this remove 
Who ſeem'd the Goddeſs, ſeems the God of Love. 


A MORNING HYMN, 
To the Ducheſs of Hamilton. 
WAKE, bright Hamilton, ariſe, 
Goddeſs of Love, and of the day 
A » diſcloſe thy radiant eyes, 
And ſhew the ſun a brighter ray. 
Phoebus in vain calls forth the bluſhing morn, 
He but creates the day which you adorn. 


The lark, that wont with warbling throat 
Early to ſalute the ſkies, 
Or ſleeps, or elſe ſuſpends his note, 
Diſclaiming day till you ariſe. 
Goddeſs awake, thy beams diſplay, 
Reſtore the univerſe to light, 
When Hamilton appears, then dawns the day 
And when ihe diſappears, begins the night. 
Lovers, who watchful vigils keep, 
(For lovers never, never ſleep) 
Wait for the riſing of the Fair, 
To ofter ſongs and hymns of prayer; 
Like Perſians to the ſun, 
Tven life, and death, and fate are there: 
For in the rolls of ancient deſtiny, 
Th' inevitable book, twas noted down, 
The dying ſhould revive, the living die, 


As Hamilton ſhall ſmile, as Hamilton ſhall frown ! 


rr 
Awake, bright Hamilton, ariſe, 
Goddeſs of love, and of the day, 
Awake, diſcloſe thy radiant eyes, 
And ſhow the ſun a brighter ray. 
Phœbus in vain calls forth the bluſhing morn, 
He but creates the day which you adorn. 


WRITTEN UNDER MRS. HARE'S NAME, UPON 


A DRINKING GLASS. 


HE Gods of Wine, and Wit, and Love prepare, 


With chearful bowls to celebrate the Fair : 
Love is enjoin'd to name his favourite toaſt, 
And Hare's the Goddeſs that delights bim moſt ; 
Phoebus approves, and bids the trumpet ſound, 
And Bacchus in a bumper ſends it round. 


UNDER THE DUCHESS OF BOLTOX's. 
OVE's keeneſt darts are radiant Bolton's care, 


Which the bright Goddeſs poiſons with deſpair : 


Ihe God of Wine the dire effect foreſees, 
And ſends the juice that gives the lover caſe. 


Written under a Pifiure of the Counteſs of Sandwich 
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UNDER THE LADY HARPER'S NAME 
Harper, ſprightly, young, and gay, 
Sweet as the roſy morn in May, 

ill to the brim, I'll drink it up 

To the laſt drop, were poiſon in the cup. 


UNDER THE LADY MARY VILLIERS' NAT 


F I not love you, Villiers, more 
Than ever mortal lov'd before, 
With ſuch a paſſion fixt and ſure, 
As even poſſeſſion could not cure, 
Never to ceaſe but with my breath ; 
May then this bumper be my death. 


CUPID DISARMED. 
To the Princeſs D' Auvergne. 
UPID, delighting to be near her, 
Charm'd to hehold her, charm'd to hear ber, 

As he ſtood gazing on her face, 

Enchanted with each matchleſs grace, 

Loſt in the trance, he drops the dart, 

Which never fails to reach the heart: 

She ſeizes it, and arms her hand, 

«« "Tis thus I Love himfelf command; 

« Now tremble, cruel boy, ſhe ſaid, 

«« For all the miſchicf you have made. 

The God, recovering his ſurprize, 

Truſts to his wings, away he flies. 

Swift as an arrow cuts the wind, 

And leaves his whole artillery behind. 
Princeſs, reſtore the boy his uſeleſs darts, 
With ſurer charms you captivate our hearts; 
Love's captives oft their liberty regain, 

Death only can releaſe us from your chain. 


EXPLICATION 


CUPIDON DESARME. 


Fable pour Madame la Princeſſe D* Awvergre. 

8 prenant plaifir de ſe trouver toũjours 

aupres d'elle; charme de la voir, charme de 
entendre : Comme il admiroit un jour ſes graces 
inimitables, dans cette diſtraction de ſon ame & de 
ſes ſens, il laiſſa tomber ce dard fatal qui ne manque 
jamais de percer les cœurs. Elle le ramaſſe ſoudain, 
& s'armant la belle main; 

« C'eſt ainſi, dit- elle, que je me rends mutreſſe 
« de l'amour, tremblez, enfant malin, je veux vanger 
« tous les maux que tu as fait. 

Le Dieu <tonn*, revenant de ſa ſurprize, ſe fiant 
a ſes ailes, $'<chappe, & s'envole vite comme une 
fleche qui fend l'air, & lui laiſſe la poſſeiſion de toute 
ſon artillerie. 

Princeſſe, rendez lui ſes armes qui vous ſont inutiles : 
La nature vous a donné des charmes plus puiſſants : 
Les cxptifs de amour ſouvent recouvrent la libertẽ; 


IN FRENCH, 


| Il n'y a que la mort ſeule qui puifle afiranchir les votres. 


BACCHUS 
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BACCHUS DISARMED. 
To Mrs. Laura Dillon, now Lady Faulkland. 


ACCHUS to arms, the enemy's at hand, 
Laura appears; ſtand to your glaſſes, ſtand, 

The God of Love, the God of Wine defies, 

Behold him in full march, in Laura's eyes : 

Bacchus to arms, and to reſiſt the dart, 

Each with a faithful brimmer guard his heart. 

Fly, Bacchus, fly, there's treaſon in the cup, 

For Love comes pouring in with every drop; 

I feel him in my heart, my blood, my brain, 

Fly, Bacchus, fly, refiſtance is in vain, 

Or craving quarter, crown a friendly bow] 

To Lovrs's heakeh, and give up all thy ſoul. 


THYRSIS any DELIA. 
SONG 1x DIALOGUE. 


THYRSIS. 


ELIA, how long muſt I deſpair, 
And tax you with diſdain ; 
Still to my tender love ſevere, 
Untouch'd when I complain ? 


DELI As 


When men of equal merit love us, 
And do with equal ardor ſue, 
Thyrſis, you know but one muſt move us, 


Can I be yours and Strephon's too ? 
My eyes view both with mighty pleaſure, 
ial to your high deſert, 

To both alike, eſteem I meaſure, 
To one alone can give my heart. 


THYRSIS. 
Myſterious guide of inclination, 
Tell me, tyrant, why am I 
With equal merit, equal paſſion, 
Thus the victim choſen to die? 
Why am I 
The victim choſen to die? 


DELIA. 


On Fate alone depends ſucceſs, 
And Fancy, Reaſon over-rulcs, 

Or why ſhould virtue ever miſs 
Reward, ſo often given to fool: ? 


"Tis not the valiant, nor the witty, 
But who alone is born to pleaſe ; 
Love does predeſtinate our pity, 
We chooſe but whom he firſt decrees. 


A LATIN INSCRIPTION 
On a Medal for Lewis xiv of France. 


P22 & ſimilis regnas, Ludovice, tonanti, 
Vim ſummam, ſumma cum pietate, geris, 
Magnus es expanſis alis, fed maximus armi>, 
Protegis hinc Anglos, Teutones inde feri-, 
in coeant toto Titania federa Rhono, 
Ila aquilam tantum, Callia fulmen lube! 
Vor. V. 


| 
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The foregoing Engliſled, and applied to Queen Anne. 
EXT to the Thunderer let Anna ſtand, 

In piety ſupreme, as in command; 
Fam'd for victorious arms and generous aid, 
Young Auſtria's refuge, and fierce Bourbon's dread. 
Titanian leagnes in vain ſhall brave the Rhine, 
When to the Eagle, you the thunder join. 


URGANDA'S PROPHECY. 


Spoken by way of Epilogue at the firſt repreſentation 

222 7 

ROPHETIC fury rolls within my breaſt, 
And as at Delphos, when the foaming prieſt 
Full of his God, proclaims the diſtant doom | 
Of kings unborn, and nations yet to come; 

My labouring mind ſo ſtruggles to unfold 

On Britiſh ground a future age of gold ; 

But left incredulous ye hear—behold : 


Here a Scene repreſenting the Quz zx, and the ſevcra! 
Triumphs of Her Majeſty's Reign. 

High on a throne the martial 

With grace ſublime, and with imperial mein; 

Surveying round her, with impartial eyes, 

Whom to protect, or whom ſhe ſhall chaſtiſe. 

Next to her fide, victorious Marlbro* ſtands, 

Waiting, obſervant of her dread commands ; 

The Queen ordains, and like Alcides, he 

Obeys, and executes her high decree. 

In every line of her auſpicious face 

Soft mercy ſmiles, adorn'd with every 3 

So angels look, — — 

They ſcourge the world to piety and peace. 

Empreſs and conqu*ror, hail! thee Fates ordain 

O'er all the willing world ſole arbitreſs to reign ; 

To no one people are thy laws confin'd, 

Great Britain's but guardian of mankind ; 

Sure hope of all who dire oppreſſion bear, 

For all th* oppreſs'd become thy inſtant care. 

Nations of conqueſt proud, thou tam ſt to free, 

Denouncing war, preſenting liberty ; 

The victor to the vanquiſh'd yields a prize, 

For in thy triumph their redemption lies ; 

Freedom and peace, for raviſh'd fame you give, 

Invade to bleſs, and conquer to relieve. 

So the ſun ſcorches, and revives by turns, 

Requiting with rich metals where he burns. 

Taught by this great example to be juſt, 

Succeeding Kings thall well fulfil their truſt ; 

Diſcord, and war, and tyranny ſhall ceaſe, 

And jarring nations be compell'd to peace ; 

Princes and ſtates, like ſubjects ſhall agree 

To truſt her power, ſafe in her piety. 


PROL QO G- U--1 
To the Br::i/h Enchanters. 


ETS by obſervation find it true, 
"Tis harder much to pleaſe themſelves than you; 
10 weave a plot, to work and to refine 
A labour'd ſcene ; to polith every line 
222 muſt ſweat and feel a mother's pains : 
"ain foo! thus to diſturb and rack their brains, 
| When 
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When more indulgent to the writers eaſe, 

Lage gs ˙ age” 5. ag 

No ſuch convulfive pangs it require 

To write the pretty things which you admire. 
Our author then, to pleaſe you in your way, 

Preſents you now a bauble of a play : 

In jingling rhyme, well fortifi'd and ſtrong, 

He fights entrench'd o'er head and cars in ſong. 

If here and there ſome evil-fated line, 

Should chance through inadvertency to ſhine, 

Forgive him, Beaux, he means you no oftence, 

But begs you for the love of ſong and dance, 

To pardon all the poetry and ſenſe. 


| 
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ANOTHER EPILOGUE, 


— 
IT once, like Beauty, art or 
Naked, and unadorn'd, could find ſucceſs, 
Tin by fruition, novelty deſtroy d, 
The nymph muſt find new charms to be enjoy d. 
As by his equipage the man you prize, 
And ladies muſt have zems beſide their eyes: 
So fares it too with pla z in vain we write, 
Unleſs the muſic and the dance invite, 
Scarce Hamlet clears the charges of the night. 
Would you but fix ſome ſtandard how to move, 
We would transform to any thing you love; 
Judge our defire by our coſt and pains, 
Sure the expence, uncertain are the gains. 
But though we fetch from Italy and France 
Our fopperies of tune, and mode of dance, 
Our ſturdy Britons ſcorn to borrow ſenſe : 
Howe'er to faſhions we ſubmit, 
Still every fop prefers his mother wit. 
In only wit this conſtancy is ſhown, 
For never was that arrant changeling known, 
Who for another's ſenſe would quit his own. 


Our author would excuſe theſe youthful ſcenes, 
at his entrance in his teens : 


; 
; 
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Thus critics ſhould, like theſe, be branded foes, 
Who for the poiſon only, ſuck the roſe ; 
Snarling and without wit or ſenſe ; 


carping, 
| Impeach miſtakes, o'erlooking excellence, 


As if belong 
Like — tm" or wrong. 


But generous minds have more heroic views, 
And Love and Honour are the themes they chooſe. 
+ From yon bright heaven our author fetch'd his firc 
And paints the paſſions that your eyes inſpire : 

Full of that flame, his tender ſcenes he warms, 
And frames his Goddeſs by your matchlefs charms. 


— — .—᷑ ᷑ ñ́ HL—¾— 


E PI L OG E 
To the Few of Venice. 


ACH in his turn, the Poet f, and the Prieſt &, 
_ 1 the ſtage, but like falſe prophets 


RN» in his religious rage, 
Would filence poets, CORO 5 
The poet, raſhly to get clear, retorts 

On kings the ſcandal, and beſpatters courts. 
Both ert: for without mincing, to be plain, 
The guilt's your own of every 
The preſent time Kill gives the ſtage its mode, 

The vices that you practice, we explode ; 

We hold the glaſs, and but reflect your ſhame, 
Like Spartans, by to reclaim. 

The ſcribbler, gated yon. writes to dine, 
And to your genius muſt conform his line; 

Not lewd by choice, but merely to ſubmit : 

Would you encourage ſenſe, ſenſe would be writ. 
Good plays we try, which after the firſt day, 
Unſeen we act, and to bare benches play; 

Plain ſenſe, which pleas'd your fires an age ago, 
Is loſt, without the garniture of ſhow : 

At vaſt expence we labour to our ruin, 


Some chlldiſh fancies may approve the toy, 
Some like the Muſe the more for being a boy ; 
And ladies ſhould be pleas'd, if not content, 
To find ſo young a thing, not wholly impotent. 
Our ſtage - roformers too he would diſarm, 

In charity ſo cold, in zeal fo warm; 

And therefore to atone for abuſes, 

And gain the church-indulgence for the Muſes, 
He gives his thirds—o charitable uſcs. 


RR QD SS © & U. EL 
. 
Congueror. 


Generous 
OUR comic writer is a common foe, 
None can intrigue in peace, or be a beau, 
Nor wanton wife, nor widow can be f; 
Not even * Ruſſel can inter the dead, 
But ftraight this cenſor, in his whim of wit, 
Strips, and preſents you naked to the Pit. 


* Ruſlel, a famous undertaker for fanerals; alluding 
to a Comedy written by Sir Kichard Steele, entitled, | 


| To trifling jeſts, 2 — 


The Funeral. b 


And court your favour with our own undoing; 
A war of profit mitigates the evil, 

| But to be tax'd and beaten—is the devil. 

How was the ſcene forlorn, and how daſpis d, 
When Timon, without muſic, moraliz d? 
Shakeſpeare's ſublime in vain entic'd the throng, 
Without the aid of Purcel's ſyren ſong. 


In the ſame antique loom theſe ſcenes were wrought, 
Embelliſh'd with good morals, and juſt thought; 
True Nature in her nobleſt light you fee, 
Ere yet debauch'd by modern g 5 


What ruſt remains upon the ſhining maſs, 
Antiquity muſt privilege to paſs. 

"Tis Shakeſpeare's play, and if theſe ſcenes 
Let Gormon “ take the ſtage or Lady Mary ry 


+ To the Ladies. 

t Mr. Dryden's Prologue to the Pilgrim. 
$ Mr, Collier's View of the Stage. 

A famous prize-fighter. 

+ A famous rope-dancer ſo called. 


P R O- 


LANSDOWNE'S POEMS. 


PRO LOG U E 


TO THE 
S HE-GALLANTS; 
OR, 
Once a Lover and always a Lover. 


S quiet monarchs that on peaceful thrones, 

Aena ka regs ke crocs 
ouzing at length, reflect with guilt and ſhame, 

That not one ſtroke had yet been given for fame; 

Wars they denounce, and to redeem the paſt, 

To bold attempts, and rugged labors haſte : 

Our poet ſo, with like concern reviews 

The youthful follies of a love-fick Muſc ; 

To amorous toils, and to the ſilent grove, 

To beauty's ſnares, and to deceitful love, 

He bids farewell; his ſhield and lance prepares, 

And mounts the ſtage, to bid immortal wars. 

Vice, like ſome monſter, ſuff ring none t* eſcape, 
Has ſeiz'd the town, and varies ſtill her ſhape : 
Here, like ſome General, the ſtruts in ſtate, 

While crowds in red and blue her orders wait; 
There, like ſome penſive ſtateſman treads demure, 
And ſmiles and hugs, to make deſtruction ſure : 
Now under high commodes, with looks ere, 
Barefac'd devours, in gaudy colours deck d; 
Then in a vizard, to avoid grimace, 
Allows all freedom, but to ſee the face. 

In pulpits and at bar ſhe wears a gown, 

In camps a ſword, in palaces a crown. 
Reſolv'd to combat with this motley beaſt 
Our poet comes to ſtrike one blow at leaſt. 


His glaſs he means not for this jilt or beau, 
Some features of you all he means to ſhow, 
On choſen heads, nor lets the thynder fall, 
But ſcatters his artillery—at all. 

Yet to the Fair he fain would quarter ſhow, 
His tender heart recoils at every blow ; 

If unawares he gives too ſmart a ſtroke, 
He means but to correct, and not provoke. 


O E 


ON THE 
PRESENT CORRUPTION OF MANKIND. 
I. 

FALKLAND ! offspring of a generous race, 
My kindſman, and my friend ! from whence this curſe 
Entail'd on man, ftill to grow worſe and worſe ? 
Each age induſtrious to invent new crimes, 
Strives to outdo in guilt preceding times; 
We ſhall leave nothing for our ſons to add. 
III. 
To cheat, defraud, and undermine, is art? 
Virtue is folly; conſcience is a jeſt; 


D 
Inſcribed to the Lord Falkland. 
O Renown'd for arms and arts, in war and peace, 
II. 
But now we re ſo improv'd in all that's bad, 
That idol, gold, poſſeſſes every heart, 
Religion gain, or prieftcraft at the byſt. 
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IV. 


Friendſhip 's a cloak to hide ſome treacherous end, 
Your greateſt foe, is your profeſſing friend; 

The ſoul refign'd, unguarded and ſecure, 
The wound is deepeſt, and the ſtroke moſt ſure. 
V. 

Juſtice is bought and fold ; the Bench, the Bar 
Head and decide; but gold 's thi i 
Pernicious metal ! thrice accurſt be he 
Who found thee firſt ; all evils ſpring from thee. 


VI. 

Sires ſell their ſons, and ſons their fires betray : +- 

And ſenates vote, as armies fight, for pay ; ; 
The wife no longer is reftrain'd by ſhame, 

But has the hutband's leave to play the game. 


VII. 

Diſeas'd, decrepid, from the mixt embrace 
Succerds, of ſpurious mold, a puny race; 
From ſuch defenders what can Britain hope ? 
And where, O Liberty! is now thy prop ? 


VIII. 


Not fuch the men who bent the ſtubborn bow, 
And learnt in rugged ſports to dare a foe: 
Not ſuch the men who fill'd with heaps of flain 
Fam'd Agincourt and Creſſy's bloody plain. 

IX. 

Haughty Britannia then, inur'd to toil, 
Spread far and near the terrors of her iſle ; 
True to herſelf, and to the public weal, 

No Gallic gold could blunt the Britiſh ſteel. 


= 
Not mueh unlike, when thou in arms wert ſeen 
Eager for glory on th' embattled green, 
When Stanhope led thee through the heats of Spain 
To dye in purple Almanara's plain. 
XI. 
The reſcu'd Empire, and the Gaul ſubdu'd, 
In Anna's reign, our ancient fame renew'd : 
What Britons could, when juſtly rous'd to war, 
Let Blenheim ſpeak, and witneſs Gibraltar. 


— —— 


F © R-T-U-N: ©. 


S P1V KR A 


HEN Fortune ſcems to ſmile, tis then I fear 
Some lurking ili, and hidden miſchief near ; 

Us'd to her frowns, 1 ſtand upon my guard, 

And arm's in virtue, keep my ſoul prepared. 

Fickle an falſe to others ſhe may be, 

{ can complain but of her conſtancy. 


—b ijrtutm a me, 
Ferturam ex dit omm_—_— 


CHA. 
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CHARACTER OF MR. WYCHERLEY *. 


F all our modern wits, none ſeems to me 
Een 
flow Wycherley. 


Shadwell's unfiniſh'd works do yet impart 


Lord Rocheſter's Poems. 


Written in a leaf of the Author's Poems, preſented to the 
PRINCESS ROYAL. 

HEN we'd exalt ſome heavenly Fair, 

To ſome bright Goddeſs we compare : 

Minerva, wiſdom ; Juno, grace ; 

And Venus furniſhes the face : 

In royal Anne's bright form is 

What comprehends them all—the Queen. 


Written on a wvindow in the Tower, where Sir Robert 
Walpole had been confined, 
OOD unexpected, evil unforeſeen, 
by turns, as Fortune ſhifts the ſcene : 


— 
Some rais'd aloft, come tumbling down amain, 
And fall ſo hard, they bound and riſe again. 


This chwraQter, however juſt in other particulars, 
vet is injurious in one; Mr. Wycherley being repre- 
ſented as a laborious writer, which every man who has 
the leaſt perſonal knowledge of him can contradict. 

Thoſe indeed who form their judgment only from 
his writings, may be apt to imagine ſo many admirable 
reflections, ſuch diverfity of images and characters, 
ſuch ftri& enquiries into nature, ſuch cloſe obſervati. 
ons on the ſeveral humours, manners, and affections 
of all ranks and d of men, and, as it were, ſo 
true and ſo perfect a diſſection of humankind, deliver- 
ed with ſo much pointed wit and force of ex 
could be no other than the work of extraordinary dili- 
gence and application: whereas others, who have the 
happineſs to be acquainted with the author, as well as 
his writings, are able to affirm theſe happy performan- 
ces were due to his infinite genius and natural 
tion. We owe the pleaſure and advantage of having 
been ſo well entertained and inſtructed by him to his 
facility of doing it; for, if I miſtake him not extreme- 
ly, had it been a trouble to him to write, he would 
have ſpared himſelf that trouble. What he has per- 
formed would indeed have been difficult for another ; 
but the club which a man of ordinary fize could not 
lift, was but a walking; ſtick for Hercules. 

Mr. Wycherley, in his writings, has been the ſharp- 
eſt ſatiriſt of his time; but, in his nature, he has all 
the ſoftneſs of the tendereſt diſpoſitions : in his wri- 


| 


* 
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VERSE S 


Written in a leaf of the Author's Poems, 
to the QUEEN. 


preſented 


THE MUSE'S LAST DYING SONG. 


O to thee: accept her dying lays. 

So, at th' of death, the tries 

To warble one note more —and dies. 
ſmile alone 


age: 
1 you end the long diſpute, 
All, who have eyes, confeſs you abſolute. 
To Tory doctrines, even Whigs refign, 
And in your perſon own a right divine. 
Thus ſang the Muſe, in her laſt moments fir'd 
With Carolina's praiſe—and then expi 


There are who object to his verſiſicat ion; but a 
diamond is not leſs a diamond for not being poliſhed. 
i poetry what colouring is in paint- 
ing, a beautiful ornament ; but if the proportions are 
juſt, the poſture true, the figure bold, and the reſem- 
blance according to nature, though the colours ſhould 
happen to be rough, or careleſsly laid on, yet may the 


piece be of ineſtimable value; whereas the niceſt and 
the fineſt colouring art can invent, is but labor in 
vain, where the reſt is wanting. Our writers 
indeed, for the moſt part, ſeem to lay the whole ftreſs 
of their endeavours upon the harmony of words ; but 
then, like eunuchs, they ſacrifice their manhood for a 
voice, and reduce our poetry to be like echo, nothing 
but ſound. 

In Mr. Wycherley, every thing is maſculine ; his 
Muſe is not led forth as to a review, but as to a battle; 
not adorned for parade, but execution; he would be 
tried by the ſharpneſs of his blade, and not by the 
finery ; like your heroes of antiquity, he charges in 
iron, and ſeems to deſpiſe all ornament but intrinſic 
merit; and like thoſe heroes has therefore added ano- 
ther name to his own, and by the unanimous conſent 
of his cotemporaries, is diſtinguiſhed by the juſt appel - 
lation of Manly Wycherley. 

LANSDOWNE. 


PELEUS 
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PELEUS AWD THETITIS 


A MASQU E. 
SET TO MUS 1 C. 


Tux ARGUMENT. 


Pelcus, in love with Thetis, by the affiflance of Proteus obtains her favour ; but Jupiter 
interpofing, Peleus in deſpair conſults Prometheus, famous for his ſtill in aftrology ; 
apon <vkoſe prophecy, that the ſon born of Thetis ſhould prove greater than his father, 
Jupiter defifts. T he prophecy was afterwards werified in the birth of Achilles the ſou 


of Peleus. 
PERSONS IN THE MASQUE. 
 JuyiTER. PROMETHEUS. 
PELEvws. Tukris. 
— — . —  — — _ _ 


The SCENE repreſents Mount Caucaſus; Prometheus appears chained to à rock, a 
vulture gnawing his breaſt. Peleus enters, addreſſing himſelf to Prometheus. 


Prlxus. | PzLzvs. 
ONDEMN'D on Caucaſus to lie, Ceaſe, cruel Thetis, to diſdain. 

Still to be dying, not to die, Tur T15 entering, they repeat together 
With certain pain, — of relief, Ceaf 8 en — 
True emblem of a wretched lover's grief | q e 

f gp" Ceaſe, cruel Thetis, to diſdain. 
Jo whoſe inſpecting eye tis given 
To view the planetary way, Tuzris. 
To penetrate eternal day Peleus, unjuſt! complain 
And to revolve the ſtarry heaven, * 
To thee, Prometheus, I complain, PrRoMETHEVUS and PELEVS. 
And bring a heart as full of pain. Ceaſe, cruel vulture, to devour, 
_ Ceaſe, cruel Thetis, to diſdain. 
PrROMETHEUS. | 
From Jupiter ſpring all our woes, : TE II of 
Thetis is Jove's, who once was thine, Peleus, unjuſtly you complain. 

"Tis vain, O Peleus, to oppoſe The Gods, alas! no refuge find 
Thy torturer, and mine. From ills reſiſtleſs Fates ordain: _ 
Contented with deſpair, I till am true—and would be kind. 

2 — * Perus. | 
— Bag gta. 
For change of torments, great as mine. *. * 5 
PET Eus. How tormenting the pain 
In change of torment would be eaſe ; Suing, 
Could you divine what lovers bear, Purſuing, 
Even you, Prometheus, would confeſs Flying, 
There is no vulture like deſpair. Denying, 
O the curſe of diſdain, 
PROMETHEUS. _ How tormenting s the pain! 
Ceaſe, cruel vulture, to devour, To love, &c. 
Turris. 
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A full Chorus of Voices and Inflruments as JUrI TEA 
_ 7 is deſcending. 


CHORUS 
But ſee, the mighty Thunderer 's here; 
Tremble Peleus, tremble, fly ; 
The Thunderer ! the mighty 'Thunderer ! 
Tremble, Peleus, tremble, fly. 


| 


Doris being deſcended.] | 


Jurirzs. 


. | 
Preſumptuous ſlave, rival to Jove, 
How 4dar'ft thou, mortal, thus defy | 
A Goddeſs with audacious love, 
And irritate a God with jealouſy ? 
Preſumptuous mortal - hence 
Tremble at omnipotence. 


PeLEvs. 


Arm'd with love, and Thetis by, 
I fear no odds 
Of men or Gods, 
But himſelf defy. 
lay thy thunder down; 


Arm'd with love, and Theti: by, | 


There is more terror in her frown, 


And fiercer lightning in her eye: 


I fear no odds 
Of men or Gods, 
But Jove himſelf defy. 


Jvrir E. 


Bring me "ning, give me thunder, 
Haſte, — with your forked rods, 
This rebel Love braves all the gods. 
ing me light ning, give me thunder. | 
[Peleus and Thetis, holding faſt by one another. 
Jove may Kill, but ne'er tunder. 


Jurirzx. 
Bring me light' ning, give me thunder. 


PeLEvs and TxtrT1s. 


ve may kill, but nel er ſhall ſunder. | 
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Turris to JuriTen. : 
Thy love ſtill arm'd with 


PrzoMETHEVUSs to JorrTen. 


Son of Saturn, take advice 
From one whom thy ſevere decree 
Has furniſh'd leiſure to grow wiſe : 
Thou rul't the Gods, but Fate rules thee. 


[runs yrornncy.] 
r 
Shall taſte and reap the bleſſing, 
Thus th unerring ftars advise: 
From that auſpicious night an heir ſhall riſe, 
Paternal glories to efface | 
The moſt illuſtrious of his race, 
Tho' ſprang from him who rules the ſkies. 


JoriTzn [ Aport.] 


Shall then the ſon of Saturn be undone, 

Like Saturn, by an impious ſon ? 

uſtly th* impartial fates conſpire, 

ing that ſon to be the fire 
Of ſuch another ſon : 

Conſcious of ills that I have done, 

My fears to prudence ſhall adviſe ; 5 
And guilt that made me great, ſhall make me wiſc. 


The fatal bleſſing I refign ; 
Peleus take the maid divine : 
[Giving her to Peleus. 
Jove conſenting ſhe is thine ; 
he fatal bleſſing I reſign. [| Foins their hands. 
PrLEvs. 


Heav'n had been loſt, had I been Jove. 
There is no heav'n, there is no heav'n but love. 


PzLEvs and THz ri, together. 


There is no heav'n but love, 
No, no, no, 
There is no heav'n but love. 


Jvrirz to PROMETHEVE. 


And thou, the ſtars interpreter, 
*Tiz juſt I ſet thee free, 
Who giv'ſt me liberty: 
Ariſe and be thyſelf a ſtar. 
"Tis juſt I ſet thee free, 


Who giv'ſt me liberty. 


[The Vulture drops dead at the feet 
Prometheus, kis chains fall 1 


borne up to Heaven with Jupiter to a loud 

Pouriſh of all the inſtruments. 
| [Peleus and Thetis run into each others arms. 
PELEVS. 
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Plus. 


Fly, fly to my arms, to my arms, 
Goddefs 12 charms 
To my arms, to my arms, fly, fly, 
Goddeſs of tranſporting joy 
But to gaze 
Thy gentle hand thus preſſing, 
Is heav'nly, — bleſſing. 
my : 

Whither, whither art thou flying? 
Loft in ſweet tumultuous dying, 
Whither, whither art thou flying, 

O my ſoul ! 


TaxETIs. 


You tremble, Peleus—80 do 1 
Ah ſtay ! and we'll together die. 
Immortal, and of race divine, 


My ſoul ſhall take its flight with thine : 


Life diſſolving in delight, 

Heaving breaſts, and ſwimming fight, 
Falt'ring ſpeech, and gaſping breath, 
Symtom: of deliciou: death, 


Life diffolving in delight, 
My ſoul is ready for the flight. 
O my ſoul, 
Whither, whither art thou flying ? 
Loſt in ſweet tumultuous dying, 
Whither, whither art thou flying, 
O my ſoul! 


PELEvs and THET13, both together repeat, 


Whither, whither art thou flying ? 

Loft in ſweet tumultuous dying, 

Whither, whither art thou flying, 
O my ſoul! 


Cnonus of all the woices and inflruments finging 


and dancing. 


When the ſtorm is blown over, 
How bleſt is the Swain, 
Who begins to diſcover 
An end of his pain! 
When the ſtorm, &c. 


Tl» Maſque concludes with a variety of dares, 


THE 


THE 


BRITISH ENCHANTERS: 


OR, 


NO MAGIC LIKE LOVE. 


A 


DRAMATIC POEM. 


WITH 


SCENES, MACHINES, MUSIC, AND 
DECORATIONS. 


Noz. V. 1 


BW 3&8 


” R E F A C E. 


F all public ſpectacles, that which ſhould properly be called an Or EAA, is 
calculated to give the higheſt delight. There is hardly any art but what is 


employments in the prepara 
indeed, in different hands, will have different ſucceſs ; all 
the various ingredients : a bad artiſt will make 


i voices; but the drama in both. 
ſtomach requires ſomething ſolid and ſubſtantial, and will riſe hun 
nothing but ſweet-meats. 

a kind of ambigu: the table is finely illuminated, adorned with 
its, and every thing that the ſeaſon affords fragrant or delightful 
od unleſs there is ſomething too for the appetite, tis 
up diflatisfied. 

is 1 upon the poet alone to provide for that, in the choice of his 
fable, the conduct of his plot, the harmony of his numbers, the elevation of his 
| of his characters. In this conſiſts the ſolid and the 


The dialogue, which in the French and Italian is ſet to notes, and ſung, I would 
have pronounced; if the numbers are of themſelves harmonious, there will be no 
need of muſic to ſet them off; a good verſe, well pronounced, is in itſelf muſical ; 
and ſpeech is certainly more natural for diſcourſe, than finging. 

Can any thing be more prepoſterous than to bchold Cato, Julius Cæſar, and 
ay dry reat, ſtrutting upon the ſtage in the figure of ſongſters, perſonated 

unuchs ? 

The ſinging, therefore, ſhould be wholly _ to the lyrical part of the en- 
tertainment, which by being freed from a tireſome, unnatural recitative, muſt cer- 
tainly adminifter more reaſonable — A 


38 PREFACE. 


The ſeveral parts of the entertainment ſhould be ſo ſuited to relieve one another, 
as to be tedious in none; and the connexion ſhould be ſuch, that not one ſhoul 
be able to ſubſiſt without the other; like embroidery, ſo fixt and wrought into the 
ſubſtance, that no part of the ornament could be removed, without tearing the 

to 


ſtuff. 
way relative 


wi 
To introduce ſinging and dancing, by head and ſhoulders, no 


the action, does not turn a play into an opera; though that title is promiſ- 


cuouſly given to every farce ſprinkled here and there with a ſong 

The richeſt lace, ridicuouſly ſet on, will make but a fool's t 

| will not take upon me to criticiſe what has appeared of this kind on the En- 

liſh ſtage: we have ſeveral poems under the name of Dramatic Operas by the 

| hands; but in my opinion the ſubjects for the moſt part have been, i 

rly choſen ; Mr. Addiſon's Roſamond, and Mr. Congreve's Semele, though excel- 

t in their kind, are rather maſques, than operas. 

As I cannot help being concerned for the honor of my country, even in the 
minuteſt things, I am for endeavouring to out-do our neighbours in performances 
of all kinds. 

Thus, if the ſplendor of the French opera, and the harmony of the Italian, 
were ſo ſkilfully interwoven with the charms of poetry, upon a regular 
bottom, as to inftruR, as well as to delight, to improve the mind, as well as raviſh 
the ſenſe, there can be no doubt but ſuch an addition would entitle our Engliſh 
opera to the preference of all others. The third part of the encouragement, of 
which we have been ſo liberal to foreigners for a conſort of muſic only, miſ-call'd 
an opera, would more than effect it. 

In the conſtruction of the following Poem, the author has endeavoured to ſet an 
example to his rules; precepts are beſt explained by examples; an abler hand 
might have executed it better. However, it may ſerve for a model to be improved 
upon, when we grow weary of ſcenes of low life, and return to a taſte of more 
generous pleaſures. 

We are reproached by foreigners with ſuch unnatural irregularities in our dra- 
matic pieces, as are ſhocking to all other nations; even a Swiſs has played the 
critic upon us, without conſidering they are as little approved by the judicious in 
our own. A ftranger who is ignorant of the language, and incapable of judging 
of the ſentiments, condemns by the eye, and concludes what he hears to be as extra- 
vagant as what he ſees: When CEdipus breaks his neck out of a balcony, and 
Jocaſta appears in her bed, murdering herſelf and her children, inſtead of moving 
terror, or compaſſion, ſuch ſpectacles only fill the ſpectator with horror: No wonder 
if ftrangers are ſhocked at ſuch fights, and conclude us a nation hardly yet civil- 
ized, that can ſeem to delight in them. —— To remove this reproach, it is much 
to be wiſhed- our ſcenes were leſs bloody, and the ſword and dagger more out of 
faſhion. To make ſome amcnds for this excluſion, I would be leſs ſevere as to the 
rigour of ſome other laws enacted by the maſters, though it is always adviſeable 
— keep as cloſe to them as poſſible; but reformatious are not to be brought about 

at once. . 

It may happen that the nature of certain ſubjects proper for moving the paſſions, 
may require a little more latitude, and then, without offence to the critics, ſure 
there may be room for a ſaving in equity from the ſeverity of the common law of 
Parnaſſus, as well as of the King's Bench. To ſacrifice a principal beauty, upon 
which the ſucceſs of the whole may depend, is being too ſtrictly tied down; in 
ſuch a caſe, /wmm:um Jus may be um tnjuria. | 

Corncille himſelf complains of finding his genius often cramped by his own 
Tules : * There is infinite difference (ſays he) between ſpeculation and practice: 
Let the ſevereſt critic make the trial, he will be convinced by his own experi- 
«& ence, chat upon certain occaſions too ſtrict an adherence to the letter of the law, 

«« ſhall 


and a dance. 


| 
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«« ſhall exclude a bright opportunity of ſhining, or touching the paſſions. Where 


«© the breach is of little moment, or can be contrived to be as it were, impercep 
<< tible in the repreſentation, a gentle diſpenſation might be allowed.” To thoſe 
little freedoms he attributes the ſucceſs of his Cid: But the rigid legiſlators of the 
Academy hardled him ſo roughly for it, that he never durſt make the venture 
again, nor none who have followed him. Thus pinioned, the French Muſe muſt 
always flutter, like a bird with the wings cut, incapable of a lofty flight. 

The dialogue of their tragedies is under the ſame conſtraint as the conftruftion ; 
not a diſcourſe, but an oration; not ſpeaking, but declaiming ; not free, natural, 
and eaſy, as converſation ſhould be, but preciſe, ſet, formal argumenting, pro and 
con, like diſputants in a ſchool. In writing, like dreſs, is it not poſſible to be too 
exact, too ſtarched, and too formal? Pleaſing neghgence I have ſeen: Who ever 
ſaw pleaſing formality ? 

In a word, all extremes are to be avoided. To be a French puritan in the dra- 
ma, or an Engliſh latitudinarian, is taking different paths to be both out of the 
road. If the Britiſa Muſe is too unruly, the French 1s too tame; one wants a curb, 
the other a fur. 

By pleading for ſome little relaxation from the utmoſt ſeverity of the rules, where 
the ſubject may ſeem to require it, I am not beſpeaking any ſuch indulgence for 
the preſent performance : Though the ancients have left us no pattern to follow 
of this ſpecies of tragedy, I perceive, upon examination, that I have been atten- 
tive to their ſtricteſt leſſons. 

The unities are religiouſly obſerved: The place is the ſame, varied only into 
different proſpects by the power of enchantment: All the incidents fall naturally 
Within the very time of repreſentation: The plot is one principal action, and of 
that kind which introduces variety of turns and changes, all — to the ſame 
point: The ornaments and decorations are of a * with it, ſo that one could 
not well ſubſiſt without the other: Every act concludes with ſome unexpected revo- 
lution: Ard in the end, vice is puniſhed, virtue rewarded, and the moral inſtruc- 
tive. 

Rhyme, which 1 would by no means admit into the dialogue of graver tragedy, 
ſeems to me the moſt proper ſtyle for repreſentations of this heroic romantic kind, 
and beſt adapted to accompany muſic. 'The ſolemn language of a haughty tyrant 
will by no means become a paſſionate lover, and tender — require the ſoft- 
eſt colouring. 

The theme muſt govern the ſtyle; every thought, every character, every ſubject 
of a different nature, muſt ſpeak a different language. An humble lover's gentle 
addreſs to his miſtreſs would rumble ſtrangely in the Miltonic dialect; and the ſoft 
harmony of Mr. Waller's numbers would as ill become the mouths of Luciſer and 
Beelzebub. The terrible and the tender, muſt be ſet to different notes of muſic. 

To conclude. This dramatic attempt was the firſt eflay of a very infant Muſe, 
rather as a taſk at ſuch hours as were free from other exerciies, than any way meant 
tor public cntcitaiument : Bat Mr. Betterton having had a caſual fight of it many 
years after it was wiiten, begged it for the ſtage, where it found fo favourable a 
recepiion, as to have an uninterupted run of at leait forty days. The ſeparation 
ot the principal actors which ſuoa followed ; and the introduction of the Italian 
Opera, put a ſtop to its farther appearance. 

Had it been compoſcd at a riper time of life, the faults might have been fewer: 
However, upon reviting it now, at ſo great a diſtance of time, with a cooler 


judgment than the firit conceptions of youth will allow, I cannot abſolutely fay, 
Ser 247 vlc. 


M E N. 
Cxiivs, à Britiſh King, Father to 


Oxz1ana. | 
Cons rax ius, @ Roman Emperor, defigned 
for Marriage with Or1axa. 

Amapis of Gaul, 4 famous Knight 
Adwenturer, in Love with Ox IAN A. 
FLORESTAN, his Companion, in Love with 

Coxis AN DA. 
AxcalAus, à wicked Enchanter, Enemy to 
AMADIS. 


Lucivs, a Reman of the Emperor's Train. 


| 


- 
* 


P ER SONS NA MES 


WO ME N. 


Or1ana, in Love with Au ais, but given 
in Marriage to Cox s TAN TiuUs. 

CorrsanDa, betrothed to FLORESTAN. 

UzxcGanDaA, @ good Enchantreſs, Friend to 
AMaDIs. 

ArCaBoON, Sifter to ArRCalavs. 

DeL1a, an Attendant to URCGCAN DA. 


Troops of Magicians attending the ſeveral Enchanters. Knights and Ladies, Captives. 
Men and Women attending the Britiſh Court. Priefts, or Druids. Romans attending 


Conſtantius. Singers, Dancers, Cc. 


SCENE the King's Palace, and Parts adjacent, inhabited by the different Enchanters, 
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3 > 1 I. 


SCENE I. 


The Curtain riſes to a ſymphony of all ſorts of inſtruments of muſic. The Scene 
repreſents an enchanted grove, adorned and beautified with foumains, ſtatues, &c. 


Uzcanpa and DEL1a performing ſome ſolemn ceremony of Enchantment. 
A full ſtage of fingers and dancers. 


. ———U— 


\ 
URGANDA AND DELIA. The bat*1e near, 
When cowards fear, 
UnGANDA. The drum md trumpet ſounds 3 
OUND, ſound, ye winds, the rened clouds divide, Their courage wurns, 
Fright back the prieſt, and ſave a trembling They ruſh to arms, 
bride, | And brave a thouſand wounds. 
Aſſiſt an injur'd lover's faithful love: c _ 
An injur'd lover's cauſe is worthy Jove. | e N : 
h D By harmony our ſouls »re ſway'd ; 
E L IA. By harmony the world was made. Fed 
Succeſsful is our charm : the temple ſhakes, cond dance. 
The altar nods, th* aſtoniih d prieſt forſakes - -=_ , eos | 
The hallow d ſhrine, ſtarts from the bridegroom's gers ag UN Avance. 
fide, Ai ge Poice. 
Breaks off the rites, and leaves the knot unty d. When with adoriag looks we gaze 
On bright Oriana's heavenly face, 
Un . 5 , 
Ye ſweet ** of * 5 f 9 23 1 ry graces 
bl 
Hither, hither, hither, fly, fly, 1 
And with enchanting notes all magic elſe ſupply. b Celeſtial harmony 
LUS AN DA and DzL1a retire down the ſcene, wwaw- Our raviſh'd hearts leap up to meet 
ing their enchanted rods, as cortinuing the ceremony oo — — — eyes, 
Full Chorus of inflruments and voices. | The muſic of he: eycs, 
Sound the trumpet, touch the lute, — ne 
Strike the lyre, inſpire the flute ; Full Chorus of woices and i» ftruments, as at firſt. 
In 2 
i Sound the trumpet, touch the lute, 
Celeftial harmony * 
All — 1 ·· [ found; Strike the lyre, inſpire the flute; 
Sound the trumpet, ſound. Ys 
al harmony, 
[ Here the Platues leap from their pedeſtals, and form All magic charms are found; 
variety of dances. Sound the trumpet, ſound. 
* Chorus of Singers after the dance. | A third elarce. 
uſic ſo charms, and does ſo ſweetly wound 
That ev'ry ſenſe is raviſh'd with ws Ar N Us AN DA and DEL1a come forward. 
A fingle Voice. Thi fs 4. 22 5 * 
When is care madis, ye gods, approve, 
And we 33 For wiat's a ſoldier's recompence but !ve ? 
The ſhepherd — bis reed ; When forc'd from Britain, call'd to 3:fFanc war, 
He plays a tun- : His vanquith'd heut remaia'd a captive here; 
She ſtops as ſoon Orian?'s eyes that glorious conqueſt made, 
And ftraight they 4 agreed. Nor was his love ungrutetully repaid, 
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DzL1a. 

By Arcabon, like hoſtile Juno, croſt, 
And like /Eneas driv'n from coaſt to coaſt, 
The wand ring hero wou'd return too late, 
Charg'd by Oriana with the crimes of fate : 
Who anxious of neglect, ſuſpecting change, 
Conſults her pride, and meditates revenge. 
UnGANDA. 


Juſt in a moment, when reſentment fires, 
A charming rival tempts, a rugged king requires: 
Love yiclds at laſt, thus combated by pride, 
And ihe ſubmits to be che Roman's bride. 


DzL1aA. 


Did not your art with timely charms provide, 
Oriana were his wife, and not his bride. 


UzGAND A. 

In ancient times, ere chivalry was known, 
The infant world with monſters overgrown, 
Centaurs and giants, nurſt with human blood, 
And dire magicians, an infernal brood, 
Vex'd men and gods: but moſt the fair complain 
Of violated loves, and lovers lain. 

To ſhelter innocence, and injur d right, 

The nations all cle& ſome patron-knight, 

Sworn to be true to love, and flaves to fame, 
And many a valiant chief enrolls his name ; 

By ſhining marks diſtinguiſh'd they app! appear, 

And various orders various en 

Bound by ſtrict oaths, 3 
Not more they ftrive for glory, than the prize ; 
While to invite the toil, the faireſt dame 

Of Britain is the boldeſt champion's claim. 


DE TLIA. 


Of all who in this race of fame delight, 
Brave Amadis is own'd the hardy'ſ knight. 
Nor Theſeus, nor Alcides, ventur'd more, 
Nor he fo fam'd, who, bath'd in monſter's gore, 
Upon his creſted helm the trampled dragon bore. 
UGANDA. 


Ardan, that black enchanter, whoſe dire arts 
Enſlav' d our knights, and broke our virgins hearts, 
Met ſpear to ſpear, his great delivering hand 
Slew the deſtroyer, and redeem'd the land; 

Far from thy breaſt all care and grief remove, 
Oriana's thine, by conqueſt as by love. 
DzL1Aa. 


But Arcabon, of Ardan's blood, 
And Arcalaus, foes alike to good, 
Cluttons in murder, wanton to deſtroy, 
Their fatal arts as impiouſly employ : 
n and ſworn foes 
To Amadis, oppoſe 
Againſt his love and 4 life. * 


Us G AN DA. 


The — oa 
r vengeance to prevent, we thus 

Behold the time, n 
Nor vext with doubt, nor preſt with tyranny. 
The love- ſick hero ſhall from camps remove, 
To reap reward : the hero's pay is love. 

The taſks of glory painful are, and hard, 

But ah! how bleſt, how ſweet is the reward! 


; 
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As flie retires, Chorus of all the voices and inflruments 
repeat 


» 
Sound the trumpet, touch the Jute, 
Strike the lyre, inſpire the flute; 
In harmony, 
Celeſtial harmony, 
All magic charms are found; 
Sound the trumpet, ſound. 


S C E N E hs 
The Sek changes to the inſide of a m Tem- 
King Cxrius, and the Brie Court Men 
and Women magnificently dreſſed in painted Habits, 
after the ancient The Priefts and Druids in 
their _— ſeeming i in Confu +44 reflacing their 
Idols, and ſetting their Altars in Order. T and 
Lightning. In the mean Time CoxsSTANTIUS, 
On1Aana, and CoriSANDA come forward. 


Cons TANTIUS. 


OVERS conſult not ſtars, nor ſearch the ſkies, 
But ſeek their ſentence in their charmer's eyes. 
Careleſs of thunder from the clouds that break, 

My only omens from your looks I take ; 

When my Oriana ſmiles, from thence I date 

My future hope ; and when ſhe frowns, my fate. 


OAIAN A. 


Ceaſe, Prince, the anger of the Gods to move, 
Tis now become a crime to mention love. 
Our holy men interpreting the voice 
Of Heaven in wrath, fore warn th'ill-omen'd choice. 


ConSTANTIUS. 


rules for conſtancy your prieſts deviſe, 
If love and hate muſt vary with your ſkies, 
From ſuch vile ſervitude ſet reaſon free ; 
The Gods in every circumſtance agree 
To ſuit our union, pointing out to me; 
In this right hand the ſceptre that they place, 
For me to guide, was meant for you to grace. 
Thou beſt and faireſt of the beauteous kind, 
Accept that empire which the Gods defign'd, 
And be the charming miſtreſs of mankind. 


Coats AN DA. 


f Nuptials of form, of intereſt, or of ſtate, 
Thoſe ſeeds of pride, are fruitful in debate; 
Let happy men for generous love declare, 
And chooſe the gentle virgin, chaſte and fair : 
Let women to ſuperior fortune born, 

For naked virtue all temptations ſcorn ; 

The charm 's immortal to a gallant mind, 

If gratitude cement whom love has join'd. 
And Providence, not niggardly, but wiſe, 
Here laviſhly beſtows and there denies, 

That by each other's virtue we may riſe. 
Weak the bare tie of Man and Wik: we find, 


But Friend and Benefactor always bind. 


The KIx G advances, followed by Priefls and Train. 
K IN G. 
Our prieſts recover: Twas a holy cheat; 
Lead back the bride, the ceremonies wait. 
OrIANA,. 
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On1niana. 


What Heaven forbids ——— 
KIN S. 


— "Twas ignorance of my will, 
Our Prieſts are better taught: What now is ill, 


OA IAN A. 


Twere impious now to ſuffer him my hand. 
[ Refuſing her hand. 


KIS. 


How dar'ſt thou diſobey, when I command ? 
Mind, mind her not, nor be diſturd'd at tears, 
A counterfeited qualm of bridal fears: 

You 'd ſee, could — © > we 
reieni | the wil iſpatch ; 

— meaning would you look, 

Then read her backward, like a wizard's book. 

Prieſts, to your charge—back to your office go. 


[ Poken with a ftern, 1 air. Priefts Fn 
g bowing as before. 


On1ANA. 

Th' obedience that is due, and which I owe, 
Dread Sir, ſhall ever be obſerved by me; 
It is not to diſpute your high decree 
That thus I kneel, but humbly to implore 
One moment's ſhort ſuipence; I own your power 
And I ſubmit. Grant but this ſmall delay, 
And as the prince decides, Oriana ſhall obey. 

Cons TANTIUS. 

I have no will but what your eyes ordain, 

Deftin'd to love, as they are doom'd to reign. 


KING. [ Afide.] 

Into what hands, ye Gods! have ye 'd 
Your world ? Are theſe the maſters of mankind ? 
Theſe ſupple Romans teach our women ſcorn ; 

I thank ye, Gods, that I'm a Briton born. 
[ To them. ] Agree theſe trifles in a ſhort debate; 
No more delays, I am not us'd to wait. 


[King Cxi1vs retires back into the Temple. 


Ortana, Coxs TAN Tius, and CorlSANDA, 
after a liert pauſe. 
O RIAN A. 


Vour ſtars and mine have choſen you, to prove 
The nobleſt way how generous men ſhould love; 
All boaſt their flames, but yet no woman found 
A paſſion, where ſelf-love was not the ground. 
Slaves we are made, by falſe pretences caught, 
The Briton in my ſoul diſdains the thought. 


Cons TANTIUS. 


So much, ſo tenderly your ſlave adores, 
He has no thought of happineſs, but yours, 


| 


| 
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On1AaNna. 

Vows may be feign'd, nor ſhall mere words prevail, 
I muſt have proofs, but proofs that cannot fail. 
By arms, by honor, and by all that 's dear 
To heroes, or expecting lovers, ſwear. 

Cons TANTIUS. 

Needs there an oath ! and can Ori ana ſay, 
Thus I command, and doubt if I Il obey. 

, Orn1AaNnaA. 

Prepare then, Prince, to hear a ſecret told, 
Which ſhame would ſhun, and bluſhing I unfold, 
8 cowards will grow bold: 
Know—then—I love. 


Co NS TAN TITUS. [Eagerly] 

Can you command deſpair, yet love confeſs ? 
And curſe with the ſame breath with which you bleſs ? 
Onan a [Diſdeinfully putting him off ] 

Miſtake me not—that I do love is true, 
But flatter not yourſelf, it is not you. 
ConsTANnTIUs. [Starting.] 
Forbid it, Gods ! recal the fatal breath 
Which ſpoke that word, the ſound is inſtant death. 
OnlAaNna. 8 
Too late to be recall'd, or to deny, ? 


— 


— 


I own the fatal truth —if one muſt die, 
You are the judge; ſay, is it you——or 1? 


Menger from the Temple. 
Mz$SENXGER. 
The King is much difpleas'd at this delay. 
Coxs TAN Tius, walking about in a Paſſion. 
ConSTANTIUS. 
And let him wait, while tis my will to ſtay. 
OAIANA. 
Bear back a gentler anſwer : we ll obey. 
[Exit Meſſenger. 
Cons TANTIUS. 
Hence every ſound that's either ſoft, or kind; 
O for a war like that within my mind ! 
Say, flatterer, ſay, ah! fair deluder, ſpeak, 
Antwer me this, ere yet my heart ſhall break; 
Since thus engag'd, you never could intend 
Your love, why was I flatter'd with your hand? 
Orn1lAaNA. 


To what a Father and a King thinks fit, 
A Daughter and a Subject muſt ſubmit. 
Think not from tyranny that love can grow; 
I am aflave, and you have made me fo. | 
Thoſe chains which duty hath put on, remove ; 
Slaves may obey, but they can never love. 


ConSTANTIUS. 

Cruel Oriana, much you wrong my flame, 
To think that I could lay fo harſh a claim. 
Love is a ſubje& to himſelf alone, 

And knows no other empire but his own ; 
No ties can bind, which from conſtraint ariſe, 
Where either 's forc'd, all obligation dies. 

O fatal law ! requiring to reſign 

The object lov'd ; or hated, keep her mine. 


Or1IANA. 


46 
Oniana. [| Sothingly.] 

Accuſe me not of hate; with equal eyes 

I judge your merit, and your virtue prise: 

Friendſhip, efteem, be yours; bereft before 

Of all my love, what can I offer more ? 

Your rival's image in your worth I view, 

And wh! I lov'd in him, eſteem in you; 

Had your complaint been firſt, it might have mov'd ; 

He then had been eſteem'd, and you belov'd: 

Then blame me not, ſince what decides your fate, 

Is that you pleaded laſt, and came too late. 


ConisANDA. 


Hard fre of merit! Fortune holds the ſcale, 
And ftill throws in the weight that muſt prevail! 
Your rival is not of more charms 9 
A grain of be*ter luck has made him bleſt. 


CoxsTANTIVs. [ Afide.] 

To love, and ve the power to poſſeſs, 
And yet reſ;2n, can Nature yield to this: 
Shi Nature, erring from her firſt command, 
Seif-preſervaticn, fall by her own hand? 
By her ovn act, the ſprings of life deſtroy, 
The principles, and being of her joy? 
Tormenting thought ! Can Nature 
Bleflings obtain'd, by curſing thoſe we love, 
Poſſeſſing, ſhe is Ioft—renouncing—l— 
Where s then the doubt Die, die, Conſtantius die. 
Honour, and Love, ye tyrants, I obey, 
Where-ec'er your cruel call directs my way; 
To ſhame, to chains, or to a certain grave, 
Lead on, unpitying guides—behold your ſlave. 


Or1iANA. 


Though love be wanting to relieve your care, 
Glory may make amends, with fame in war ; 
Honour 's the nobleſt chace, purſue that game, 
And recompenſe the loſs of love with fame; 
If ſtill againft ſuch aids your love prevails, 
Yet abſence is a cure that never fails. 


ConsTANTIUS. 
T 


yrannic Honour! what amends canſt thou 
E'er make my heart, by flattering my brow ? 
Vain race of fame, unleſs the conqueſt prove 
In ſearch of beauty, to conclude in love. 
Frail hope of aids! for time or chance to give, 
That love, which, ſpite of cruelty, can live 
From your diſdain, fince no relief I find, 
J muſt love abſent, whom I love unkind ; 
Though ſeas divide us, and though mountains part, 
That fatal form will ever haunt my heart. 
O dire reverſe of hope, which I endure, 
From ſure poſſeſſion, to deſpair as ſure ! 
Farewell, Oriana—yet, ere I remove, 
Can you refuſe one tear to bleeding love ? 
Ah! no, take heed—turn, turn thoſg eyes away, 
The charm 's ſo ſtrong, I ſhall for ever ſtay. 
Princeſs, rejoice—for your next news ſhall be, 
Conftantius dies to ſet Oriana free. 

[ Exeunt ſeverally. 
END OF THE FI1Rs$ST ACT, 


| 
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II. 
SCENE I. 


£ a 4a -— _ aa &4 EaAwwa 


The Scxnrx, a thick nde Forefl, the Trees loaded 
with military Enfigns and Trophies. A rich Pa- 
wilicn makes the Point of View at the furthe# 
End. 


ARCALAUS and ARCABON. 


ARrRCALAUS. 


— > ſay—whence ſuch replies as 
theſe ? 


1 hou anſwer'ſt Love, I ſpeak of Amadis. 


ARCABON. 

Swifily he paſs'd, and, as in ſport purſu'd 
The ſavage herd, and, ſcower'd through the wood ; 
Tigers and wolves in vain his ſtroke withſtand, 
Cut down, like poppies, by the reaper's hand; 
Like Mars he look'd, as terrible and ſtrong ; 
Like Jove, majeſtic; like Apollo, young; 
With all their attributes divinely grac'd, 
And ſure their thunder in his arm was plac'd. 


ARrCALAUS. 
Who paſs'd ? who look's ? 


ARCABON. 


Ah! there 's the fatal wound, 
Which tears my heart-ſtrings—but he ſhall be found; 
Yes, ye infernals, if there 's power in art, 

Theſe arms ſhall hold him, as he graſps my heart. 
Shall I, who can draw down the moon, and keep 
The ſtars confin'd, enchant the boiſt'rous deep? 

Bid Boreas halt, make hills and foreſts move, 

Stall I—— 


ARCALAUS. 


he made a whining foo! to love? 
Suſpend theſe follies, and let rage ſurmount, 
A brother's death requires a ſtrict account; 
To-day, to-day, perhaps this very hour, 
This moment, now, the murth'rer 's in our power. 
Leave love in cottages and cells to reign, 
With nymphs obſcure, and with the lowly ſwain; 
Who waſte their days and ſtrength in ſuch ſhort joys, 
Are fools, who barter life and fame for toys. 


ARCABON. 


z They 're fools who preach we waſte our days and 
ſtrength, 

What is a life, whoſe only charm is length ; 

Give me a life that 's ſhort, and wing'd with joy, 

A life of love, whoſe minutes never cloy : 

What is an age in dull renown drudg'd o'er ? 

One little fingle hour of love is more. 


An attendant enters haſtily, and whiſpers Arcalaus. 


ARCALAUS. 


See it perform'd—and thou ſhalt be, 


Black miniſter of hella God to me. 
[ Attendant flies away thraugh the A 
He 
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He comes, he comes, juſt ready to be caught, 
Here Ardan fell, here, on this fatal ſpot 


Our brother dy'd ; here flow'd that precious gore, 
The purple flood, which cries aloud for more: 
Think on that image, ſee him on the ground, 
His life and fame both bury'd in one wound : 
Think on the murtherer, with inſulti ag pride 
Tearing the weapon from his bleeding ide: 

Oh think——— 


ARrCABOX. 


What need theſe bloody images to move ? 
Revenge Iwill; and would ſecure my love: 
Why ſhould I of a frailty ſhameful be, 
From which no mortal yet was ever free; 
Not fierce Medea, miſtreſs of our art, 
Nor Circe, nor Calypſo ſcap'd the ſmart. 
If hell has power, both paſſions I will pleaſe, 
My vengeance and my love ſhall both have eaſe. 
Lead on, magician, make revenge ſecure, 
My hand 's as ready, and ſhall firike as fure. 

| [Toy go off. 
OrlAaxaA and ConisAN DA irg from the wiver 
Part of the Scene. 
OxIAN A. 

Thrice happy they, who thus in ſilent groves, 
From courts retic'd, pofteſs their peaceful loves. 
Of royal maids. how wretchel 1s he fate, 

Born only to be victims of the ſtate ; 

Our hopes, our withes, all our paſſions ty'd 
For public uſe : the ſi ves of others pride. 
Here let us wait th' event, on which alone 


Depends my peace, I tremble till tis known, 
Cor is AN DA. 


So generous this Emperor's love does ſeem, 
JTwould juftify a change, to change for him. 
ORIANA. | 
Alas! thou know'ſt not men, their oaths, and arts 
Of feigning truth, with treaſon in their hearts. 
Who now *s ador'd, may the next hour diſpleaſe, 
At firſt their cure, and after their diſeaſe. 
[ Fluri of Mufic as in the Foreſt. 


CorisANDA. 


Oft we have heard ſuch airy ſounds as theſe 
Salute us as we paſs. 


Enter ſeveral of Arcalaus* Magicians fingirg and 
dancing, repreſenting Shepberds, Siepherdeſjes, and 


P.ijans. 
A Stepherd, ſinging. 
Follow ye nymphs and ſhepherds al!, 
Come celebrate the feſtival, 
And merrily fing, and ſport, and play, 
For 'tis Oriana's nuptial day. 


[4 Dance of Shepherds and Sietherceſies. Then a 
Shepherdeſs addreſſing to Oriana, fings.] 

Queen of Britain, and of love, 

Be happy as the bleſt above; 

Graces numberleſs attend thee, 

The Gods as many bleſſings ſend thee : 

Be happy as the bleſt above, 

Queen of Eiitain, and of love. 


* 


_—_— 
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Paiſant. 
Oz1axa. 


erous nuptials ! that fill every breaſt ' 
With joy, but only hers who ſhould be bleſt. 


CortSANDA. 
Sure ſome magician keeps his revek here: 
Princeſs, retire, there may be danger near. 
[Flouriſh of ſeſt Muſic at a Parte. 
On IAN A. 


What danger in ſuch gentle notes can be ? 


Thou friend to love, thrice powerful harmony, 
P11 follow thee, play on. 


Muſic *s the balm of love, it charms deſpair, 
Suſpends the ſmart, and ſoftens every care. 
{ Excunt dowon the Scene, following the Mufi-. 


Arcalaus ertors, woith an Attendare, chſcerving them as 
they walk down into the Feral. 


ARCALAUS. 


Finiſh the reſt, and then be free as iv. 
My eyes ne'er yet beheld a form fo fair, 
Happy beyond my wiſh, I go to prove 
At once, the joys of ſweet revenge and love. 
[Walks down the Scone after tic. 


Enter AmMADi1s and FLORES TAN. 


AMADI1S. 


Miſtake me not—no—Amadis ſhall dic, , 
If the is pleas'd, but not diſturb her joy; 
Nie honor till engages to requite | 
Falſe miſtreſſes, and friends, with Night for ſhght : 
But if, like mine, the tubborn heart retain 
A wilful tenderneſs, the brave muſt teign, 
In priv te grief, but with a careleſs ſcorn 
In public, ſeem to triumph, not to mourn. 


A rural Dance of 


FLORESTAN. 
Hard is the taſk, in love or grief to feign ; 
When paſſion is fincere, it will complain: 
Doubts vic from rumour riſe, you ſhould ſuſpend. 
From evil tongues what virtue can defend? 
In love, who injures by a raſh diſtruſt, 
Is the aggreſſor, and the firſt unjuſt. 


Au Apis. 
If the is true, why all this nuptial noiſe, 
Still echoing as we paſs her guilty joys ? 
Who to a woman truſts his peace of mind, 
Truſts a frail burk, with a tempeſtuous wind. 
Thus to Ulyſſes, on the Stygian conſt 
Hi; fate enquiring, ſpake Atrides* ghoſt ; 
Of all the plagues with which the world is curſt, 
Of every ill, a woman is the worſt; 
Truſt not a woman.—Well might he adviſe, 
Who periſh'd by his wife's adulteries. 
FroRESTAN. 
Thus in deſpair, what moſt we love, we wrong, 
Not heaven eſcapes the impious Athcift's tongur., 
AMADIS. 


Enticing crocodiles, whoſe tears are deuh, 
Syrens, who murder with enchanting; breath: 


ARrCALAUS. 
Yet pauſe, and be advis'd; avoid thy fate ; | 
Without thy life, my vengeance is complete: | 


Behold thy friend borne to eternal 
Fron Trax. Remember Ardan now, and count thy gains. 
3 — . AMADI1S. 
This angpy Game 3-0 hove 2 mT 0292 Like Ardan's be thy fate, unpitied fall: 
The faultleſs form no ſecret tains diſgrace, 
A beauteous mind unblemiſh'd as her face; Thus I Il at once revenge, and free them all. 
Not painted and adorn'd to varniſh fin, I "=Y 
Without all angel, all divine within ; (Fight, * 2 2 
By truth maintaining what by love ſhe got ; Thank ar che fans Time. ers and Demons 
A heaven without a cloud, a ſun without a ſpot. , under the Stage, while others fly down 
» [ Embracing him. om above, 00 fob ion 
1 * , which the Stage is On a ſudden a F 
Forgive the viſions of my -y worms of contrary 4 K 
Far from the man I ove be ll db pain ade Saw to 4 delightful Vale, Fog a 
end, appearing leaning his Sword, 
herds and 223 who wick 
and Dances, perform the following Enchantment 
Afﬀer ſo many glorious toils, that you | 
Have found a miſtreſs beautiful and true. To be ſung in full Chorus. 
On1ana and ContsanDda. [Without ] Love, creator Love, appear, 
. 
Help, help, oh! Heavens, help ——— A : 
AmMAD1s. A fingle Vice. 
— What cries are theſe ? Love, creator Love, 
4 Parent of heaven and earth, 
EY. Delight of Gods above; 
It ſeem'd the call of Beauty in diſtreſs. To thee all Nature owes her birth ; 
Of favage beafts and men, a monſtrous brood Love, creator Love. 
— Another fingle Voice. 
Om IAN A and CorlSANDA. War ate Gree 
move, 
Help, help ——— Or teems on fertile fields below 
Or ſparkles in the ſkies above, : 
2 Or does in rolling waters flow, 
Again the cry 's renew'd. Spring from the ſeeds which thou doſt ſow, 
Draw both our ſwords, bo” Love, creator Love. 
Th' oppreſs'd have a ſure refuge in the brave 8 
[ _ * Better in love a ſlave to be, 


Oriana and Coriſanda croſs the Stage, purſued bs Than with the wideſt empire free. 


P Arcalaus . 
oy f Daxczx. 
Onr1AanaA and CORrISANDA. 
Help, help | ODE TO DISCORD. 
ParTY. A fingle Voice, 
Purſue, purſue Warn wean, ba Diſcord reigns, 
crofſes : ; The furies he unchains, 
— * Sages fol = n Bids Æolus unbind 
Arcalaus fighting and retreating before Amadis.] The nort] 
ARCALAUS. That fetter'd lay in caves, 
: And root up trees, and plough the plains, 
N- L — fruts and raves, 
| 5 From their deep roots the rocks he tears, 
AMADIS. Whole deluges lets fly, 


Think not my ſword ſhall give the leaſt reprieve, | That 4h againft the fy, 


And ſeem to drown the ftars ; 
8 . rats macro » 


[Floreſtan re-enters retreating before another Party, Blue light*nings ſinge the waves, 
i ſeived, dium, out covied of } | And thunder rends the rock. 
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Then Jove uſurps uſurps his father's crown, 
mortals to aſpire ; 


The father would deſtroy the ſon, 
The ſon dethrones the fire. 

The Titans, to regain their right, 
Prepare to try a ſecond fight, 

Briareus arms his hundred hands, 

And 


And Mars is foil'd by Encelade. 
n 
on, 
T bo — deftin'd wrath conſpire. 
The furies loſe their ſnaky rods, 
And laſh both men and Gods. 


Chorus repeat the la Starza. 
Then Symphony fer Love. 
A fingle Voice. 


But when Love bids Diſcord ceaſe, 
The jarring ſeeds unite in 5 
O the pleaſures paſt ex ! 


He in Britannia fix'd his reign, 
And in Oriana's eyes his throne. 


A full Cnorvus. 


Hail to Love, © 1 >" hl 
Hail to the delicious boy ! 

See the Sun from Love 

Love 's the flame in which he s b 
Hail to Love, the ſofteſt — 
Love and Beauty reign for ever. 


Darcz. 


[ Then to be ſung by a Shepherdeſs addreſſing herſelf 
to Amadis.] 


Now mortal prepare, 
For thy fate is at hand; 


Who rules from the ſkies 
To the centre. 
Now mortal prepare, 
For thy fate is at hand ; 
Now mortal prepare, 
And ſurrender 


Cuno us repeat, 
Now mortal prepare, &c. 


During the Chorus, Oriana appears riſing from nnder 
the « repoſed upon a Machine ny a 
Bed of Flowers. The Chorus ended, ſpe riſes, and 
comes forward. ] 


| 
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Onrana. 
In what enchanted regions am I loſt ? 
Am] alive ? or wander here a ghoſt ? 
Art thou too dead ?— 
[ Starting at the fight of Amadis. 


AMADIS. 


Where-e'er you are, the realms of bliſs muſt be; 
I ſee my Goddeſs, and 'tis heaven to ſee. 


* 3 


Stand off, and give me way——— 
On fAN A. 
— No, keep him there, 
Th' I traitor, let him not come nem: 


Convey the wretch where Siſyphus atones 

For crimes enormous, and where Tityus groans, 
With robbers, and with murth'rers let him 
Immortal pains—for he has murder'd love. 


AMADIS. 
Have I done this 
On1anxa. 


Baſe and perfidious man ! 
Let me be heard, and anſwer if you can. 
Was it your love, when trembling by your ſide 
I wept, and I implor'd, and almoſt dy'd, 
Urging your ſtay: Was it your love that bore 
Your faithleſs veſſel from the Britiſh ſhore ? 
What ſaid I not, upon the fatal night, 

When you avow'd your meditated flight ? 
Was i your love that prompted you to parts 
To leave me dying, and to break my heart ? 
See whom you fled, inhuman and ingrate, 
Repent your folly—but repent too late. 


AMADIS. 


Miſtaken Princeſs ; by the ſtars above, 
The powers below, and by immortal Jove 
Unwilling and compell'd——— 


IIs. 


Unwilling and compell'd ! vain, vain pretence 
For baſe neglect, and cold — 
Was it your love, when by thoſe ſtars above, 
Thoſe below, and that immortal Jove, 
You vow'd, before the firſt revolving moon, 
You would return Did you return? The ſun 
Thrice round the circled globe was ſeen to move, 
You neither came, nor ſent—was this your love ? 


* 


AMADIS. 


Thrice has that ſun beheld me on your coaſt, 
By tempeſts beaten, and in ſhipwrecks loſt. 


Or1aNa. 


And yet you choſe thoſe perils of the ſea, 
Of rocks, and ftorms—or any thing—but me. 
The raging ocean, and the winter wind, 
Touch'd at my paſſion, with my wiſhes join'd, 
No image, but of certain fate, appear'd, 
Leſs I your abſence, than your danger, fear'd ; 
In vain they threaten'd, and I ſued in vain, 
More deaf than ſtorms, more cruel than the main; 
Na 
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No prayer, nor gentle meſſage could prevail 
To wait a calmer ſky, or ſofter gale; 

You brav'd the danger, and deſpis'd the love, 
Nor death could terrify, nor paſſion move. 


AMADIS. 
Of our paſt lives, the pleaſure, and the pain, 


Fix'd in my ſoul, for ever ſhall remain; 

Recall more gently my unhappy ſtate, 

And charge my crime, not on my choice, but fate : 
In mortal breaſt, ſure, honor never wag'd 

So dire a war, nor love more fiercely rag'd : 

You ſaw my torment, and you knew my heart, 

»T was infamy to ſtay, was death to part. 


OrIAXA. 


In vain you d cover, with the thirſt of fame, 
And honor*s call, an odious traitor's name: 
Could honor ſuch vile perfidy approve ? 
Is it no honor to be true to love; 
O Venus! parent of the Trajan race, 
In Britain too, ſome remnants found a place; 
From Brute deſcending in a line direct, 
Within theſe veins thy favourite blood reſpect; 
Mother of love, by men and Gods rever'd, 
Confirm theſe vows, and let this prayer be heard. 
The Briton to the Gaul henceforth ſhall bear 
Immortal hatred, and eternal war 
Kor league, nor commerce, let the nations know, 
But ſeeds of everlaſting diſcord grow; 
With fire and ſword the faithleſs race purſue, 
This vengeance to my injur'd love is due: 
Riſe from our aſhes ſome avenging hand, 
To curb theſe tyrants, and invade their land ; 
Waves fight with waves, and ſhores with ſhores engage, 
And let our ſons inherit the ſame rage. 


AMADIS. 
Might I be heard one word in my defence 
Ox tAN A. 


No, not a word. What ſpecious forc'd 
Would you invent, to gild a weak defence ? 
To falſe Æneas, when twas given by fate 
To tread the paths of death, ani view the Stygian ſtate, 
Forſaken Dido was the firſt that ſtood 
To ftrike his eye, her boſom bath'd in blood 
Freſh from her wound : Pale horror and affright 
Seiz'd the falſe man, confounded at the ſight, 
Trembling he gaz'd, and ſome faint words he ſpoke, 
Some tears he ſhed, which, with diſdainſul look, 
Unmov'd ſhe heard, and ſaw, nor heeded more 
Than the firm rock, when faithleſs tempeſts roar, 
With one laſt look, his falſeneſs ſhe upbraids, 
Then ſullenly retires, and ſeeks eternal ſhades. 
Lead me, O lead me where the bleeding Queen, 
With juſt reproaches loads perfidious men, 
Baniſh'd from joy, from empire, and from light, 
In deuh involve me, and in endleſs night, 

But keep—that odious object trom my ſight. 


Enter ARCALAUS. 


; 


ARCALAUS. 


With her laſt words, ſhe ſign'd his dying breath, 
Convey him ſtraight to tortures, ard to death, 
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AMADIS. 
Let me not periſh with a traitor's name, 
Naked, unarm'd, and fingle as I am; 
ARCALAUS. 


Hence to his fate the valiant boaſter bear. 
Sinks under the Stage with kim. 

For him, let our infernal prieſts prepare 
Their knives, their cords, and altars—but for her 
Soft beds, and flowery banks, and fragrant bowers, 
Muſic, and ſongs, and all thoſe melting powers 
With which love ſteals on hearts, and tunes the mind 
To tenderneſs and yieldin | 
Superior charms, enchant us to be kind. [ Exit. 


The AF concludes Tvith dancing. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 


" To " Rs © 
SCENE I. 


ARCALAUS, and ARCABON, meeting. 
ARCALAUS, 

1 9 as after darkneſs chearful light, 

Or to the weary wanderer downy night: 

Smile, ſmile, my Arcabon, for ever ſmile, 

And with thy gayeft looks reward my toil, 

That ſullen air but ill becomes thee now, 

Seeſt thou not glorious conqueſt on my brow ? 

Amadis, Amadis 
ARCABOX. 

Dead, or in chains? Be quick in thy reply. 

ARCALAUS. 


He lives, my Arcabon, but lives to die. 
The gnawing vulture, and the reſtleſs wheel, 
Shall be delight, to what the wretch ſhall feel. 


ARCABON. 


Goddeſs of dire revenge, Erinnys, riſe, 
With pleaſure grace thy lips, with joy thy eve: 3 
Smile like the Queen of Love, and ſtrip the rocks 
Of pearls and gems, to deck thy jetty locks ; 
With chearful tunes diſguiſe thy hollow throat, 
And emulate the lark and linnet's note; 

Let Envy's ſelf rejoice, Deſpair be gay, 
For Rage and Murder ſhall triumph to-day. 
ARCALAUS. 

Ariſe, O Ardan, from the hollow womb 
Of earth, ariſe, burſt from thy brazen tomb, 
Bear witneſs to the vengeance we prepare, 
Rejoice, and reſt for ever void of care. 

ARCABON. 


Pluto, ariſe, infernal king, releaſe 
Thy tortur'd ſlaves, and let the damn's have peace, 


ARxCALAT. 


But double all their pains on Amaiis. 


Ar cat Avus. 
Mourn all ye heavens, above yon azure plairi 
Let grief abound, and lamentation reign, 
The Thunderer with tears bedew his Sky, 
For Amadis, his champion s doom'd to die. 
An c AWO. 

Death be my care; for to compleat his woe, 
The flave ſhall periſh by a woman's blow ; 
Thus each by turns ſhall his dire vow fulfil, 
'T was thine to vanquiſh, and tis mine to kill. 
AnRCALAUS. 


So look'd Medea, when her rival bride, 

Upon her nuptial day, conſuming dy d: 

O never more let love diſguiſe a face 

By rage adorn'd with ſuch triumphant grace. 
Ancaror. 

In ſweet revenge inferior joys arc loſt, ' 
And Love lies ſhipwreck'd on the ſtormy coaſt ; 
Rage rules all other paſſions in my breaſt, 

And ſwelling like a torrent, drowns the reſt. 
Should this curs'd wretch, whom moſt my ſoul abhors, 
Prove the dear man, whom moſt my ſoul adores, 
Love ſhould in vain defend him with his dart, 
Through all his charms Id ſtab bim to the heart. 

[ Exeunt. 


. 


Enter Cx Ltus, CoxsTAxT1vs, Lucius a Roman, 
and a numerous Attendance of Britons. 


K1XG. 

From contracts ſign'd, and articles agreed, 
With Britiſh faith it ſuits not to recede : 
How may the world interpret ſuch neglect, 
And on her beauty, or her fame, reflec ? 
Roman, conſider well what courſe you run, 
Reſolve to be my priſoner, or my ſon. 

If this ſounds rude, then know, we Britons ſlight 
Thoſe ſupple arts which foreigners delight, 
Nor ſtand on forms to vindicate our right. 
Lucivs. 
Happy extremity ! now, Prince, be bleſt, 
Of all you love, and all you wiſh poſſeſt; 
No cenſure you incur, conftrain'd to chooſe, 
Poſſuſt at once of pleaſure, and excuſe. 


CoxsSTANTIUS. 


If for myſelf alone 1 would poſſeſs, 
"T were ſenſual joy, and brutal happineſs. 
When moſt we love, embracing and embrac'd, 
The particle ſublime of bliſs, is plac'd | 
In raptures that we feel the raviſh'd charmer taſte. 
Oriana, o certain death it be, ok 
I'll keep my word—1 Il die, or ſet thee free. 
Haſte, Lucius, haſte, ſound loud our trumpets, call 
Our guard to arms, though few, they re Romans all. 
Now tremble, ſavage King, a Roman hand 
—_ ne er be bound, that can a ſwor! command. 

ot. V. 


| 
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As they go . re-enter King Cz11vs, attended 
as before. 
Kixs. 


Not to be found ! ſhe muſt, ſhe ſhall be found ; 
Diſperſe our parties, ſea ch our kingdoms round; 
Follow Conſtantius, ſeize him, torture, kill; 
Traitor ! what I can have, I will. 
Well have thy Gods, O Rome! ſecur'd thy peace, 
Planted behind ſo many lands and ſeas, 

Or thou ſhouldſt feel me, city, in thy fall, 
More dreadful than the Samnite, or the Gaul. 
But to ſupply and recompenſe this want, 
Hear, O ye guardians of our iſle, and grant 
That wrath may riſe, and ftrife immortal come 
Betwixt the Gods of Britain, and of Rome. 
[Execunt. 


S CS NE ML 


The Scene _ to 4 Scene of Tombs and Dunnreons, 

Men and Women chamed in Rows, ofpofite to ene 
anther. In the Front of the Caftives, Floreſtan 
and Coriſanda. A cent Morumert erefied 
to the Memory of Ardan, with this Inſcription in 
large Letters of Gold : 


REveEexcGcer 1s vow'n, REST QUIST, 
GENTLE SHADE, 

Tur LIVING SHALL BE RESTLESS 
£7 a 5 3 F + * 


A Guard of Demons. Plaintive Muſic. 


To be ſung by a captive King. 
Look down, ye Powers, look down, 
. And caſt a pitying eye 
Upon a monarch 's miſery. 
Look down, look down, 
Avenge, avenge, avenge 
Affronted Majeſty. 
1 who but now on thrones of gold, 
Gave les to kingdoms uncontroul'd, 
To empire born, 
From empire torn, 
A wretched ſlave, 
A wretched ſlave, 
Am now of ſlaves the ſcorn. 
Alas ! the ſmiles of Fortune prove 
As variable as womens love. 


By a captive Lover. 
The happieſt mortals once were we, 
1] lov'd Myra, Myra me; 
Exch defirous of the bleſſing, 
Nothing wanting but paſſeſſing; 
Ile d Myra, Myra me, 
The happieſt mortals once were we. 


But fince cruel Fates diſſever, 
Torn from love, and torn for ever, 
Tortures end me, 
Death befriend me: 
Of all pains, the greateſt pain, 
Is to love, and love in vain. 
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By a captive Libertine. 
Plague us not with idle ſtories, 
Whining loves, and ſenſeleſs glcries ; 
What are lovers, what are Kings ? 
What at beſt but ſlaviſh things? 


Free I liv'd, as Nature made me, 
No proud Beauty durſt invade me, 
No rebellious ſlaves betray'd me, 
Free I liv'd, as nature made me. 


Each by turns, as ſenſe inſpir'd me, 
Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, fir d me; 
] alone have loſt true pleaſure ; 
Freedom is the only treaſure. 


Chrrus of Demons. 
Ceaſe ye ſlaves, your fruitleſs grieving, 
No, no, 
The Powers below 
No pity know; 
Ceaſe, ye ſlavea, your fruitleſs griev ing. 


A Dance of Dæ mos inſulting the Priſoners. 


FLonESTAR to CorltcANDA. 
To taſte of pain, and yet to gaze on thee, 
To meet, and yet to mourn, but ill agree. 
Well may the brave contend, the wiſe contrive, 
In vain againſt their ſtars the deftin'd ſtrive. 


ConrliSANDA. 


So to th* appointed grove the feather'd pair 
Fly chirping on, unmindful of the ſnare, 
Purſuing love, and wing'd with z:n0cous thought, 
The wanton couple in one toil are caught, 

In the ſ:me cage in mournful notes complain 


Of the ſame fate, and curſe perfidious man. 


ACaryTIivE. 


O Heavens, take pity of our pains, 
Death is a milder fate than chains. 


IA Flourifh of Inſtruments of Horror. Arcabon deſcends 
in a Clariot darum through the Air by Dragons, 
guarded by infernal Spirits, She alights and comes 
forward, armed with a Dagger in ber Hand.] 


AtCABON. 


Your vows have reach'd the Gods, your chains and 
breath 
Have each the ſame date 
Prepare for freedom, for I bring you death. 
He who ſo oft has ſcap'd th' aſſaults of hell, 
Whom yet 2 charms could bind, no force could 
quell, 

By whom ſo many bold enchanters fell, 
Amadis, Amadis, this joyful day, 
Your guardian Deity 's himſelf our prey. 
From all their dungeons let our captives come, 
Idle ſpectators of their hero's doom. 


LFlerriſi of loud Irfliruments of divers S:rts. Other 
Durge::1s open, and diſcover more Caf tives. Ama- 
dis chained to an Aitar, infernal Priefts en each Side 
of him woith Knives up- 1e ready for the Sacrißce. 
* advarciug haftily ts flab him, 

2 


farts and 


— 
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Anm cao. 
Thou dy'ſ. What ſtrange and what reſiſtleſe charm, 
With ſecret force, arreſts my lifted arm ? 
What art thou, who with more than magic art, 
Doſt make my hand unfaithful to my heart? 


AMADI1S. 
One, who diſdaining mercy, ſues to die; 
I aſk not life, for life were cruelty. 
Of all the wretched, ſearch the world around, 
A more never can be found ; 
Let looſe thy rage, like an avenging God, 
Fain would my ſoul encumber'd, caſt her load. 


Arcanon. [ Afide.] 
In every line and feature of that face, 
The dear enchanter of my foul I trace: 
My brother ! had my father too been ſlain, 
The blood of my whole race ſhould plead in vain. 
The ties of nature do but weakly move, 
The ſtrongeſt tic of nature, is in love. 


t AMADI1S. 


O Floreſtan ! I ſee thoſe chains with ſhame, 
Which I could not — ſtain to Fame 

O Honour loſt for ever ! Theſeus fell, 

But Hercules remain'd uncunquer d till, 

And freed his friend What man could do—I did, 
Nor was I overpower'd, but betray'd. 

O my lov'd friend! with better grace we ſtood 

In arms repelling death, wading in blood 

To victorĩes ; the manly limb that trod 

Firm and ere, beneath a treble load 

Of ponderous mail, theſe ſhameful bonds diſdains, 
And ſinks beneath th' inglorious weight of chains. 
na 

FLORESTAN. 


Where ſhall the brave and good for refuge run, 
When to be virtuous, is to be undone ? 


ARCABOK. 
He ſpoke—and every accent to my heart 


| Gave a freſh wound, and was another dart : 


He weoeps ! but reddening at the tears that fall, 

Is it for theſe ? Be quick and free them all. 

Le every captive be releas'd from chains: 

How is it that 1 love, if he complains ? 

Hence every grief, and every anxious care, 

Mix with the ſeas and winds, breed tempeſts there : 
Strike all your ftrings, to joyful meaſures move, 
And every voice ſound Liberty and Love. 


[ Flour;ſh of all the Muſic; the Chains at once fall off 
from all the Captives, Arcabon frees Amadis der- 
fe} | 

Corus of all the Captives. 

Liberty! Liberty! 
A ſingle Voice. 

Arm, arm, the generous Britons cry, 
Let us live fee, or let us die; 
Trumpets ſounding, banners flying, 
Braving tyrants, chains defying, 
Arm, arm, the generous Britons cry, 
Let us live fre2, or let us dic; 

Liberty ! Liberty ! 
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Chorus repcat, 
Liberty ! Liberty ! 
Anotter fingle Voice. 
Happy iſle, all joys poſſeſſing, 
Clime reſembling heaven above, 
Freedom tis that crowns thy bleſſing, 
Land of Liberty and Love ! 


When thy nymphs, to cure complaining, 
Set themſelves and lovers free, 


In the blefling of obtaining, 
Ah! how ſweet is Liberty 


Dance of Captiver, expreſſing J'y for Liberty: 


[Arcabon having freed Amadis, they come forward to- 
gether ; the reft. handing in Rows on each Side of the 
Theatre, bowing as they adwance. ] 


ArCABON. 


When rage, like mine, makes ſuch a ſudden pauſe, 
Methinks *twere eaſy to divine the cauſe : 
The dulleſt warrior, in a lady's face, 
The ſecret meaning in a bluſh may trace, 
When ſhort-breath'd ſighs, and catching glances, ſent 
From dying eyes, reveal the kind intent. 
Let glory ſhare, but not poſſeſs you whole, 
Love is the darling tranſport of the ſoul. 


AMADI1S. 


The Lords of Fate, who all our lots decree, 
Have deftin'd Fame, no other chance for me; 
My ſullen ſtars in that rough circle move; 
The happy only are reſerv'd for love. 


ARCABON. 

The ſtars which you reproach, my art can force, 
I can direct them to a kinder courſe : 
Truſt to my charms, the preſent time improve, 
Select and precious are the hours of love. 
Unguarded ſee the virgin treaſure ſtand, 
Glad of the theft, to court the robber's hand ; 
Honour, his wonted watch no longer keeps, 


Seize quickly, ſoldier, while the dragon ſleeps. 
AMADIS. 


Enchanting are your looks, leſs magic lies 
In your myſterious art, than in your eyes; 
Such melting language claims a ſoft return, 
Pity the hopeleſs flames in which I burn; 
Faſt bound already, and not free to chooſe, 
I prize the bleſſing fatcd to refuſe. 


ARCABON, [ fide. ] 


Thoſe formal lovers be for ever curſt, \ 
Who fetter'd free-born love with honour firſt, 
Who through fantaſtic laws are virtue's fools, 

And 2gainſt nature will be ſlaves to rules. 
[7s Am.] Your captive friends have freedom from 
this hour, 
Rejoice for hem, but for thvyſ-1f much more: 
Sublimer bleſſings are reſerv'd for thee, 
Whom love avites to be poſſeſs'd of me. 
The ſhipwreck'd Greeks caſt on Aus ſhore, 
Wrh trembling ſteps the dubicus coaſt explore, 
Who firft arrive, in vain for pity plead, 
zanstorm' d to beaſts, à vile and monſtrous breed; 
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But when Ulyſſes with ſuperior mein 

Approach'd the throne where ſat th* enchantreſs Queen, 
Pleas'd with a preſence that invades her charms, 

She takes the bold advent'rer in her arms, 

Up to her bed ſhe leads the conqu' ror on, 

Where he enjoys the daughter of the ſun. 


Sie leads Amadis out, Floreſt an and Coriſanda, ard 
the releaſed Captives any remain. Floreſtaa 2 Co- 
riſanda run into each other's Arms. ] 


FLoORESTAN. 


In this enchanting circle let me be, 
For ever and for ever bound with the, 


CorlSANDA. 


Soul of my ſoul, and charmer of my heart, 
From theſe embraces lei us never part. 


F Lon ES TAN. 

Never, O never—in ſome ſafe retreat, 
Far from the noiſe and tumulrs of the great, 
Secure and happy on each other's breaſt, 
Within each other's arms we 'll ever reſt ; 
Thoſe eyes ſhill make my days ſerene and bright, 
Theſe arms, thus circling round me, bl-f: the night. 

[ Exernt Flor. and Cor. 


[ The remaining Captives expreſs te. Foy for Liberty 
by firing and dercing. 
Claris of all the Cat es together. 


To Fortune give immortal praiſe, 
Fortune depoſes, and can raiſe ; 
Fortune the captives chains does break, 
And brings defp-iring exiles back; 
However low this hour we fall, 

One lucky moment may mend all. 


The Act concludes with a Variety of Dances, 


SS WF. FW WANG ST Ts 


. 
SCENE I. 
ARCABON and ARCALAUS. 


ARCALAUS. 


F women tyrant: *tis the common dnom, 
Each h:ughtily ſets out in beauty's bloom, 
ill late repenting, to redeem the paſt, 
You turn abandon'd proftitutes at laſt. 


ARCABOS. 


Who hate declares, is ſure of hate again; 
Rage begets rage, diſdain provokes dif ' in: 
Why, why, alas ! ſhould love leſ; mutual prove? 
Why is not love return'd with equal love ? 


IV. 


A caAl. Aus. 


Bleſſings when cheap, or certain, v deſpiſe; 
From ſure poſſeſſion what dere can rife ? 
Love, like 2mbi-i5n, die: ss enjoy d, 
By doubt provok'd, by certain'y defiroy'd. 
ArRCABON, 


— 
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Ake Abox. 


To govern love, alas ! what woman can? 
Yet 'tis an eaſy province for a man. 
Why am I then of hope abandon'd quite? 
There is a cure—I d aſk it—if I might. 
Forgive me, brother, if I pry too far, 
Ive learnt my rival is your pris ner here; 
If that be truce ——_— 


ARCALAUS- 
What thence would you infer ? | Surlily. 
Ac ASK. 


What but her death When Amadis is free 
From hopes of her—there may be hope for me. 


ArRCALAUS. 


Thou cloud to his bright Juno—Fool—ſhall he 
Who has lov'd her, ever deſcend to thee ? 


AnxCABON., 


Much vainer fool art thou———where are thoſe 
charms 
That are to tempt a Princeſs to thy arms? 
Thou Vulcan to Oriana's Mar 


ARxRCALAUS. 

But yet 
This Vulcan has that Mars within his net. 
Your council comes too late, for tis decreed, 
To make the woman ſure, the man ſhall bleed. 


[Exit ruh. 
ARrCABOX. 


Firſt periſh thou; earth, air, and ſeas, and ſky, 
Confounded in one heap of chaos lie, 
And every other living creature die. 
I buan, I burn; the ſtorm that's in my mind 
Kindles my heart, like fires provok'd by wind: 
Love and reſentment, wiſhes and diſdain, 
Blow all at once, like winds that plough the main. 
Furies! AleQto ! aid my juſt deſign: 
But if, averſe to mercy, you decline 
The pious taſk, aſſiſt me, Powers divine; 

uſt Cods, and thou their king, imperial Jove, 
ike whom you pleaſe, but ſave the man 1 love. 
[ Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Lie Seu changes to the Repreſentation of a fine 
Garden; Oriana fitting penſtvely in a pleaſant Boruer 
towards the lower End of the Scere. & 
Playing. Arcaluus enters, addreſſing himſelf reſpect᷑- 


ly to her, riſes 3 they advance ſlowly towards 
145 Front of 22. ſeeming in 12 till 
the Muſic ceaſes.] | 


ARtCALAUS and OnlAaNA, 


ArcALAus. 
Of freedom loft, unjuſtly you complain, 
Born to command, whcre-c'er you come you reign z 
No fetters here you wear, but cthers bind, 
And nt a nl, but an mie And, 


| 


| 


| 
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OnlAaNa 


Death I expect, and I deſire it too, 
"Tis all the mercy to be wiſh'd from you. 
To die, is to be : Oh let me find 
A ſperdy death—that freedom would be kind. 


ARrRCALAUS. 


Too cruel to ſuſpeR ſuch uſage meant, 
Here is no death, but what your eyes preſent : 
O may they reign, thoſe arbiters of fate, 
Immortal, as the loves which they create. 
We know the cauſe of this prepoſterous grief, 
And we ſhould pity, were there no relief: 
One lover loſt, have you not millions more? 
Can you complain of want, whom all adore ? 
All hearts are yours; even mine, that fierce and free 
Ranging at large, diſdain'd captivity, 
Caught by your charms, the ſavage trembling lies, 
And proftrate in his chain, for mercy dies. 

OnnAana. 

Reſpect is limited to power alone, 

Beauty diſtreſs d, like kings from em ire thrown, 


— Inſolent invade 


How art thou chang'd ! ah, wretch'd Princeſs ! now, 
When every ſlave that loves, dares tell thee ſo ? 


ARCALAUS. 


If I do love, the fault is in your eyes, 
Blame them who wound, and not your ſlave who dies ; 
If we may love, then ſure we may declare; 
If we may not, ah ! why are you ſo fair? 
Who can unmov'd behold that heavenly face, 
Thoſe radiant eyes, and that reſiſtleſs grace? 


On1iAaNnaA. 


Pluck out theſe eyes, revenge thee on my face, 
Tear off my cheeks, and root up every grace, 
Disfigure, kill me, kill me inftantly, 

Thus may ſt thou free thyſelf at once, and me. 


Ake ALA. 


Such ſtrange commands twere impious to obey, 
I would revenge myſelf a gentler way. 
Offering to take her hand, ſie ſratehes it att 
Wi ahh. lie þ 5 
On1AaNaA, 
Some whirlwind bear me from this odious place, 
Earth open wide, and bury my diſgrace ; 
Save me, ye Powers, from violence and thame, 
Aſſiſt my virtue, and protect my fame. 


ARCALAUS. [ Afde.] 


Love, with ſubmiſſion, firſt begins in courſe, 
But when that fails, a ſure reſerve is force: 
The niceſt dames who our embraces ſhun, 
Wait only a pretence—and force is one : 
She who through frailry yields, diſhonour gains, 
But ſhe *h it 's forc'd, her innocence retains : 
Debt ers and ſlaves for favours they beſtow, 
Irvading, we are free, and nothing owe. 
No ties of love or gratitude conftrain, 


| But as we like, we leave—or come again. 


It ſhall be fo. 

20% her.] Since ſofter arguments have prov'd fo vain, 

Fercc is the laſt, reſiſt it ir you can. 

[ He ſeizes her, ſhe breats from kim. 
On1ANA. 


A, 
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OnlaNnaA,. | 


Help—hclp—ye Gods ! 
ARCALAUS. 

Who with ſuch courage can reſiſt defire, 
With what a rage ſhe Il love when raptures fire ! 
Behold in chains your vanquiſh'd minion lies, 
And if for nothing but this ſcorn, he dies. 


{ Amadis in Chains. Arcalaus 
4 On: Cn nn er re Oe NN 


| 


An c AO. 
Strike boldly, murd'rer, ſtrike him to the ground, 
While thus my dagger anſwers every wound. 
By what new magie is thy vengeance charm'd ? 
T rembles thy hand before a man unarm'd ? 


On1AaNA. 
Strike, my deliverer, tis a friendly ſtroke, 
J ſhun thee not, but rather would provoke : 
Death to the wretched is an end of care, 
But yet, methink., he might that victim ſpare. 
[ Pointing to Amadis. 


AMADIS. 
Burft, burſt theſe chains, juſt Gods can you look 
do 


vn, 
On ſuch diſtreſs, like idle lookers- on? 
My foul, till now, no dangers could affright, 
But trembles like a coward's, at this tight. 
ARCABON. 
So paſſionate ! but I Il revenge it here 
 ARCALAUS. 


Hold, Fury—or I ftrike as home—forbear,— 


[Arcadon »ffering to flab Oriann, Arcalaus ders the 
fame to Amadis; both wwith-ho!d their Blow. ] 


[ Trump ets, Ket:le-drums, and ⁊turlile Inflruments of 
all Kinds, reſuind from ail Parts file Thentre, 
Urganda enters haſtily with a memeran Train, 
Arcalaus and Arcabon ſurpr:zed, retire to the at- 
feſte Side of the Stage. ] 

Um G AN DA. 
To arms, to arms, ye ſpiri:s of the air, 

Ye guardians of the brave, and of the fair, 

Leave your bright manſions, and in arms appear. 

[ Warlike Muſic ſounds a Charge; Sfirits deſcend in 
Cl:uds; jeme continue in the Air playing uten In. 

Pruments of War, others remain ranged in er der of 

Battle; others deſcend upon the Stage, ranging t.em- 

ſelves by Amadis, echom Uganda fre, giving Lim 


a Sword, Oriana lizzwiſe is freed. ] 


Ac AON. 
Fly quick, ye dæmons, from your black abodes, 
And try another combat with the Gods; 
Þlue fires, and p<ſti!ential fumes ariſe, 
And il enĩing fountains ſpout againſt the ſkies ; 
From their bro4d roots theſe oaks and cedars tear, 


ine te 


| 


| 
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{Trumpets found on Arcabon's Side, wotich are an- 
fewvered on Urganda's. 7e Grove appears in an 


Irflant all in a Flame; Fountains from below ci 
up Fire as in a Rain of Fire from above; 
the Sty darkened ;  Darmons range themſelves on the 
Stage by Arcalaus and Arcabon; ether Damor:s 
face Urganda; Spirits in the Ar; martial Tnfbru- 
ments founding from al! Parts of the Theatrez Ar- 
cal uus advances before in Party, with is Srword 
drawn, to Amadis. ] 


ARCAL AUS. 


Let Heaven and Hell and neuter, while we try, 
On equal terms, which of us two ſhall die. 


[Arcalaus and Amadis engage at the Head of their 
Parties; a Fight at the ſame Time in the Air, and 
upon the Cage; all Sorts of {cad Irfliruments fourd- 
ing; Arcalaus fails; tte Demons, ſome fly away 
t b the Air, others fink under Greand, ud 
horrible Cries. ] 

UnGANDA. 
Sound tunes of triumph, all ye winds, and bear 
Your notes aloft, that heaven and earth may hear; 
And thou, O Sun! ſhine out ſerene and gay, 
And bright, as when the giants loft the day. 


[ Tunes of Triumph; the Sty clears ; the Grove returns 
to its ff Pro, eff. A large Ball of F.re repreſent- 
ing the F.gure of e Sun «cſcends gradually ro tle 
Sage, Amadis «; proacking Oriana rel; efjully ; 
Arcabon ftunds jullon and obſerving.] 


Anm ADHS. [72 Orx1lAaNxa] 
While Amadis Yriana's love poſſeſt, 
Secure of empire in that beauteous bre. ſt, 
Not Jove, the king of Gods, like Amadis was bleſt. 


On1nAak a. 


While do Orianz Amadis was true, 
Nor wandering flames to diſtant climates drew, 
No heaven, but only love, the pleas'd Origna knew. 


AMADIS. 


That heaven of love, alis! is mine no mare, 
Braying thoſe Powers by whom ſhe f-lſcly ſwore 3 
She to Conſtantius would thoſe charr: reſign, 

If oaths could bind, that ſhould be only mine. 


ORIANA. 

With a feizn'd falſchood you'd evade your part 
Of guilt, and tax a tender faithful heart : 
While by fuch wiys you'd hide a conſcious flame, 
The only virtue you have left, is ſhame. 

[ Turring diſdainfully from Im. 
Amanris, [ Atfreaching tenderly. ] 

Put ſhould this injur'd vaſſal you ſuſpect 

Prove true—Ah ! what return might he expcR ? 


On1iAaNA. [| Returning to him wuith an air 
tenderneſs.] 


Though brave Conſtantius charms with every art, 
That can entice a tender virgin's heart, 
Whether he ſkines for glory, or delight, 
To tempt ambitian, or enchant the fight, 
Were Amadis reftar'd to my eſteem, 


Ji 


| 


$urn like my \vye, and rage like ny Cefpair, 


i 


I would 7:26 a Drity—for him. 


ANA 


59 


AMAaD1s. 


Though falſe as watery bubbles blown 
Fixt in my ſoul, and rooted in my mind, 
I love Oriana, faithleſs and unkind. 

O were the kind, and faithful, as the 's fair ! 
For her alone Id live—and die for her. 


UnGANDA. 


Adjourn theſe murmurs of returning love, 
And from this ſcene of rage and fate remove. 


[To AzcaBonN.] 
Thy empire, Arcabon concludes this hour, 
Short is the date of all flagitious power: 
Spar'd be thy life, that thou may ſt living bear 
The torments of the damn'd in thy deſpair. 
[T: Ox1ax4 ard ANAD18s.] 


Where zephyrs only breathe in myrtle groves, 
There will 1 lead you to debate your loves. 


The Machine enting the Fi the Sun opens, 

[ and PE 13 ib with Rays, 
magrificently gilt and adorned, with convenient Seats, 
1 which Urg-nda conduf?s Oriana; Amadis fol- 
ing, Arcabon flops him by the Rabe. 


wm] 


A c ABO. 


What, not one look ? not one diſſembling ſmile, 
To thank me for your life ? or to beguile 
Deſpair ? Cold and ungrateful as thou art, 
Hence from my fight for ever, and my heart. 


[ Letting go her held with an air of contempt. 
Back, ſoldier, to the camp, thy proper ſphere, 
Stick to thy trade, dull hero, follow war; 


Uſeleſs to women thou mere image, meant 
'To raiſe defire—and then to diſappoint. 


[Amadis takes his Place in Urganda's Chariot, which 
N diſatpearing till 


riſes gradually in the Air, net 
the Cloſe of Arcabon's Speech. 


So ready to be gone——Barbarian, ſtay. 

He 's gone, and love returns, and pride gives way. 

O ſtay, come back Horror and Hell! I burn 

1 rage! I rave! I die! Return, return ! 

Eternal racks my tortur'd boſom tear, 

Vultures with endleſs pangs are gnawing there; 

Fury! Diſtraction—— l am all deſpair. 

Burning with love, may'ſt thou ne er aim at bliſs, 

* limbs, and lightning blaſt thy 
$3 | 

While pale, aghaſt, a ſpectre I ftand by, 

Pleas'd at the terrors that diſtract thy joy 

Plague of my life ! thy impotence ſhall be 

A curſe to her, more than thy ſcorn to me. 


[Exir. 
# 8 FF VB #X © 


Firſt Fae. 
The battle 's done, 
Our wars are over, 
"Vie. batile 's dane, 
Let laurels crown 
rem rvpved ſtre! did cor. 


| 


| 
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Second Ton. 
Let myrtles too 
Bring peace for ever. 
Let myrtles too 
Adorn the brow, 
That bent beneath the warlike beaver. 


A full Crxoxus of all the Voices and Inflruments. 


Let trumpets and tymbals, 
Let Atabals and cymbals, 
Let drums and hautboys give over; 
But let flutes, 
And let lutes 
Our paſſions excite 
And every Mars be a lover. 


Dawczs, with which the AF conclude? 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 


— — —-—:̃s — 


F 
SCENE L 


SCENE, Urganda's enchanted Palace. 


The Scenes are adorned and diverſified with the ferreral 
Repreſentations of the Adwentures and Exficits of 
Heroes and Heroes: A large Piece facing the 
Front, repreſenting their Apotheoſis, or Reception 
among the Goas. 


AMADIS ard ORIANA. 


On1nAaNA. 


R my eſteem he well deſerves a part, 
He ſhares my praiſe, but you have all my heart: 
W hen equal virtues in the ſcales are try'd, 
And juſtice againſt neither can decide ; 
When judgment, thus perplex'd, ſuſpends the choice, 
Fancy muſt ſpeak, and give the caſting voice: 
Much to his love, much to his merit 's due, 
But powerful inclination was for you. 
AMADIS. 

Thou haſt no equal, a ſuperior ray 
Unrival'd as the light that rules the day. 
Should Fame ſolicit me with all her charms, 
Not looming laurels nor viftorious arms 
Should purchaſe but a grain of the delight, 
A moment from the raptures of this night. 


On1aka. 


Wrong not my virtue, to ſuppoſe that I 
Can grant to love, what duty muſt deny; 
A father's will is wanting, and my breaſt 
Is rul'd by glory, though by love poſſeſt: 
Rather than be another's, I would die ; 
Nor can be yours, till duty ſhall comply. 
AmMaAD15s. 
Hard rules, which thus the nableſt loves engage, 
To weit the peeviſh humours of old age! 
Think not the lawfulneſs of love conſis 
In parents will:, or in the forms of priicks ; K 
Suc 
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Such are but licens'd rapes, which vengeance draw 
From Heav'n, howe'er approv'd by human law. 
Marriage the happieſt bond of love might be, 

If hands were only joined, when hearts agree. 


Enter Us CAN DA, CoriSAXDA, FLORESTAN, and 
Attendants to URCANDA. 


UrGANDA. 


Here faithful lovers to ſure joys remove, 
The ſoft retreat of glory and of Jove, 
By fate prepar'd, to crown the happy hours 
Of mighty kings, and famous uerors : 
Here, gallant Prince, let all your labours end; 
Before, I gave a N. go friend ; "OY 
The greateſt bleſſings whi s can . 

[ Preſenting Floreſtan. 


AMADIS. 


O Floreſtan ! there was but thus to meet, 
Thus to embrace, to make my joys compleat ; 
The ſiglit of thee does ſuch vaſt tranſports breed, 
As ſcarce the ecſtacies of love exceed. 


FLORESTAN. 


If bevond love or glory is a taſte 
Of pleaſure, it is ſure in friendſhip plac'd. 
Orn1Aaka. 
My Coriſanda too ! [ Embracing her. 


Not Floreſtan could fly with greater haſte 
To take thee in his arms—Q welcome to wy breaſt, 
As to thy lover 
CoriSANDA. 
O joy compleat ! 


Bleſt day! 
Wherein ſo many friends and lovers meet. 


FLORESTAN. 


The ftorm blown over, fo the wanton doves 

Shake from their plumes the rain, and ſeck the 
Froves, 

Pair their glad mates, and cooe eternal loves. 


AMADIS. 


O Floreſtan !] bleſt as thou d t deſerve, 
To thee the Fates are kind, without reſerve. 

My joys are not ſo full; though love would yield, 

Fierce Honor ſtands his grous. 4, and keeps the field; 

Nature within ſeduc'd, in vain befriends, 

While Honor, with his guard of pride, defend: : 

O Nature! frail, and faulty in thy frame, 

Fomenting wiſhes, Honor muſt condemu; 

Or O! too rigid Honor, thus to bind, 

When Nature prompts, and when Defire is kind. 


Euter ArcCaBoN condufing CoxSTANTIOCS, her 
Garments loſe, and Hair d;/kevelled, ſeeming frantic. 
Coxs TAN TIus in deep Maurring. 


Ax c AON. 

This, Roman, is the place: Ii mapic ground, 
Hid by enchantment, by enchantinent found, 
Behold them at our view diſſolve in far, 

Two armies, are two lovers in deſpair; 
Proceed, be bold, and ſcorning tv erreat, 
4 hiuk all her ſtruggling ſcien d. her crize dci: 


| 
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Kill him, and raviſh her for ſo would I, 

Were I a man—or rather let both die. 

The rape may pleaſe—— 

Each was diſdain'd ; to equal rage reſign 

Thy heart, and let it burn and blaze like mine. 

"Tis ſweet to love, but when with ſcorn we meet, 

Revenge ſupplies the loſs with joys as great. 

[4 Chariot deſcends fevifily, into which ſhe enters a? 
the following Lines 

Up to th* etherial heavens, where Gods reſide, 

Lo! thus I fly, to thunder on thy fide. 


[A Clap of Thunder. The Chariot mounts in the Ar, 
and wariſhes with her.] 
CoxsTANTIUS. 
Fly where thou wilt, but not to bleſt abodes, 
For ſure, where · cer thou art, there are no Gods. 
[ Addreſſirg Lin: ſelf to Oriana. ] 

I come not here an object to aftright, 
Or to moleſt, but add to your delight. 
Behold a Prince expiring in your view, 
Whoſe life s a burthen to himſelf, and you. 


{| Fate and the King all other means deny 


To ſet you free, but that Conſtantius die. 
A Roman arm had play'd a Roman part, 
But *tis prevented by my breaking heart ; 
I thank ye, Gods, nor think my doom ſevere, 
Reſigning life, on any terms, for her. 
UzaGAND A. 
What cruel deſtiny on beauty waits, 
When on one face depend ſo many fates ! 


CoxnsTANTIUS. 


Make room, ye Decii, whoſe devoted breath 
Secur'd your country's happineſs by death; 
I come a ſacrifice no leſs renown'd, 
The cauſe as glorious, and as ſure the wound. 
O Love! with all thy ſweets let her be bleſt, 
Thy reign be gentle in that beauteous breaſt. 
Though thy malignant beams, with deadly force, 
Have ſcorch'd my joys, and in their baneful courſe 
Wither'd each plant, and dry'd up every ſource ; 
Ah! to Oriana ſhine leſs fatal bright, 
Cheriſh her heart, and nouriſh her delight, 
Reſtrain each cruel influence that deſtroys, 
Bleſs ali her days, and ripen all her joys. 


Oriana % and fhews concern; Amadis addr 
[ aaf 2. Conſtantive. ] , rg 


AMANDTIS. 


Were Fortune us'd to ſmile upon Ceſert, 

Love had been yours, to die had been my part: 

Thus Fate divides the prize; though Beauty 's mine, 

Yet Fame, our other miſtreſs, is more thine. 
[Conftantius /coking fterrly fon kim. 

Diſdain not, gailant Prince, a rival's praiſe, 

Whom your high worth thus Humbles to confeſs 

In every tlung but love, he merits leſs. 


CoxnS”DTANXNTIVUS. 


Art thou that rival then ? O killing ſhame ! 
And has he viewed me thus, fo wenk, fo tame? 
Like 2 1corn'd captive proſtrate at his fide, 


Jo ra, his tiizu:pll. and deViglit bi: pride? 


O *tie 
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O tis too much! and Nature in diſdain 
Turns back from death, and firing every vein, 
Reddens with rage, and kindles life again. 

Be firm, my ſoul, quick from this ſcene remove, 
Or madneſs elſe may be too ſtrong for love. 
Spent as I am, and wearied with the weight 

Of burthening life—I could reverſe my fate. 
Thus planted—ſtand thy everlaſting bar 


Seizes him, holding a dagger at his breaſt; Amadis 
( does the N holding a dagger ready to Aribe. 


But for Oriana's ſake tis better here. | 


[Stabs himſelf ; Amadis throws away his dagger, and 
ſupports kim: they all help.] 


; 


ON IAN A. 
Live, generous Prince, ſuch virtue ne'er ſhould die. 


ConsTANTIUE. 


T "ve liv'd enough, of all I wiſh poſſeſt, 
If dying—l may leave Oriana bleft. 
The laſt warm drop forſakes my bleeding heart ; 
Oh Love ! how ſure a murderer thou art. [ Dies. 
Or1anaA. [Wefing.] 


There breaks the nobleſt heart that ever burn d 
In flames of love, for ever to be mourn d. 


AMADIS. 


Ltifh to him, you wrong an equal flame; 
Had he been lov'd, my. heart had done the ſame. 


FLORESTAN. 


Oh Emperor ! all ages muſt agree, 
Such, but more happy, ſhould all lovers be. 


Un G AN DA. [To Oriana.] 


No lover now throughout the world remains, 
But Amadis, deſerving of your chains. 
Remove that mournful object from the fight. 


[Carry off the body. 
Ere yon bright beams are ſhadow d o'er with night, 
The ſtubborn king ſhall licenſe your delight; 
The torch, already bright with nuptial fire, 
Shall bring you to the bri you deſire; 
And Honor, which ſo long has kept in doubt, 
Be better pleas d to yield, than to hold out. 


DTFlaurid of all the Muc. The Stage fills ⁊uiti 
Singers and Dancers, in the Habits of Heroes and 


Hereines.] 


Urganda condu7s Amadis, Oriana, &c. to a Seat 
during the following Entertainment. 
Firſt Viiee. 
Make room for the combat, make room; 
Sound the trumpet and drum; 
A. fairer than Venus prepares 
To encounter a greater than Mars. 
The Gods of dæũre take part in the fray, 
Au Love fits like Jove to decide the great day. 
Maize room for the combat, make room; 


Sound the trampe: and drum. 


1 


| 
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Second Voice. 


Give the word to begin, 
Let the combatants in, 
The challenger enters all glorious 5 
But Love has decreed 
Though Beauty may bleed, 
Yet Beauty ſhall ſtill be victorĩous. 


Cnuorvs. 


Make room for the combat, make room ; 
Sound the trumpet and drum. 


[ Here tavo Parties enter the oppefite Sides of Ve 
Theatre, armed at Points, marching in wwarl'*r 
Order. And then dance ſeveral Pyrrkick or Mart io! 
Dances, with Swords and Bucklers. Which endcu, 
the Singers again advance. ] 


To be ſung. 
Help! help! th' is'd "ror cries ; 
He faints, he falls; help! help! Ah me! he die:; 
Gently ſhe tries to raiſe his head, 
And s, alas! to think him dead. 
Sound, 2 a charge — tis war again; 
Again he fights, again is ſlain; 
Again, again, help! help! ſhe cries, 
He faints, he falls, help! help! Ah me! he dies, 


Dance of Heroes and Heroines. 


Enjoy the blefling 
Of ſweet poſſeſſing ; 
Free from care, 

Happy pair. 

Love inviting, 

Souls uniting ; 
Defiring, 
Expiring ; 

Enjoy the bleſſing 
Of ſweet poſſeſſing 3 
Free care, 

Happy pair. 


Another Dance of Heroes and Heroixes. 
Ther: @ full Cnox vs of all the Voices and Inflruments. 


Be true, all ye lovers, whate'er you endure ; 
Though cruel the pain is, how ſweet is the-cure ! 
In the hour of poſſeſſing, 
So divine is the bleſſing, 
That one moment*s obtaining, 
Pays an age of complaining. 
Be true, all ye lovers, whate'er you endure ; 
Though cruel the pain is, how ſweet is the cure 


[ Here follows Variety of Dances, with which the En- 
tertainment concluding, Amadis, Oriana, Cc. riſe 
and come forward. 

AMADIS. 


LANSDOWNE'S POEMS. 59 


AMaAaDis. UnGANDA. 
So Pheabus mounts triumphant in the ſkies, Whate'er the virtuous and the juſt endure, 
. The clouds diſperſe, and gloomy horror flies; Slow the reward may be, but always ſure. 


Darkneſs gives place to the — light, 
And all around is gay, and all around is bright. [4 triumphant flouriſh of all the inflruments, wwith 
OA IAN A. | which the play concludes. ] 
Our preſent joys are ſweeter from paſt pain; | 
To Leve and Heaven, by ſuffering we attain. 


E PIL OG VU 8. 
By the Right Honcurable Joſeph Aud, Ef. 


HEN tun'd his pipe with pleaſing woe, 
Rivers to run, and winds to blow ; 

While liſt'ning foreſts cover'd, as he play d, 

The ſoft — moving ſhade. 


That this the ſame ſucceſs may find, 
— os force ce of magic is to beauty join's : 
firings, and artful voices fail, 


— rod, CR i canch 
Let ſage — wave the circling wand 
On barren mountains, or a waſte of ſand, 
The deſart ſmiles, the woods begin to grow, 
The birds to warble, and the ſprings to flow. 


The ſame dull fights in the ſame landſkip mixt, 
Scenes of ſtill life, and points for ever fixt, 
A tedious pleaſure on the mind beftow, 
And pall the ſenſe with one continued ſhow : 
But as our two magicians try their ſkill, 
The viſion varies, tho* the place ſtands ſtill; 
While the ſame ſpot its gaudy form renews, 
Shifting the proſpect to a thouſand views. 
Thus (without unity of place tranſgreſs'd) 
Th' enchanter turns the critic to a jeſt. 


But howſoe'er to pleaſe your wandering eyes, 
Bright objects diſappear, and brighter riſe : 
There 's none can make amends for loſt delight, 
While from that circle ® we divert your fight. 


The Ladies. 


END OF LANSDOWNE'S POEMS, 


Vor. V. I 


«THE Poems of Dr. Watts were, by my recommendation, inſerted in this 
« cin; the Readers of which are to impute to me whatever pleaſure or 
* wearineſs they may find fix the peruſal of Blackmore, Watts, Pomfret, and 
« Valden. 


DR. JouNns0N. 
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AGAINST IMMODERATE GRIEF. 


TO A 


YOUNG LADY WEEPING. 
An ODE in Imitation of Canrnanz. 


I. 
(OR or floods of tears, prevent 
The ills, unhappy men : 


To wealth and pleaſure every figh prefer, 
And more than gems eſteem each falling tear, IN PRAISE OF LIGHT, 
II. 


But, fince inſulting cares are moſt inclin'd 
To triumph o'er thꝰ afflicted mind 
Since ſighs can yield us no relief, 
And tears, like fruitful ſhowers, but nouriſh grief; 
Then ceaſe, fair mourner, to complain, 
Nor laviſh ſuch bright ſtreams in vain : 
But ſtill with chearful thoughts thy cares beguile, 
And tempt thy better fortunes with a ſmile. 


III. 
The generous mind is by its ſufferings known, 
Which no affliction tramples down; 
But when oppreſs'd will upward move, 
Spurn down its clog of cares, and ſoar above. 
Thus the young royal eagle tries 
On the ſun-beams his tender eyes, 
And, if he ſhrinks not at th' offenſive light, 
He's then for empire fit, and takes his ſoaring flight, 
IV. 


Though cares aſſault thy breaſt on every ſide, 
Yet bravely ſtem th* impetuous tide : 
No tributary tears to fortune pay, | 


Nor add to any loſs a nobler day; ckening 1 

But with kind hopes ſupport thy mind, | With gloomy ſmiles thy rival Night 
And think thy better lot behind : Beholds thy glorious dawn of light: 
Amidſt afflitions let thy ſoul be great, Not all the wealth ſhe views in mines below 


And ſhew thou dar ſt deſerve a better Rate, Can match thy brighter beams, or equal luftre ſhew. 
IV. 
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IV. 
Nature erefts her head, 


At thy approach, 
n 
The drowſy earth and ſeas awake, 
And, from thy beams, new life and vigour take : 
When thy more chearful rays appear, 
Ev'n guilt and women ceaſe to fear: 
Horror, Deſpair, and all the ſons of night 


Retire before thy beams, and take their haſty flight. 
v. 


To thee, the grateful Eaſt their altars raiſe, | 


And fing with 8 praiſe ; 
Thou doſt their happy ſoil beſtow, 


Enrich the heavens above, and exc before 
Thou riſeſt in the fragrant Eaſt, 
Like the fair Penix from her balmy neft : 
No altar of the gods can equal thine, 
The air's thy richeſt incenſe, the whole land thy ſhrine ! 


VI. 


mt on Gang. 
Thine 's but a ſtay z 


momentary 
Too ſoon thou vt raviſh'd from our fight, 
Borne down the ftream of day, and overwhelm'd with 


light. 
Thy beams to their own ruin haſte, | 
They re fram'd too exquiſite to laſt : 
Thine is a glorious, but a ſhort-liv'd tate. 
Pity ſo fair a birth ſhould yield fo ſoon to fate 


VII. 
Before thi Almighty Artiſt fram'd the ſky, 
Or gave the earth its 
His firſt command was for thy light ; 
He _—_ the — birth, and bleſſed it: 
purple ſwaddling- bands it ſtruggling lay 
Not yet maturely bright for day: : 
Old Chaos then a chearful ſmile put on, 
And, from thy beauteous form, did firſt preſage its own. 
VIII. 
cc Let there be Light the great Creator ſaid, 
His word the active child obeyed : 
Night did her teeming womb diſcloſe : 
And then the bluſhing Morn, its brighteſt offspring, 


roſe. 
A while th* Almighty wondering view'd, 
And then himſelf pronounc'd it 
« With Night,“ ſaid he, “ divide th — ſway; 
: nero tracedoaahan Ln 
y * | 


ah 
7 


4 
HYMN TO DARKNESS. 


ARKNESS, thou firſt great parent of us all, 
Thou art our great original : 
Since from thy univerſal womb 


Does all thou ſhad'ſt below, thy numerous offspring 
come. | 
II. 


Thy wondrous birth is ev*n to Time 
Or, like Eternity, thou dſt none; 
Whilſt Light did its firſt being owe 


Unto that awful thade it dares to rival now. 


| Gave terrors 
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III. 
Say, in what diſtant doſt thou dwell, 
To Reaſon inacceffible ; 
From form and duller matter free, 
Thou ſoar*ft above the reach of man's philoſophy. 


IV. 
Involy'd in thee, we firſt receive our breath, 
Thou art our refuge too in death : 
Great Monarch of the Grave and Womb, 
Where-e'er our ſouls ſhall go, to thee our bodies come. 


V. 
The filent is ſtruck with awful fear, 
When thy Majeſtic ſhades appear: 


Thou doſt compoſe the air and ſea, 
And Earth a ſabbath keeps, ſacred to Reſt and Thee. 


VI. 
In thy ſerener ſhades our ghoſts delight, 
And court the umbrage of the Night; 
In vaults and gloomy caves they ftray, 
But fly the Morning's beams, and ficken at the Day. 
VII. 
Though ſolid bodies dare exclude the light, 
Nor will the brighteſt ray admit ; 
No ſubſtance can thy force repel, 
Thou reign'R in depths below, doſt in the centre dwell, 
VIII. 
The ſparkling gems, and ores in mines below, 
To thee their beauteous luſtre owe; 


Though form'd within the womb of Night, 
Bright as their fire they ſhine, with native rays of light · 


When thou doſt raiſe thy venerable head, 
And art in genuine Night array'd, 
Thy Negro beauties then delight ; 
Beauties, _ jet, with their own darkneſs 


* 


X. 


Thou doſt thy ſmiles impartially beſtow, 


And know'f no difference here below: 

All things appear the ſame by thee, 
Though Light diſtinction makes, thou giv'ſ equality. 
Thou, Darkneſs, art the lover's kind retreat, 

And doſt the nuptial joys compleat ; 

Thou doft inſpire them with thy ſhade, 


| Giv'ſ vigour to the youth, and warm'ſt the yielding 


XII. 
Calm as the bleſs'd above the Anchorites dwell, 
Within their peaceful gloomy cell. 
Their minds with heavenly joys are fill'd ; 


» | The pleaſures Light deny, thy ſhades for ever yield. 


XIII. 


In caves of Night, the oracles of old 
Did all their myſteries unfold: 
Darkneſs did firft religion grace, 


to the God, and reverence to the place. 
XIV. 
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XIV. 
When the Almighty did on Horeb ſtand, 
Thy ſhades inclos'd the hallow'd land; 
In clouds of Night he was array'd, 


XV. 
When he appear'd arm'd in his power and might, 
He veil'd the beatific light ; 
When terrible with majeſty, 
In tempeſts he gave laws, and clad himſelf in thee. 
XVI. 


Ere the foundation of the earth was laid, 
Or brighter firmament was made ; 
Ere matter, time, or place, were known, 
They, Monarch Darkneſs, ſway dſt theſe ſpacious 
realms alone. 
XVII. | 
But, now the Moon (though gay with borrow's light) 
Invades thy ſcanty lot of Night : 
By rebel ſubjects thou rt betray'd, 
The anarchy of Stars depoſe their Monarch Shade. 
XVIII. 
Vet fading light its empire muſt reſign, 
And Nature's power ſubmit to thine : 
An univerſal ruin ſhall erect thy throne, 
And Fate confirm thy kingdom evermore thy own. 


H UM A N "I 9 Os = 


SUPPOSED TO BE SPOKEN BY AN EPICURE. 


In Imitation of the Second Chapter of the W1s Dom 
of SOLOMON. 


To the Lord HUNSDON. 


A PINDARIC ODE. 


HEN will penurious Heaven no more allow ? 
No more on its own darling man beſtow ? 
Is it for this he lord of all appears, 
And his great Maker's image bears ? 
To toil beneath a wre*chcd ſtate, 
Oppreſs'd with miſeries and fe; 
Beneath his painful burthen groan, 

And in this beaten road of life drudge on 
Amidft our labore, we poſſeſs 
No kind allays of happineſs : 

No ſoftening joys can call our own, 
To make this bitter drug go down 3 
Whilſt death an eaſy conqueſt g uns, 
And the inſatiate Grave in endleſs triumph reigns. 
With throes and pangs into the world we come, 
The curſe and burthen of the womb: 
Nor wretched to ourſclves alone, 
Our mothers” 1abours introduce our own. 
In cries and tears our infancy we waſte, 
Thoſe ſad prophetic tears that flow 
By inſtinct of our future woe; 

And ex'n our dawn of life with ſorrows overcaſt. 
Thus we toil out a reſtleſs age, | 
Each his laborious part muſt have, 

Down from the monarch to the fave, 
AR o'gr this farce of life, chen drop beneath the ſtogc. 


| 


II. 


From our firſt drawing vital breath, 
From ur firſt ſtarting from the womb, 
Until we reach the deſtin'd tomb, 

We all are poſting on to the dy k jail of death. 
Life, like a cloud that floc + before the wind, 
No mark, no kind imp: n, leaves behind, 

"Tis fenter'd lik / the wints that blow, 
Botfterous a them, full as inconftant ton, 


Tb i no not whence they come, no: where they go. 
Here we *re detain'd a w, and then 


Become originals again : 
Tin. ſhall a man to his fir If reftore, 
And make him intire nothing. |» was before. 


No pere gf us, no remnant, h Il ſurvive! 

And yet we impudently fav, we live! 

No! we hut ebb into ourſelves again, 
And only come to be, as we had never been. 


III. 


Say, !errned Sage, thou that art mighty wiſe ! 
UnridMe me theſe myſteries 1 
What is :,- ſoul. the vital heat, 
That our mean frame does animate ? 
What our breath, the breath of man, 

That bugy is nature up, and does ev'n life ſuſtain ? 
Is it not air, an empty fume, 
A fire that docs itſelf conſume ; 
A warmth that in a heart is bred, 

A lambent flame with heat and motion fed ? 
Extinguith that, the whole! gone, 
This borfted ſcene of life is 4 +» + 
Away the phantom takes irs © hr, 

Damn'd to a loathſome grave, and an eternal night. 
The ſoul, th' immortal port we boaſt, 
In one conſumin< minute 's loſt; 
To its firſt ſource it muſt repair, 

Scatter with wirds, and flow with common air. 

Whil the fen body, by a fwift decay, 

Reſolves into us native cy: 


For duſt and aſhes are its ſecond birth, 


| And that incorporates too with its great parent Earth. 


IV, 


Nor ſhall our names our memories ſurvive, 
Alns, no part of man can live 
The empty blaſts of fame ſhall die, 
And even thoſe nothings taſte mortality. 
In vain to future ages we tranſmit 
Heroic acts, and monuments of wit: 
In vain we dear-bought honors leave, 
To make our aſhes gay, and furniſh out a grave. 
Ah, treacherous immortality ! 
For thee our ſtock of youth we waſte, 
And urge on life, that ebbs too faſt : 
To purchaſe thee with blood, the valiant fly; 
And, to ſurvive in fame, the great and glorious die. 
Laviſh of life, they ſquander this eſtate, 
And for a poor reverſion wut: 
Bankrupts and miſers to themſelves they grow, 
Fmbitter wretched liſe with toils and woe, 
To hoard up endleſs fame, they know not where or how. 
V. 


Beds of roſes we Il prepare, 

Roſes that our emblems are; 

A while they flouriſh on the bough, 

And drink large draughts of heavenly dew : 
Like us they fmile, arc young and and gay, 

And, like us too, are tenants for a day, 
Since with Night's blaſting breath they vaniſh ſwift 
away. 


VI. 


Bring chearful wine, and coftly ſweets prepare : 

"Tis more than frenzy now to ſpare : 

Let cares and bufineſs wait a while 3 
Old age affords a thinking interval: 

Or, i they muſt a longer hearing have, 

Bid them attend below, adjourn into the grave. 
Then gay and ſprightly wine produce, 
Wines that wit and mirth infuſe : 

That feed, — th — flame, 

Revive our drooping ſouls, and is tottering frame. 

That, — 2 —— 

When virtues ſhall forgotten lie, 

With all their boaſted piety, 
Honors and titles, like ourſelves, be loſt yg 
Then our recorded vice ſhall flouriſh on, 

And our immortal riots be for ever known. 

This, this, is _ we * * — 1 
The great deſign, the grand affai 

Since — Nature plac'd our Steward here, 
Then man his grandeur ſhould maintain, 
And in exceſs of pleaſure reign, 

Keep up his character, and lord of all appear. 


AGAINST ENJOYMENT. 


E love and hate, as reſtleſs monarchs fight, 
Who boldly dare invade another's right: 

Vet, when through all the dangerous toils they ve run, 

lxnobly quit the conqueſts they have won; 

Thoſe charming hopes, that made them valiant grow, 

PAall'd with Enjoyment, make them cowards now. 


Our paſſions only form our happineſs, 
Hopes {till enlarge, as fears contract it leſs: 
Hope with a gaudy proſpect feeds the eye, 
Sooths every ſenſe, does with each with comply; 
But falſe Enjoyment the Kind guide deſtroys, 
We loſe the paſſion in the treacherous joys. 
Like the gay filk-worm, when it pleaſes moſt, 
In that ungrateful web i: ſpun, tis loſt. 
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Fruition the appetite ; 
More does the — 
One gain d, another fills the mind, 


Like boiſterous waves, no ſettled bounds they know, 
Fix'd at no point, but always ebb or flow. 
*Tis rais'd by wiſhes, by fruition loſt : 
We 're charm'd with diftant views of 


painted landſcapes, beft 


Thus the fam'd Midas, when he found his tore, 
Increaſing ſtill, and would admit of more, | 
With eager arms his ſwelling bags he prefs'd ; 

And expectation only made him bleſs d: 

But, when a boundleſs treaſure he enjoy d, 

And every wiſh was with fruition dor d. 
Then, damn'd to heaps, and ſurfeited with ore, 
He curs d that gold he doated on before. 


ww. 


THE CURSE OF BABYLON. 


IsA1An, Chap. xiii. paraphraſed, 
A PINDARIC ODE. 


I. 


OW let the fatal banner be diſplay'd ! 
Upon ſome lofty monntain's top 
Go ſet the dreadful ſtandard up 
And all around the hills the bloody ſignals ſpread. 
For, lo, the numerous hoſt of heaven ! 
Th' embattled legions of the ſky, 
With all their dread artillery, 
Draw forth in bright array, and muſter in the air. 
Why do the mountains tremble with the noiſe, 
And valleys echo back their voice ? 
The hills tumultuous and loud, 
The hills that groan beneath a 
Wide as the poles of heaven's extent, 
So far 's the dreadful ſummons ſent: 
Kingdoms and nations at his call appear, 
For ev'n the Lord of Hoſts commands in perſon there, 
II. 5 
Start from thy » thou drowſy land, 
Thy black — — 4 hoon 
t $ comes lowering 
O fatal light! O — db hour! 285 
Was ever ſuch a day before ! 
So ſtain'd with blood, by marks of vengeance known. 
Nat are ſhall from her ſteady courſe remove, 
The well-fix'd earth be from its baſis rent, 
Convulſions ſhake the firmament ; 
Horror ſeize all below, confaſion reign above. 
The ſtars of heaven ſhall ficken at the fight, 
Nor ſhall the planets yield their light: 
But from the wretched object fly 


And, like extinguith'd tapers, quit the darken'd ſy. 


The rifing ſun, as he was conſcious too, 
As he the fatal buſineſs knew, 
A deep, a bloody red ſhall ftain 
And at his early dawn ſhall ſet in night again. 


III. 
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II. 
To the deftroying ſword I ve ſaid, Oo forth, 
Go, fully execute my wrath ! 
Command my hofts, my willing armies lead ; 


Glory of nations ! the Chaldzan's pride, 
joy of all th* admiring world befide : 
Thou, Babylon! before whoſe throne 

The empires of the earth fall down ; 
The proftrate nations homage pay, 
And vaſſal princes of the world obey: 
—— — 
\bjeRt and low the earth be laid 
0 And - 5 . W SPY 
Thy i 


That proudly now their poliſh'd turrets rear, 
Which bright as neighbouring ſtars appear, 
glories round th' enlighten'd air, 
In flames ſhall downwards to their centre fly, 
And deep within the earth, as their foundations, Le. 
VII. 
beauteous palaces (though now ide) 
r hid: * 
In vaſt ſurprizing heaps ſhall lie, 
And ev'a their ruins bear the pomp of majeſty. 
No bold inhabitant ſhall dare 
Thy ras'd foundations to repair : 
No pitying hand exalt thy abject ſtate; 
No! to ſucceeding times thou muſt remain 
An horrid exemplary ſcenc, 
And lie from age to age ruin'd and deſolate. 
Thy fall 's decreed (amazing turn of fate !) 
Low as Gomorrah's wretched tate : 
Thou, Babylon, ſhalt be like Sodom curſt, 
Deſtroy d by flames from heaven, and thy more burn- 
ing luſt. 
VIII. 


The day 's at hand, when in thy fruitful ſoil 
No laborer ſhall reap, no mower toit : 
His tent the wandering Arab ſhall not ſpread, 

Nor make thy curſed his bed ; 
Though faint with travel, though oppreſt with thirft, 
He to his drooping herds ſhall cry aloud, 

Taſte not of that embitter'd flood, 

Taſte not m_— ſtreams, they re poiſonous all, 
and > 
The ſhepherd to his wandering flocks ſhall ſay, 
When o'er thy battlements they ftray, 
When in thy palaces they graze, 


Shall aſk, Lo, where is Babylon ? 
And when he has thy ſmall remainder found, 
Shall ſay, I'II fly from hence, tis ſure accurſed ground. 
IX. 


Then ſhall the ſavages and beaſts of prey 
From their deſerted mountains haſte away; 
Every obſcene and vulgar beaſt 
Shall be to Babylon a gueſt: 
Her marble roofs, and every cedar room, 
Shall dens and caves of ſtate to nobler brutes becon:*. 
Thy courts of juſtice, and tribunals too, 
(O irony to call them ſo!) 
There, where the tyrant and oppreſſor bore 
The ſpoils of innocence and blood before ; 
There ſhall the wolf and ſavage tiger meet, 
And griping vulture ſhall appear in ftate, 
There birds of prey ſhall rule, and ravenous beaſts be 


great. 
Thoſe ſhall remain, 
Thoſe ſhall alone their genuine uſe retain, 
There Violence ſhall thrive, Rapine and Fraud ſha 
X. 


Then ſhall the Satyrs groan, 
O'er their lamented Babylon ; 
And ghoſts that glide with horror by, 
To view where their unbury d bodies lie, 
With doleful cries ſhall fill the air, 
And with amazement ſtrike th affrighted . 
T 
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There the obſcener birds of night, 
Birds that in gloomy ſhades delight, 
Shall ſolitude enjoy, live undiſturd'd by light. 
All the ill omens of the air 
Shall ſcream their loud preſages there. 
But let them all their dire predictions tell, 
Secure in ills, and fortify'd with woe, 
Heaven ſhall in vain its future vengeance ſhow : 
For thou art happily inſenſible, 
Beneath the reach of miſeries fell, 
Thou need ſt no deſolation dread, no greater curſes fear- 


To Ma. CONGREVE. 
AN EPISTOLARY ODE, 1693. 


Occafioned by the * 01. D BAcunLton.” 


I. 
AM' D wits and beauties ſhare this common fate, 
To ſtand expoſ'd to public love and hate, 
In every breaft different paſſions raiſc, 
At once our envy, and our praiſe. 
For when, like you, ſome noble youth appears, 
For wit and humour fam'd above his years ; 
Each emulous Muſe, that views that laurel won, 
Muſt praiſe the worth ſo much tranſcends their own, 
And, while his fame they envy, add to his renown. 
But ſure, like you, no youth could pleaſe, 
Nor at his firſt attempt boaſt ſuch ſucceſs: 
Where all mankind have fail'd, you glories won; 
Triumphant are in this alone, 
In this, have all the bards of old out-done. 
II. 
Then may'ſt thou rule our ſtage in triumph long 
May'f thou its injur'd fame revive, 
And matchleſs proofs of wit and humour give, 
Reforming with thy ſcenes, and charming with thy ſong ! 
And though a curſe ill-fated wit purſues, 
And waits the fatal dowry of a Muſe ; 
Yet may thy rifing fortunes be 
Secure from all the blaſts of poetry; 
As thy own laurels flouriſhing appear, 
Unſully'd 1 cares, nor clogg'd with hope and 


As from its wants, be from its vices free, 
From nauſeous ſervile flattery; 
Nor to a patron proftitute thy mind, 
Though like Auguſtus great, as fam'd Mzcenas kind. 


III. 


Though great in fame ! believe me, generous youth, 
Believe this oft-experienc'sd truth, 
From Rc _— thy virtues, and admires their 
worth. 
Though thou 'rt above what vulgar poets fear, 
Truſt not th* ungrateful world too far ; 
Truſt not the ſmiles of the inconſtant town; 
Truſt not the plaudits of a theatre 
(Which Durfey ſhall with Thee and Dryden ſhare) ; 
Nor to a ſtage's intereſt ſacrifice thy own. 
Thy genius, that's for nobler things deſign d, 
May at looſe hours oblige mankind ; 


| 


| 
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Then, great az is thy fame, thy fortunes raiſe, 
Join thriving intereſt to thy barren bays, 

And teach the world to envy, as thou doſt to praiſe. 
The world, that does like common whores embrace, 
Injurious till to thoſe it does careſs : 

Injurious as the tainted breath of Fame, 
That blaſts a poet's fortunes, while it ſounds his name. 


IV. 


When firſt a Muſe inflames ſome youthful breaft, 
Like an unpractis'd virgin till the s kind: 
Adorn'd with then, and beauties bleſt, 


mind. 
Then from all cares the happy youth is free, 
But thoſe of love and poetry : 
Cares, ftill allay'd with pleaſing charms, 
That crown the head with bays, with beauty fill the 
arms. 
But all a woman's frailties ſoon ſhe ſhows, 
Too ſoon a ſtale domeſtic creature grows: 
Then, wedded to a Muſe that's nauſeous grown, 
We loath what we enjoy, drudge when the pleaſure's 


gone. 
For, tempted with imaginary bays, 
Fed with immortal hopes and empty praiſe, 
He fame purſues, that fair and treacherous bait, 
Grows wiſe when he's undone, repents when tis too late. 


V. 


Small are the trophies of his boaſted 
The great man's promiſe for his flattering toil, 
Fame in reverſion, and the public ſmile, 
All vainer than his „ uncertain as his praiſe. 
+ "Twas thus in mournful numbers 
Neglected Spenſer did his fate deplore : 
Long did his injur*'d Muſe complain, 
Admir'd in midft of wants, and charming ſtill in vain, 
Long did the generous Cowley mourn, 
And long oblig'd the age without return. 
Deny'd what wretch obtains of Fate, 
An humble roof and an obſcure retreat, 
Condemn'd to needy fame, and to be miſerably great 
Thus did the world thy great fore-fathers uſe; 
Thus all th' infpir'd bards before 
Did their hereditary ills deplore ; 
From tuneful Chaucer's down to thy own Dryden's 


*.” 


VI. 


Yet, pleas'd with gaudy ruin, youth will on, 
As proud by public fame to be undone ; 
Pleas'd, though he does the worſt of labours chuſe, 
To ſerve a barbarous age, and an ungrateful Muſe. 
Since Dryden's ſelf, to Wit's great empire born, 
Whoſe genius and exalted name 
Triumph with all the ſpoils of Wit and Fame, 
Muſt, mĩdſt the loud applauſe, his barren laurels mourn. 
Ev*n that fam'd man, whom all the world admires, 
Whom every Grace adorns, and Muſe inſpires, 
Like the great injur d Taſſo, ſhews 
Triumphant in the midſt of woes; 
In all his wants, majeſtic ſtill appears, 
Charming the age to which he owes hie cares, 
And cheriſhing that Muſe whoſe fatal curſe T 


bears. 
E 


H 
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THE INSECT. | 
AGAINST BULK. 


« Tneft ſua gratia parvis.” 


HERE greatneſs is to Nature's works deny'd, 
In worth and beauty it is well ſupply d: 

In a ſmall ſpace the more ion 's ſhown, 

And what is exquiſite in little 's done. 

Thus beams, contraſted in a narrow glaſs, 

To flames convert their larger uſeleſs rays. 

"Tis Nature's ſmalleſt products pleaſe the 
Whilſt greater births paſs — by z 
Her monſters ſeem a violence to fight ; 

They re form'd for terror, inſects to delight. 
Thus, when ſhe nicely frames a piece of art, 
Fine are her ſtrokes, and ſmall in every part; 
No labour can ſhe boaſt more wonderful 

Than to inform an atom with a ſoul ; 

Ts animate her little beauteous fly, 

And cloath it in her gaudieſt drapery. 

Thus does the little epigram delight | 
And charm us with its mininture of wit z 
Whilſt tedious authors give the reader pain, 
Weary his thoughts, and make him toil in vain ; 
When in leſs volumes we more pleaſure find, 
And what diverts, ſtill beſt informs the mind. 

"Tis the ſmall inſe& looks correct and fair, 
— — care. 

weary'd out with the ſtupendous weight 
Of forming prodigies and brutes of ſtate; 
Then the the inſect frames, her maſter-picce, 
Made for diverſion, and defign'd to pleaſe. 

Thus Archimedes, in his cryſtal ſphere, 
Seem'd to correct the World's Artificer : 

Whilſt the large globe moves round with long delay, 
His beauteous orbs in nimbler circles play : 

This ſeem'd the nobler labour of the two, 

Great was the ſphere above, but fine below. 


Thus ſmalleſt things have a peculiar grace, 
The great w* admire, but *tis the little pleaſe ; 
Then, fince the leaſt ſo beautifully ſhow, 

B* advis'd in time, my Muſe, and learn to know 
A Poct's lines ſhould be correct and few. 


CAPTAIN CHAMBERLAIN, 


In Love with a Lady he had taken in an Algerine 
Prize at Sea. 


In Allufion to Hoa Ac 2 Od. iv. 


I'S no diſgrace, brave youth, to own 
By a Fair Slave you are undone : 
Why doſt thou bluſh to hear that name, 
And ſtifle thus a generous flame? 
Did nat the fair Briſeis heretofore 
With powerful charms ſubdue ? | 
What though a captive, ſtill the bore 
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II. 
Stern Ajax, though renown'd in arms, 

Did yield to bright Tecmeſſa's charms : 

And all the laurels he had won 

As trophies at her feet were thrown. 
When, beautiful in tears, he view'd the mourning fair, 
The hero felt her power : 

Though great in camps, and fierce in war, 

Her ſofter looks he could not bear, 
Proud to become her ſlave, thoug h late her conqueror 


III. 
When beauty in diftreſs appears, 
An irreſiſtleſs charm it bears: 
In every breaſt does pity move, 
Pity, the tendereſt part of love. 
Amidſt his triumphs great Atrides ſued, 
Unto a i id : 
Though Troy was by his arms ſubdued, 
And Greece the bloody trophies view'd, 
Yet at a captive's feet th' imploring victor laid. 
IV. 
Think not thy charming maid can be 
Of a baſe ſtock, and mean degree; 
Her ſhape, her air, her every grace, 
A more than vulgar birth confeſs : 
Yes, yes, my friend, with royal blood ſhe 's great, 
Sprung from ſome monarch's bed ; 
Now mourns her family's hard fate, 
Her mighty fall and abject ſtate, 
And her illuftrious race conceals with noble pride. 
V. 
Ah, think not an ignoble houſe 
Could ſuch a heroine produce ; 
Nor think ſuch generous ſprightly blood 
Could flow from the corrupted crowd ; 
But view her courage, her undaunted mind, 
And ſoul with virtues crown'd ; 
Where dazzling intereſt cannot blind, 
Nor youth nor gold admittance find, 
But ſtill her honour's fix d, and virtue keeps its ground, 
VI. 
View well her great majeſtic air, 
And modeſt looks divinely fair; 
Too bright for fancy to improve, 
And worthy of thy nobleſt love. 
But yet ſuſpect not thy officious friend, 
All jealous thoughts remove ; 
Though I with youthful heat commend, 
For thee I all my wiſhes ſend, 
And if ſhe makes thee bleſt, tis all I aſk of Love! 


—— Ion 


TO MR. WATSON, 


On i ErpytMERTS cf the CELESTIAL MOTIONS, 
preſented to HER MAJESTY. 


RT, when in full perfection, is deſign'd 
To pleaſe the eye, or to inform the mind : 


Thoſe eyes that freedom could reſtore, 


on _— her haughty lord, the proud Achilles, bow. 
OL. V. 


This nobler piece performs the double part, 
With graceful beauty and inſtruQtive art. S 
K Since 
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Since the great Archimedes ſphere was loſt, | 
The nobleſt labour finiſh'd it could boaſt ; 

No generous hand durſt that fam'd model trace, 
Which Greece admir'd, and Rome could only praiſe. 
This you, with luſtre, have reſtor d, 

y ador'd : 

've ſhown, 
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frames your heavenly bodies move, 
brighter in their beauteous orbs above; 


In graceful — juſt planets riſe, 
And here complete their circles in the ſkies ; 
Here ' the full concert of revolving ſpheres, 
And heaven in btight epitome appears. 

With charms the ancients did invade the Moon, 
And from her orb compell'd her ſtruggling down; 
But here ſhe 's taught a nobler change by you, 
And moves with pride in this bright ſphere below : 
White your celeſtial bodies thus I view, 

They give me bright ideas of the true ; 
Inſpir'd by them, my thoughts dare upward move, 
And viſit regions of the bleſt above. 

Thus from your hand w admire the globe in ſmall» 
A copy fair as its original : 

This labour s to the whole creation juſt, 
Second to none, and rival to the firft. 

The artful ſpring, like the diffuſive ſoul, 
Informs the machine, and directs the whole: 
Like Nature's felf, it fills the ſpacious throne, 
And unconfin'd ſways the fair orbs alone; 
Th” unactive parts with awful filence wait, 
And from its nod their birth of motion date : 
Like Chaos, they obey the powerful call, 
Move to its ſound, and into meaſures fall. 


THE RAPE OF THEUTILLA. 
Imitated from the Latin of Famianus SrRADA. 


THE INTRODUCTORY ARGUMENT. 


Theutilla, a fair young virgin, who, to avo'd the 
addreſſes of theſe many admirers her beauty drew 
about her, aſjumed the habit of a religious order, 
and wholly withdrew Lerjelf the eye and con- 
werſe of the world : but the common report of her 
beauty had ſo inflamed Amalis (a yaurg perſon of 
guality) with love, that one night, in a debauck 
of wine, he commands his ſervants to force her 
dormitory, and bear off, though by wiolence, the 
lovely wetareſs j which having jucceſsfully performed, 
they bring Theutilla to their expecting lord's 
apartment, the ſcene of the enſuing Peem. 


OON as the tyrant her bright form ſurvey'd, 
He grew inflam'd with the fair captive maid ; 
A graceful ſorrow in her looks the bears, 
Lovely with grief, and beautiful in tears ; 
Her mein and air reſiſtleſs charms i 
Forcing an eaſy paſſage to his heart: 
Long he devours her beauties with his eves, 
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Swifter than lightning to his breaſt it came, 

Like that, a fair, but a deſtructive flame. 

Yet ſhe, though in her young and blooming ſiate, 
Poſſeſt a ſoul, beyond a virgin's, great; 

No charms of youth her colder bofom move, 
Chaſte were her thoughts, and moſt averſe to love: 
And as ſome timorous hind in toils betray'd, 

Thus in his arms ſtrove the reſiſting maid ; 

Thus did ſhe combat with his ſtrict embrace, 

And ſpurn'd the guilty cauſe of her diſgrace. 
Revenge ſhe courted, but deſpair d to find 

A ftrength and vigour equal to her mind ; 

While checks of ſhame her willing hands reftraing 
Since all a virgin's force is her diſdain : 

Yet her reſolves are nobly fix'd to die 

Rather than violate her chaſtity, 

Than break her vows to heaven, than blot her fame, 
Or ſoil her beauties with a luſtful flame. 


The night from its meridian did decline, 
An hour propitious to the black defign : 
When ſleep and reſt their peaceful laws maintain, 
And o'er the globe b' i s filence reign ; 
While death-like ſlumbers every boſom ſeize, 
Unbend our minds, and d bodies caſe: 
Now fond Amalis finds his drooping breaſt 
Hewy with wine, with amorous cares oppreſt g 
Not all the joys expecting lovers feel 
Can from his breaſt the dropſy charm repel ; 
In vain from wine his paſſion ſeeks redreſs, 
Whoſe treacherous force the flame it rais'd betrays : 
Weak and unnerv'd his uſeleſs limbs became, 
Bending beneath their ill- ſupported frame; 
Vanquiſh'd by that repoſe from which he flies, 
Now ſlumbers cloſe his unconſenting eyes. 


But ſad Theutilla's cares admit no reſt, 
Repcie is baniſh'd from her mournful breaſt ; 
A taithful guard does injur'd virtue keep, 
And from her weary limbs repulſes ſleep. 

Oft ſhe reflects with horror on the rape, 

Oft tries each avenue for her eſcape ; 

Though ſtill repulſe upon repulſe ſhe bears, 

And finds no paſſage but for fighs and tears : 
Then, with the wildneſs of her ſoul let looſe, 
And all the fury that her wrongs infuſe ; 

She weeps, ſhe raves, ſhe rends her flowing hair, 
| Wild in her grief, and raging with deſpair, 

At length her reſtleſs thoughts an utterance find, 
And vent the anguiſh of her labouring mind : 
Whilſt all diſſolv'd in calmer tears ſhe ſaid, 

* Shall I again be to his arms betray's ! 

Again the toil of loath'd embraces bear, 

And for ſome blacker ſcene of luſt prepare ! 
Firſt may his bed my guiltleſs grave become, 
His marble roof my unpolluted tomb ; 

Then, juſt to honour, and unſtain'd in fame, 
The urn that hides my duſt conceals my ſhame. 
«© Heaven gave me virtue, woman's frail defence, 
And beauty to moleſt that innocence : 

In vain I call my virtue to my aid, 

* When thus by treacherous beauty I'm betray'd. 
Vet to this hour my breaſt no crime has known, 
But, coldly chaſte, with virgin brightneſs ſhone, 
* As now unſully'd by a winter's ſun. 


Not arts, nor ruder force of men prevail'd, 


While through his glowing veins th infection flies; 


My tears found pity, when my language * 
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the labour's yet behind ; 
« No tears can ſoften this obdurate mind; 
«© No incxorable pity move, 
4 Or guard me from the worſt of ruins, Love: 
« Though ſlerp and wine allow this kind reprieve, 
4% Yet to the youth they Il ftrength and fury give; | 
«© Then, wretched maid ! then think what artince, 
«« What charm, ſhall reſcue from his nerv'd embrace 
% When with ſupplies of vigour next he ſtorms, 
« And every diate of his luſt performs. 

But you, bleſt Power, that own a virgin's name, 
«« Protect my virtue, and defend my fame, 
«« From powerful luſt, and the of ſhame ; 
« If I a ſtrict religious life have led, | 
«© Drank the cold ſtream, and made the earth my bed! 
If from the world a chaſte recluſe I live, 
«© Redreſs my wrongs, and generou: ſu-cour give; 
% Allay this raging tempeſt of my mind, 
«« A virgin ſhould be to a virgin kind: 
% Proftrate with tears from you I beg defence, 
« Or take my life, or guard my innocence.” | 

While thus the afflicted beauty pray d, the ſpy d 
A fatal dagger by Amalis“ fide : 
4 This weapon's mine ſhe cries, (then graſp'd it faſt) 
«© And now the luſtful tyrant ſleeps his laſt.” 
With eager hand the pointed ſteel ſhe draws, 
Ev*n murder pleaſes in ſo juſt a cauſe ; 
Nor fears, nor dangers, now reſiſtance make, 
Since honour, life, and dearer fame, 's at ſtake. 


Yet in her breaſt does kind compaſſion plead, 
And fills her ſoul with horror of the deed ; 
Her ſex's tenderneſs reſumes its place, 
And ſpreads in conſcious bluſhes o'er her face. 
Now, ſtung with the remorſe of guilt, ſhe cries, 
&« Ah, frantic girl, what wild attempt is this 
„Think, think, Theutilla, on the murderer's doom, 
And tremble at a puniſhment to come : 
Stain not thy virgin hand with guilty blood, 
And dread to be ſo criminally good. 
Lay both thy courage and thy weapon down, 
Nor fly to aids a maid muſt bluſh to own ; 
« Nor arms, nor valour, with thy ſex agree, 
« They wound thy fame, and taint thy modeſty.” 
Thus different paſſions combat in her mind, 
Oft ſhe 's to pity, oft to rage incli:'d : 
Now from her hand the hated weapon 's caſt, | 
Then ſeiz d again with more impetuous haſte ; 
Unfix'd her wiſhes, her reſolves are vain, | 
What ſhe attempts, ſhe ſtraight rejects again; 
Her looks, the emblems of her thoughts, appear | 
Vary'd with rage, with pity, and deſpair ; 
Alone her fears incline to no extreme, 
Equally poiz'd betwixt revenge and ſhame. 
At length, with more prevailing rage poſſeſt, 
Her jealous honour ftcels her daring breaft : 
The thoughts of injur'd fame new courage gave, 
And nicer virtue now confirms her brave. 
Then the fam'd Judith her whole mind employs, 


1 


«c 
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| * Whoſe glory 's but a refuge from her ſhame !”* 


Vzges her hand, and ſoochs the fatal choice . 
2 - 
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This great example pleas'd, inflam'd by this, 
With wild diſorder to the youth the flies; 
One hand the wreaths within his flowing hair, 
The other does the ready weapon bear : 
«© Now guide me (cries) ſair Hebrew, now look down, 
« And pity labours thou haſt undergone. 
« Dire& the hand that takes thy path to 
« And be propitious to a virgin's name, | 
Thus rais'd by hopes, and arm'd with courage now, 
She with undaunted looks directe the blow: 
Deep in his breaſt the fpacious wound ſhe made, 
And to his heart diſpatch'd th* unerring blade. 
When their expiring lord the ſervants heard, 
Whoſe dying groans the fatal act declar d, 
Like a fierce torrent, with no bounds they re ſtay d, 
But vent their rage on the defenceleſs maid : 
Not virtue, youth, nor beauty in diſtreſs, 
Can move their ſavage breaſts to tenderneſs : 
But death with horrid torment they prepare, 
And to her fate th' undaunted virgin bear. 
Tortures and dezth ſeem lovely in her eyes, 
Since ſhe to honour falls a ſacrifice : 
Amidf her ſufferings, ſtill her mind is great, 
And, free from guilt, ſhe triumphs o'er her fate. 
But heaven, that's ſuffering virtue's ſure reward, 
Exerts its power, and is itſelf her guard : 
Amalis, conſcious of his black offence, 
Now feels remorſe for her wrong d innocence ; 
Though now he *s ſtruggling in the pangs of death, 
And all life's purple ſtream is ebbing forth: 
Yer, raifing up his pale and drooping head, 
He recollects his ſpirics as they fled, | 
And, with his laſt remains of voice, he ſaid, | 
« Spare the chaſte maid, your impious hands reſtrain, 
«© Nor beauty with ſuch infolence prophane : 
Learn by my fate wrong'd innocence to ſpare, 
Since injur'd virtue 's heaven's peculiar care. 
But you, brave virgin, now ſhall ſtand enrol'd 
Amongſt the nobleſt heroines of old: 
Thy fam'd attempt, and celebrated hand, 
Shall laſting trophies of thy glory ſtand; 
And, if my verſe the juſt reward can give, 
Theutilla's name ſhall to new ages live, 


For to thy ſex thou haſt new honours won, 
And France now boaſts a Judith of its own. 


A 0. . 


| FOR ST. CECILIA'S DAY, 1693. 


I. 


EGIN, and ftrike th* harmonious lyre ! 
Let the loud inftruments prepare 
To raiſe our ſouls, and charm the ear, 
With joys which muſic only can inſpire : 
Hark how the willing ftrings obey! 
To conſecrate this happy day, 
Sacred to Muſic, Love, and bleſt Cecilia. 
In lofty numbers, tuneful lays, 
We l celebrate the virgin's praiſe : 


79 
Her ſkilful hand firft taught our ſtrings to move, 
To her this ſacred art we owe, 
Who firſt anticipated heaven below, 


And play'd the hymns on earth, that ſhe now fings 
above. 


II. 
What moving charms each tuneful voice contains, 
A tide of pleafing raptures bear, 


veins. 
The liſtening ſoul does ſympathiſe, 
And with each vary'd note complies : 
While gay and ſprightly airs delight, 
Then free from cares, and unconfin'd, 
It takes, in pleaſing ecſtacies, its flight. 
With mournful ſounds, a ſadder garb it wears, 
Indulges grief, and gives a looſe to tears. 
III. 
Muſic 's the language of the bleſt above, 
No voice but Muſic's can expreſs 
The joys that happy ſouls poſſeſs, 
Nor in juſt raptures tell the wondrous power of Love. 
"Tis Nature's dialect, defign'd 
To charm, and to inſtruct the mind. 
Muſic s an univerſal good 
That does diſpenſe its joys around, 
In all the elegance of ſound, 
To be by men admir'd, by angels underſtood. 
IV. 
Let every reſtleſs paſſion ceaſe to move 
And each tumultuous thought obey 
The happy influence of this day, 
For Muſic 's unity and love. 
Muſic 's the ſoft indulger of the mind, 
The kind diverter of out care, 
The ſureſt refuge mournful grief can find ; 
A cordial to the breaſt, and charm to ear. 
Thus, when the prophet truck his tuneful lyre, 
Saul's evil genius did retire : 
In vain were remedies apply d, 
In vain all other arts were try'd : 
His hand and voice alone the charm could find, 
To heal his body, and compoſe his mind. 
V. 
Now let the trumpet's louder voice proclaim 
A ſolemn jubilee: 
For ever ſacred let it be, 
To ſkilful Jubal's, and Cecilia's name. 
Great Jubal author of our lays, 
Who firſt the hidden charms of muſic found; 
And through their airy paths did trace 
The ſecret ſprings of ſound. 
When from his hollow chorded ſhcll 
The ſoft melodious accents fell, 
With wonder and delight he play'd, 
While the harmonious ſtrings his ſkilful hand obey'd. 
VI. | 
But fair Cecilia to a pitch divine 
Improv'd her artful lays : 
When to the organ ſhe her voice did join, 
In the Almighty's praiſe ; 
Then choirs of liſtening angels ſtood around, 
Admir'd ler art, and ble the heavenly ſound, 


| 


| 
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| Her praiſe alone no tongue can reach, 

But in the ſtrains herſelf did teach: 

Then let the voice and lyre combine, 

And in a tuneful concert join; 

For muſic's her reward and care, 
Above ſk* enjoys it, and protects it here, 

GRAND CHORUS. 

And 1 honors to Cecilia pay : 

To her thoſe lov'd harmonious rites belong, 
To her that tunes our ſtrings, and ſtill inſpires our ſong. 


THE FORCE OF JEALOUSY. 


To a aſking if her Sex was as ſenſible of that 
88 Paſſion as Man. 


AN ALLUSION TO 
« 0! quam cruentus Feeminas flimulat Dolor !”* 
Sznzca, Hercules Octzus. 


HAT raging thoughts tranſport the woman's 
breaſt 


, 
That is with love and jealouſy poſſeſt ! 
More with revenge, than ſoft defires ſhe burns, 
Whoſe li meets no kind returns; 
That courts the youth with long - neglected charms, 
And finds her rival happy in his arms ! 

Dread Scylla's rocks *tis ſafer to engage, 
And truſt a ſtorm, than her deſtructive rage: 
Not waves, contending with a boiſterous wind, 
Threaten ſo loud, as her tempeſtuous mind : 
For ſeas grow calm, and raging ſtorms abate, 
But moſt implacable 's a woman's hate: 

Tigers and ſavages leſs wild appear, 

Than that fond wretch abandon d to deſpair. 
auch were the tranſports Dejanira felt, 

Stung with a rival's charms, and huſband's guilt : 
With ſuch deſpair ſhe view'd the captive mid, 
Whoſe fatal love her Hercules betray'd ; 

Th' unchaſte Ile, but divinely fair! 

In love triumphant, though a flave in war ; 

By nature lewd, and form'd for ſoft delight, 


| Gay as the ſpring, and fair as beams of light; 


Whoſe blooming youth would wildeſt rage diſarm 
And every eye, but a fierce rival's, charm. | 
Fix'd with her grief the royal matron ſtood, 

When the fair captive in his arms ſhe view's ; 


And curſt the power of the too lovely maid, 
That reap'd the joys of her abandon'd bed! 
Her furious looks with wild diſorder glow, 
Looks that her envy and reſentment thow ! 
To blaſt that fair deteſted form the tries, 
And lightning darts from her diſtorted eyes. 
Then o'er the palace of falſe Hercules, 
With clamour and impetuous rage ſhe flies; 
Late a dear witneſs of their mutual flame, 
But now th* y object of her ſhame ; 
Whoſe conſcious roof can yield her no relicf, 
But with polluted joys upbraids her grief. 


Wich what regret her beauties ſhe ſurvey d, { 


Nor can the ſpacious court contain her now ; 
27 grows a ſcene too narrow tor ler was, 
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Looſe and undreſt all day ſhe ſtrays alone, | 
Does her abode and lov'd companions ſhun, 

In woods complains, and fighs in every grove, 

The mournful tale of her forſaken love. 

Her thoughts to all th' extremes of frenzy fly, 

Vary, but cannot eaſe her miſery : 

Whilſt in her looks the lively forms appear, 

Of envy, fondneſs, fury, and deſpair. 


Her rage no conſtant face of ſorrow wears, 
Oſt ſ-ornful ſmiles ſucceed loud fighs and tears; 
Oft o'er her face the riſing bluſhes ſpread, 
Her glowing eye - balls turn with fury red: | 
Then pale and wan her alter'd looks appear, 
Paler than guilt, and drooping with deſpair. 
A tide of paſſions ebb and flow within, 
And of? the ſhifts the melancholy ſcene : 
Does all th* exceſs of woman's fury ſhuw, 
And yiclas a large variety of woe. 


Now cal u ac infants 2t the mother's breaſt, 
Her grief in ſoſteſt murmurs is expreſt: 
She ſpeaks the tendereſt things that pity move, 
Kind are her looks, and J1mguiſhing with love. 
Then loud as ftorms, and raging as the wind, 
She gives a looſe to her diſtemper'd mind : 
With ſhrieks and groans ſhe fills the air around, 
And makes the palace her loud grief reſound. 


Wild with her wrongs, ſhe like a fury ſtrays, 
A fury, more than wife of Hercules: 


Her motion, looks, and voice, proclaim her woes; 
While fighs, and broken words, her wilder thoughts 
diſcloſe. 


TO HIS PERJURED MISTRESS. 
« Nex erat, & carlo fulgebat luna ſereno, &c. 


T was one evening, when the riſing moon 
Amidft her train of ftars diſtinctly ſhone ; 

Serene and calm was the inviting night, 
And heaven appeared in all its luftre bright; 
When you, Nera, you, my perjur'd fair, 
Did, to abuſe the gods and me, prepare. 
"Twas then you ſwore—remember, faithleſs maid, 
With what endearing arts you then betray d: 
Remember all the tender things that paſt, 
When round my neck your willing arms were caſt. 
The circling ivys, when the oaks they join, 
Seem looſe, and coy, to theſe fond arms of thine. 


Believe, you cry'd, this ſolemn vow believe, 
The nobleſt pledge that Love and I can give; | 
Or, if there 's aught more ſacred here below, 
Let that confirm my oath to heaven and you. 


— I 


If e' er my breaſt a guilty flame receives, | 


Or covets joys but what thy preſence gives; 
May every injur'd power aſſert thy cauſe, | 
And Love avenge his violated laws : 

While cruel beaſts of prey infeſt the plain, 
And tempeſts rage upon the faithleſs main; | 
While ſighs and tears ſhall liſtening virgins move 
So long, ye powers, will fond Nezra love. | 


Ah, faithleſs charmer, lovely perjur'd maid ! 


Are thus my vous and generous flame repaid ? 


ſlights I have too tamely bore, 
Still doated on, and till been wrong'd the more. 
Why do I liſten to that Syren's voice, 
Love ev*n thy crimes, and fly to guilty joys ? 
Thy fatal eyes my beſt reſolves betray, 
My fury melts in ſoft defires : 
Each look, each glance, 2 
Elude my rage, and I'm again undone. 


But if my injur'd ſoul dares yet be brave, 
Unleſs I'm fond of ſhame, confirm d a ſlave, 
I will be deaf to that enchanting tongue, 
Nor on thy beauties gaze away my wrong. 
At length I Il loath each proftituted grace, 
Nor court the leavings of a cloy'd embrace; 
But ſhew, with manly rage, my ſoul 's above 
The cold returns of thy exhauſted love. 
Then thou ſhalt juſtly mourn at my diſdain, 
Find all thy arts and all thy charms in vain: 
Shalt mourn, whilſt I, with nobler flames, purſue 
Some nymph as fair, though not unjuſt, as you; 
Whoſe wit and beauty ſhall like thine excel, 
But far ſurpaſs in truth, and loving well. 


But wretched thou, whoe'er my rival art, 
That fondly boaſts an empire o'er her heart; 
Thou that enjoy ſt the fair inconſtant prize, 

And vainly triumph'f with my viQtories ; 
Unenvy'd now, o'er all her beautics reve, 

Enjoy thy ruin, and Nezra's love: 

Though wealth and honors grace thy nobler birth, 
To bribe her love, and fix a wandering faith ; 
Though every grace and every virtue join, 

T* enrich thy mind, and make thy form divine: 
Yet bleſt, with endlefs charms, too ſoon you ll prove 
The treacheries of falſe Newra's love. 

Loſt and abandon'd by th* ungrateful fair. 

Like me you Il love, be injur'd and deſpair. 
When left th* unhappy object of her ſcorn, 

Then ſhall 1 ſmile to ſee the victor mourn, 
Laugh at thy fate, and triumph in my turn. 


IMITATION OF HORACE. 
BOOK I. ODE XXII. 
« Integer ite,” oc. 


H E man that 's uncorrupt, and free from en”, 4 
That the remorſe of ſecret crimes ner falt: 
Whoſe breaſt was ne*er debauch'd with fin, 
But finds all calm, and all at peace within: 
In his integrity ſecure, 
He fears no danger, dreads no power: 
Uſeleſs are arms for his defence, 
That Keeps a faithful guard of innocence. 


II. 


Secure the happy innocent may rove, 
The care of every power above; 
Although unarm'd he wanders o'er 
The treacherous Libya's ſands, and faithlcſs fro: ; 
Though o'er th* inhoſpitable brows 
Of ſevꝛge Caucaſus he goes; 
Through Africk's flames, thro? Scythia's Tre, 
Or whcre H:dopſes, fam'd for monſtere, flows. 


. © 
II. 
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IV. 


Not Daunia's teeming ſands, nor barbarous ſhore, 

E'er ſuch a dreadful native bore, 

Nor Africk's nurſing caves brought forth 
So fierce a beaſt, of ſuch amazing growth: 

| Yet vain did all his prove 
Againf a breaſt that s arm'd with love 
abſent, fair Maria's name 

Subdues the fierce, and makes the ſavage tame. 


Send me to ſcorching ſands, whoſe het 
Guards the deſtructive ſoil from human feet: 
Yet there I Il fing Maria's name, 

And ſport, uninjur'd, midſt the flame: 
Maria's name ! that will create, ev'n there, 
A milder climate, and more temperate air. 


Paraoctus's Requeſt to AcuiI IL Es for his Arms. 
Imitated from the Beginning of the Sixteenth 


ILIAD of HomrZzns. 


IVINE Achilles, with compaſſion mov'd, 
Thus to Patroclus ſpake, his beſt-belov'd. 
Why like a tender girl doſt thou complain ! 
That ftrives to reach the mother's breaſt in vain; 
Mourns by her fide, her knees embraces faſt, 
Hangs on her robes, and interrupts her hafte ; 
Yet, when with fondneſs to her arms the s rais'd, 
Still mourns and weeps, and will not be appeas'd ! 
Thus my Patroclus in his grief appears, 
Thus like a froward girl profuſe of tears. 


From Phthia doſt thou mournful tidings hear, 
And to thy friend ſome fatal meſſage bear? | 
Thy valiant father (if we fame believe) 

The good Menztius, he is yet alive: 
And Peleus, though in his declining days, 
Reigns o'er his Myrmidons in health and peace; 


| 


| 


. 


Yet, as their lateſt obſequies we paid, 
Thou mourn ' ſt them living, as already dead. 


Or thus with tears the Grecian hoſt deplore, 
That with their navy periſh on the ſhore ; 
And with compaſſion their misfortunes view, 
The juſt reward to guilt and falſchood due? 
Impartial heaven avenges thus my wrong, 
Nor ſuffers crimes to go unpuniſh'd long. 
Reveal the cauſe ſo much afflits thy mind, 
Nor thus conceal thy ſorrows from thy friend. 
| Thus, with a figh, the ſad Patroclus 
Godlike Achilles, Peleus valiant ſon ! 
Of all our chiefs, the greateſt in renown ; 
Upbraid not thus th* afflicted with their woes, 
Nor triumph now the Greeks ſuſtain ſuch loſs! 
To pity let thy generous breaſt incline, 
And ſhow thy mind is like thy birth divine. 


| For all the valiant leaders of their hoſt, 


Or wounded lie, or are in battle loſt. 


| Ulyſſes great in arms, and Diomede, 
} Languiſh with wounds, and in the navy bleed: 


This common fate great Agamemnon ſhares, 
And ftern Eurypylus, renown'd in wars. 
Whilſt drugs th' experienc'd artiſts try, 
And to their wounds apt remedies apply: 

Eaſing th* afflicted heroes with their ſkill, 

Thy breaſt alone remains implacable ! 


What, will thy fury thus for ever laſt! 
Let preſent woes atone for injuries paſt : 


Thy virtues are as uſeleſs as they re great. 
What injur'd friend from thee ſhall hope redreſs, 
That will not aid the Greeks in ſuch diftreſs ? 
Uſeleſs is all the valor that you boaſt, 
Deform'd with rage, with ſullen fury loſt. 


157 can thy ſoul retain ſach laſting hate 
| 


Could cruelty like thine from Peleus come, 
Or be the offspring of fair Thetis* womb ! 
Thee raging ſeas, thee boiſterous waves brought forth, 
And to obdurate rocks thou ow'R thy birth 
Thy ſtubborn nature fill retains their kind, 
So hard thy heart, ſo ſavage is thy mind. 


But, if thy boding breaſt admits of fear, 
Or dreads what ſacred oracles declare ! 
What awful Thetis in the courts above 
Receiv'd from the unerring mouth of Jove ! 
If ſo—let me the threatening dangers face, 
And head the warlike ſquadrons in thy place 2 
Whilſt me thy valiant Myrraidons obey, 
We yet may turn the fortune of the day. 
Let me in thy diftinguiſh'd arms appear, 
With all thy dreadful equipage of war ; 
That when the Trojans our approaches view, 
Deceiv'd, they ſhall retreat, and think tis yon. 


| Thus, from the rage of an inſulting hoſt, 
We may retrieve that fame the Greeks have loſt z 
Vigorous and freſh, th* unequal fight renew, 
And from our navy force the drooping foe ; 
O'er harraſs'd men an eaſy conqueſt gain, 


] 4 drive the Trojans wo their walls again. 
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On the re-printing MILTON's Proſe Works, 
evith his Pox Ms, written in his Pax ADS Los r. 


HESE ſacred lines with wonder we peruſe, 4 
And praiſe the flights of a ſeraphic Muſe, 
Till thy ſeditious proſe our rage, 
And ſoils the beauties of thy brighteſt page. 
Thus here we ſee tranſporting ſcenes ariſe, 
Heaven's radiant hoſt, and opening paradiſe; 
Then trembling view the dread abyſs beneath, 
Hell's horrid manſions, and the realms of death. 


Whilf here thy bold majeſtic numbers riſe, 
And range th' embatt led legions of the ſkies, 
With armics fill the azure plains of light, 
And paint the lively terrors of the fight, 

We own the poet worthy to rehearſe 
Heaven's laſting triumphs in immortal verſe: 
But when thy impious —— 

Inſults the beſt of princes, beſt of men, 

Our admiration turne to juſt diſdain, 

And we revoke the fond applauſe again. 


Like the fall'n angels in their happy ſtate, 
Thou ſhar dſt their nature, inſolence, and fate: 
To harps divine, immortal hymns they ſung, 

As ſweet thy voice, as ſweet thy lyre was ſtrung. 
As they did rebels to th' Almighty grow, 

So thou prophan'ſ his image here below. 
Apoſtate bard ! may not thy guilty ghoſt, 
Diſcover to its own eternal coſt, 


That as they heaven, thou paradiſe haſt loſt! 


| To 
SIR HUMPHRY MACKWORTH, 
on the Mines, late of Sir Carbery Price. 


HAT ſpacious veins enrich the Britiſh ſoil ; 
The various ores, and ſkilful miner's toil ; 
How ripening metals lie conceal'd in earth, 
And teeming Nature forms the wondrous birth ; 
My uſeful verſe, the firſt, tranſmits to fame, 
In numbers tun'd, and no unhallow'd flame. 


O generous Mackworth ! could the Muſe impart 
A 1:bour worthy thy auſpicious art; 
Like thee ſucceed in paths untrod before, 
And ſecret treaſures of the land explore. 
Apolio's ſelf ſhould on the labor ſmile, 
And Delphos quit for Britain's fruitful iſle. 


Where fair Sabrina flows around the coaſt, 
And aged Dovey in the ocean 's loſt, 
Her lofty brows unconquer'd Britain rears, 
And fenc'd with rocks impregnable appears : 
Which like the well-fix'd bars of Nature ſhow, 
To guard the treaſures ſhe conceals below. 
For earth, diftorted with her pregnant womb, 
Heaves up to give the forming embryo room ; 
Hence vaſt excreſcences of hills ariſe, 
And mountains ſwell to a portentous ſize. 
Louring and black the rugged coaſt appears, 
The ſullen earth a gloomy ſurface wears; 
Yet all beneath, deep as the centre, ſhines 
With native wealth, and more than India's mines. 


| Unmix'd their 1 


7 


And make repriſals on the graſping main: 
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Thus erring Nature her defects ſupplies, 
Indulgent oft to what her ſons deſpiſe : 

Oft in a rude, unfiniſh'd form, we find 

The nobleſt treaſure of a generous mind. 


Thrice land ! from whoſe indulgent womb, 
Such unexhaufted ſtores of riches come 
By heaven belov'd ! form'd by auſpicious fate, 
To be above CN nations great ! 
Its golden ſands ne more ſhall Tagus boaſt, 
In Dovey's flood his rival'd empire 's loſt ; 
Whoſe waters now a nobler fund maintain, 
To humble France, and check the pride of Spain. 
Like Egypt's Nile the bounteous current ſhows, 
Diſperſing bleſſings whereſoc'er it flows ; 
Whoſe native treaſure 's able to repair 
The long expences of our Gallic war. 

The ancient Britons are a hardy race, 
| Averſe to luxury and flothful eaſe ; 

Their necks beneath a foreign yoke ne er bow'd, 
In war unconquer d, and of freedom proud; 
With minds reſolv'd they laſting toils endure, 
and their manners pure. 
Wiſely does Nature ſuch an offspring chuſe, 
Brave to defend her wealth, and flow to uſe. 
Where thirſt of empire ne'er inflames their veins, 
Nor avarice, nor wild ambition reigns : 
But, low in mines, they conſtant toils renew, 
And through the earth their branching veins purſee. 
As when ſome navy on th' Iberian coaſt, 
Chac'd by the winds, is in the ocean loſt; 
To Neptune's realms a new ſupply it brings, 
The ftrength defign'd of — kings : 
Contending divers would the wreck regain, 
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Wild in purſuit they are endanger d more, 

Than when they combated the ſtorms before. 
The miner thus through perils digs his way, 
Equal to theirs, and d than the ſea ; 
Drawing, in peſtilential ſteams, his breath, 
Reſolv d to conquer though he combats death. 
Night's gloomy realms his pointed ſteel invades, 
The courts of Pluto, and infernal ſhades : 

He cuts through mountains, ſubterraneous lakes, 


Plying his work, each nervous ſtroke he takes 
{ Looſens the earth, and the whole cavern ſhakes. 


Thus, with his brawny arms, the Cyclops ſtands, 
To form Jove's lightning with uplifted hands ; 
The ponderous hammer with a force deſcends, 
Loud as the thunder which his art intends ; 


And as he ſtrikes, with each reſiſtleſs blow 
| The anvil yields, and Etna groans below. 


Thy fam'd inventions, Mackworth, moſt adorn 
The miner's art, and make the beſt return : 
Thy ſpeedy fails, and uſeful engines, ſhow 
A genius richer than the mines below. 
Thouſands of ſlaves unſki11'd Peru maintains; 
| The hands that labour ſtill exhauſt the gains: 
The winds, thy ſlaves, their uſeful ſuccour join, 
Convey thy ore, and labour at thy mine ; 
Inſtructed by thy arts, a power they fing 
To vanquiſh realms, where once they lay confin'd. 
Downward, my Muſe, direct thy ſteepy flight, 
Where ſmiling ſhades and beauteous realms invite z 
I firſt of Britiſh bards invoke thee down, 
And firſt with wealth thy gracetul temples crown. 
Through, 


74 
Through dark retreats purſue the winding ore, 


Search Nature's depths, and view her boundleſs tore ; | 


"The ſecret cauſe in tuneful meaſures fing, 

How metals firſt are fram'd, and whence they ſpring. 

Whether the active ſun, with chemic flames, 

Through porous earth tranſmits his genial beams ; 

With heat impregnating the wamb of night, 

The ing ſhines with its paternal light : 

On Britain's iſle propitiouſly he ſhines, 

With joy deſcends, and labours in her mines. 

Or whether, urg'd by ſubterrancous flames, 

The earth ferments, and flows in liquid ftreams ; 

Purg'd from their droſs, the nobler parts refine, 

Receive new forms, and with freſh beauties ſhine. 

Thus fluid parts, unknowing how to burn, 

With cold congeal'd, to folid metals turn: 

For metals only from devouring flame 

Preſerve their beauty, and return the ſame ; 

Both art and force the well-wrought maſs diſdains, 

And *midf the fire its native form retains. 

Or whether by creation firſt they ſprung, 

When yet unpois'd the world's great fabric hung : 

Metals the bafis of the earth were made, 

The bars on which its fix d foundation 's laid: 

All ſecond cauſes they diſdain to own, 

And from th* Almighty's Fiat ſprung alone. 
Nature in ſpacious beds preſerves her ſtore, 

And keeps unmix'd the well-compatted ore; 

The ſpreading root a numerous race maintains 

Of branching limbs, and far-extended veins : 

Thus, from its watery ſtore, a ſpring ſupplies 

The leſſer ſtreams that round its fountain riſe ; 

Which bounding out in fair meanders play, 

And o'er the meads in different currents ſtray. 
Methinks I ſee the rounded metal ſpread, 

To be ennobled with our monarch's head : 

About the globe th* admired coin ſhall run, 

And make the circle of its parent ſun. 


How are thy realms, triumphant Britain, bleſt! 
Enrich'd with more than all the diftant weſt ! 
Thy ſons, no more betray'd with hopes of gain, 
Shall tempt the dangers of a faithleſs main, 
Traffic no more abroad for foreign ſpoil, 
Supplied with richer from their native ſoil. 
To Dovey's flood ſhall numerous traders come, 
Employ'd to fetch the Britiſh bullion home. 
To pay their tributes to its bounteous thore, 
Returning laden with the Cambrian ore. 
Her abſent fleet Potoſi's race ſhall mourn, 
And wiſh in vain to ſee our fails retum ; 
Like miſers heaping up their uſeleſs tore, 
Starv'd with their wealth, amidſt their riches poor. 
Where e er the Britiſh banners are diſplay d, 
The ſuppliant nations ſhall implore our aid: 
Till, thus compell'd, the greater world confeſs 
Themſelves oblig'd, and ſuccour'd by the leſs. 


How Cambria's mines were to her offspring known, 
Thus ſacred verſe tranſmits the tory down: 
Merlin, a bard of the inſpired train, 
With myſtic numbers charm'd the Britiſh plain; 
Beiov'd by Phebus, and the tuneful Nine, 
His ſong was ſacred, and his art divine : 
As on Sabrina's fruitful banks he food, 
His wondrous verſe reftrain'd the liſtening flood; 
The ftream's bright Goddeſs rais'd her awful head, 
And to her cave the artful ihepherd led. 


' 
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'Her ſwift-deſcending ſteps the youth purſues, 
And rich in ore the ſpacious mountain views. 
In beds diſtin the well rang'd metals lay, 
Diſperſing rays, and counterfeiting day. 

The filver, ſhedding beams of orient light, 
Struck with too fierce a glare his ak ing fight ; 
Like rifing flames the ruddy ſhow'd, 
And ſpread its bluſhes o'er the dark abode : 
Profuſe of rays, and with unrival'd beams, 
The liquid filver flow'd in reſtleſs ftreams : 
Nor India's ſparkling gems are half fo bright, 
Nor waves above, that ſhine with heavenly light ; 
When thus the Goddeſs ſpake : Harmonious Y 
Rever'd for numbers fraught with ſacred truth 
Belov'd by heaven! attend while I relate 

The fix'd decree, and dark events of fate. 
Conceal'd theſe treaſures lic in Nature's womb, 
For future times, and ages yet to come. 

When many long revolving years are run, 

A hero ſhall aſcend the Britiſh throne, 

Whoſe numerous triumphs ſhall Auguſta grace, 
In arms renown'd, ador'd for plenteous peace. 
Beneath his ſway a generous youth ſhall riſe, 
With virtues bleſt, in happy councils wiſe ; 
Rich with the ſpoils of Learning's various ſtore, 


, Commanding arts, yet ſtill acquiring more. 


He, with ſucceſs, ſhall enter this abode, 

And nature trace in paths before untrod ; 

The ſmiling offspring from her womb remove, 
And with her entrails glad the realms above. 

O youth reſerv*d by more auſpicious fate, 
With fam'd improvements to oblige the ſtate ! 
By wars impoveriſh'd, Albion mourns no more, 
Thy well-wrought mines forbid her to be poor: 
The earth, thy great exchequer, ready lies, 
Which all defect of failing funds ſupplics ; 


Thou ſhalt a nation's preſſing wants relieve, 


Not war can laviſh more than thou canſt give. 


This, Mackworth, fixes thy immortal name, 
The Muſe's darling, and the boaſt of fame; 
No greater virtues on record ſhall ſtand, 
Than thus with arts to grace, with wealth enrich the 
land. 


OVID'S ART OF LOVE. 
BOOK THE SECOND. 


OW Io Pen fing ! now wreaths prepare! 
And with repeated Jos fill the air: 
1 he prey is fall'n in my ſucceſsful toils, 
My artful nets incloſe the lovely ſpoils : 
My numbers now, ye ſmiling lovers, crown, 
And make your poet deathleſs in renown : 
With laſting fame my verſe ſhall be inroll'd, 
And I preferr'd to all the Bards of old. 
Thus Paris from the warlike Spartans bore 
Their raviſh'd bride, to Ida's diſtant ſhore. 
Victorious Pelops thus in triumph drove 
The vanquiſh'd maid, and thus enjoy'd his love. 
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* The FixsT Book of Ovid's “ Art of Love,” is 
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Stay, eager youth ! your bark 's but under ſail ; 
The diſtant port requires a proſperous gle. 
Tis not enough the yielding beauty s found, 
And with my aid your artful paſſion crown'd ; 
The — our ſucceſsful conduct gain'd, 
With art muſt be ſecur'd, by arts maintain'd. 
The glory's more to guard, than win the prise; 
There all the toils and threatening danger lies. 
If ever, Cupid, now indulgent prove, 
O Venus! aid; thou charming Queen of Love! 
Kind Erato, let thy auſpicious name 
Inſpire the work, and raiſe my generous flame. 
The labour 's great ! a method 1 defign 
For Love ; and will the fetter'd god confine : 
The god that roves the ſpacious world around, 
In every clime, and diſtant region found ; 
Active and light, his wings clude our guard, 
And to confine a deity is hard: 
His gueſt from flight Minos inclos'd around, 
Yet he with wings a daring paſſage found. 
Thus Dedalus her offspring firft confin'd : 
Who with a bull in lewd embraces join'd: 
Her teeming womb the horrid crime confeſs'd ; 
Big with a human bull, half man, half beaſt. 
Said he, juſt Minos, beſt of human kind, 
Thy mercy let à proftrate exile find. 
By fates compell'd my native ſhores to fly, 
Permit me, where I durft not live, to dic. 
Enlarge my ſon, if you negle& my tears, 
And ſhow compaſſion to his blooming years : 
Let not the youth a long confinement mourn, 
Oh free the ſon, or let his fire return 
Thus he implor'd, but ſtill implor'd in vain, 
Nor could the freedom that he ſought ob*ain. 
Convinc'd at 1 : Now, Daedalus, he cry d, 
Here s ſubject for thy art that's yet untry d, 
Minos the earth commands, and guards the ſea, 
No paſs the land affords, the deep ne way; 
Heaven's only free, we'll! heaven's auſpicious height 
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Atrempt to paſs, where kinder fates invite ( 
Favour, ye powers above, my daring flight ; 
Misfortunes oft prove to invention kind, 
Inſtruct our wit, and aid the labouring mind: 55 


For who ean credit men, in wild deſpair, 

Should force a paſſage through the yielding air! 
Fe thers for wings deſign'd the artift choſe, 

And bound with thread his forming pinions cloſe : 
With temper'd wax the pointed ends he wrought, 60 
And to perfection his new labours brought. 

The finiſh'd wings his ſmiling offspring views, 
Admires the work, not conſcious of their uſe : 

To whom the father faid, Obſerve aright, 
Obſerve, my ſon, theſe inſtruments of flight. 

In vain the tyrant our eſcape retards, 

The heavens he cannot, all but heaven he guards; 
Though earth and ſeas elude thy father's care, 
Theſe wings ſhall waf: us through the ſpacious air. 
Nor ſhall my ſon celeſtial ſigns ſurvey, 

Far from the radiant Virgin take your way : 
Or where Bootes the chill'd north commands, 
And with his faulchion dread Orin ſtands ? 
1'11 go before, me fill retain in ſight, 
Where-e'er I lead, ſecurely make your flight. 
For ſhould we upward ſoar too near the ſan, 
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Diſfolv'd with heat, the liquid wax will run : 

Or near the ſeas an humbler flight maintain, 

o 121 will ſuffer by the ſteaming main. 
ok. V. 
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Learn, lovely boy, be with inſtruction wiſe | 
Beauty 
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A medium keep, the winds obſerve aright : 
The winds will aid your advantageous flight. 
He caution'd thus, and thus inform'd him long, 
As careful birds inſtruct their tender young: 
The ſpreading wings then to his ſhoulders bound, 
His body pois'd, and rais'd him from the ground. $5 
Prepar'd for flight, his aged arms embrace 

The tender youth, whilſt tears o'erflow his face. 

A hill there was, from whence the anxious pair 
Efſay'd their wings, and forth they launch'd in air: 
Now his expanded plumes the artift plies, ; 90 
Regards his ſon, and leads along the ſkies ; 


Now on their right they found, 
For fruitful lakes and ſhady groves renown'd. 
When the aſpiring boy forgot his fears, 

Raſh with hot youth and unexperienc'd years : 
Upwards he ſoar'd, maintain'd a lofty ſtroke, 
And his directing father's way forſook. 
The wax, of heat impatient, melred run, 
Nor could his wings ſuſtain that blaze of ſun. 
From heaven he views the fatal below, 
Whilſt killing fears prevent the di blow. 
His ſtruggling arms now no aſſiſtance find, 

Nor poiſe the body, nor receive the wind. 
Falling, his father he implores in vain, 

To aid his flight, and finking limbs ſuſtain ; 

His name invokes, till the expiring ſound 

Far in the floods with Icarus was drown'd. 

The parent mourns, a parent now no more, 

And ſeeks the abſent youth on every ſhore ; 
Where's my lov'd ſon, my Icarus ! he cries ; 
Say in what diſtant region of the ſkies, 

Or faithleſs clime, the youthful wanderer flies 
Then view'd his pinions ſcatter'd o'er the ftream, 
The ſhore his bones receiv'd, the waves his name. 120 
Minos with walls attempred to detain 

His flying gueſts, but did attempt in vain : 

Yet the wing'd god ſhall to our rules ſubmit, 

And Cupid yield to more prevailing wit. 


Theſſalian arts in vain raſh lovers uſe, 
In vain with drugs the ſcornful maid abuſe : 
The ſkilful'ſ potions ineff-Etu1l prove, 
Uſeleſs are magic remedies in love: 
Could charms prevail, Circe had prov'd her art, 
And fond Medea fix d her Jaſon's heart. 
Nor tempt with philters the diſdainful dame; 
They rage inſpire, creme a frantic flame: 
Abſtiin from guilt, all vicious arts remove, 
And make your paſſion worthy of her love. 
Diſtruſt your empty form and boaſted face; 
The nymph engage a thouſand nobler ways: 
To fix her vanquiſh'd heart intirely thine, 
Accompliſh'd grices to your native join. 
Beauty *s bu* frail, a charm that ſoon decays, 
Its luſtre fades as rolling years increaſe, 
And age till rriumphs o'er the ruin'd face. 
This truth the fair but ſhort-liv'd lily ſhows, 
And prickles that ſurvive the faded roſe. 
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and youth mii - ſpent are paſt advice. 145 
Then 


Falſely ſhe vow'd, but 1 muſt purchaſe more. 
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Then cultivate thy mind with Wit and Fame, 

Thoſe laſting charms ſurvive the funeral flame. 
With arts and ſciences your breaſt improve, 
CURIE — Wee: 

Bur 


'd Ulyſſes was not fair nor young, 

eloquent and charming with his tongue : 
And yet for him contending beauties ſtrove, 
And every ſea- ſought the hero's love, 
Calypſo mourn'd when he forfook her ſhores, 
And with fond waves detain'd his haſty oars. 
Oft ſhe enquir d of ruin'd Ilium's fate, 
Making him oft the wondrovs tale relate; 
Which with ſuch grace his florid tongue could frame, 
The Rory ſtill was new, though ſtill the fame. 
Now ſtanding on the ſhores, again declare, 
Calypſo cry'd, your fam'd exploits in war. 
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There Simois flows, here my battalions ſtand. 165 
The well-rais'd paſſion in her looks appear d: 
But the wild ſwallow none with toils infeſts, 
And let her only fighs and wiſhes hear. 

195 
His honour ſtorms a ſtubborn damſel's door; 


He with a wand, a ſlender wand he bore, 
Delineates every action on the ſhore. 
Here's Troy, fays he, then draws the walls in ſand: 
A field there was, (and then deſcribes the fietd) 
Where Dolon, with rewards deceiv'd, we kill'd. 
Juſt thus emrench'd imagine Rheſus lies, 
And here we make his warlike ſteeds our prize. 
Much he deſcrib'd, when a deſtructive wave 
Waſh'd off the flender Troy, and rolling gave | 
To Rheſus and his tents one common grave. 
Long with delight his charming tongue ſhe heard, 
The goddeſs weeps to view his ſpreading fails, 17 
So much a ſoldier with the ſex prevails. : 
Diſtruſt thy form, fond youth, and learn to know, 
There's more requir'd in love than empty ſhow. 
With juſt diſdain the treats the haughtyv mind, 
Tis complaiſance that makes a beauty kind. 
The hawk we hate that always lives in arms, 
The raging wolf that every flock alarms : 
And none the ſoft Chaonian bird moleſts. 
Debates avoid, and rude contention ſhun ; 
A woman *s with ſubmiſſive language won. 
Let the wife rail, and injur'd huſband ſwear, 
Such freedoms are allow'd the marry'd pair: 
Diſcord and ſtrife to nuptial beds belong, 
The portion juſtifies a clamorous tongue. 
With tender vows the yielding maid endear, 
Contrive with words and actions to delight, 
Still charm her ear, and ſtill oblige her fight. 
I no inſtructions to the rich impart, 
He needs not, that preſents, my uſeleſs art: 
The giving lover 's handſome, valiant, wiſe, 
His happy fortune is above advice. 
I to the needy ſing; though poor, I love, 
. And, wanting wealth, with melting language more. 
I'm cautious te affront, becauſe I'm poor. 
With pleaſing arts I court, with arts poſſeſs ; 
Or if I'm bounteous, tis in promiſes. 
| Enrag'd, I ruffled once Corinna's hair, 
Long was I baniſh'd by the injur'd fair ; 
Long mournful nights for this conſumed alone, 
Nor could my tears the furious maid atone. 
Weeping, ſhe vow'd, a ſuit of point I tore 3 
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| Make not your guilty maſter's crime your on, 
But by my puniſhment my error ſhun ; 
Indecent fury from her fight remove, 

No paſſion let your miſtreſs know, but love. 


Yet if the haughty nymph 's unkind and coy, 215 

Or ſhuns your fight ; have patience, and enjoy. 

By ſlow degrees we bend the Rtubborn bow; 

What force refiſts, with art will pliant grow. 

In vain we ſtem a torrent's rapid force, 

But ſwim with eaſe, complying with its courſe. 220 
By gentler arts we ſavage beaſts reclaim, 

And lions, bulls, and furious tigers tame. 

Fiercely Atlanta o'er the foreſt rov'd, 

Cruel and wild, and yet at laft ſhe lov'd. 

Melanion ! or d his leſs flame, 225 
And, — the yy purſued the ſcornfu! 
On his ſubmiſiive neck her toĩis he wore, dame: 
And with his miſtreſs chac'd the dreadful boar. 
Arm'd to the woods I bid you not repair, 

Nor follow over hills the ſavage fair : 

My ſoft injunctions lefs ſevere you'll find, 
Eaſy to learn, and fram'd to every mind. 

Her wiſhes never, nor her will withſtand ; 
Submit, you conquer; ſerve, and you ll command. 
Her words approve, deny what the denies ; 235 
Like, where ſhe likes; and where ſhe ſcorns, defpiſc : 
Laugh when ſhe ſmiles: when ſad, diffolve in tcars ; 
Let every geſture ſympathize with hers. 

If ſhe delights, as women will, in play, 

Her ſtakes return, your ready loſings pay. 
When the 's at cards, or rattling dice the throws, 
Connive at cheats, and generoufly loſe. 

A ſmiling winner let the nymph remain, 

Let your pleas'd miſtreſs every conqueſt gain. 

In heat, with an umbrella ready ſtand; 245 
When walking, offer your officious hand. 

Her trembling hands, though you ſuſtain the cold, 
Cheriſh, and to your warmer boſom hold. 
Think no inferior office a diſgrace ; 

No action, that a miſtreſs gains, is baſe. 
The hero that eluded Juno's ſpite, 

And every monſter overcame in fight ; 
1 hat paſt ſo many bloody labours o'er, 


250 


240 


259 


And well deſerv'd that heav'n whoſe weight he bore : 


Amid Ionian damſels carding ſtands, 

And graſps the diſtaff with obediemt hands; 
In all commands the haughty dame obeys ; 
And who diſdains to act like Hercules? 

If ſhe's at law, be ſure commend the laws, 
Solicit with the judge, or plead her cauſe. 
With patience at the aſſignation wait, 

Early appear, attend her coming late. 
Whene'er ſhe wants a meſſenger, away, 

And her commands with flying feet obey. 
When late from ſupper ſhe s returning home, 
And calls her ſervant, as a ſervant come. 

She for the country air retires from town, 
You want a coach, or horſe, why foot it down ? 
Let not the ſultry feaſon of the year, 

The falling ſnows, or conſtant rain deter. 
Love is a warfare ;z an ignoble ſloth 

Seems equally contemptible in both : 

In both are watchings, duels, anxious cares, 
The ſoldier thus, and thus the lover fares ; 

With rain he's drench'd, with piercing tempeſts ſhakes, 
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And on the colder earth his lodging takes. 1 
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Fame ſays that Pheebus kept Admetus* herd ; 

And coarſely in an humble cottage far'd ; 

No ſervile offices the god deny d; . 

Learn this, ye lovers, and renounce your pride. 280 


When all acceſs is to your miſtreſs hard, 
When every door ſecur d, and window barr'd ; 
The roof untile, ſome deſperate paſſage find : 
You cannot be too bold to make her kind : 
Oh, how the Il claſp you when the danger's o'er, 285 
And value your deſerving paſhon more ! 
Thus through the boiſterous ſeas Leander mov'd, 
Not to poſſeſs, but ſhow how much he lov'd. 


Nor bluſhing think how low you condeſcend 
To court her maids, and make each ave your friend: 
Eacli by their names familiarly ſalute, 

And beg them to e your amor us ſuit, 

Perhaps a bribe 's require d; your bounty ſhow, 

And from vour ſlender fortune part beſtow. 

A double bribe the chamber-maid ſecures ; 295 
And when the favorite 's gain'd, the fair is yours. 
She 'I add, to every thing you do, a grace, 

And watch the wanton hours, and time her praiſe. 
When ſervants merry make, and feſt and ply, 
Then give her ſomething to keep holiday. 300 
Retain them every one, the porter moſt, 

And her who nightly guards the happy coaſt, . / 


I no profuſe nor coſtly gifts commend, 
But chooſe and time it well, whate'er you ſend. 
Provide the product of the early year, 305 
And let your boy the rural preſent bear; 
Tell her *twas freſh, and from your manor brought, 
Though tale, and in the ſuburb market bought, 
The firſt ripe cluſter let your miſtreſs eat, 
With cheſnuts, melons, and fair peaches treat, 310 
Some larger fiſh, or choicer fow! preſent : 
They recommend your paſſion, where they re ſent. 
"Tis with theſe arts the childleſs miſer 's caught, , 
Thus future legacies are baſely bought: : 
But may his name with infamy be curſt, 375 
That practisꝰd them on love, and woman firſt ! 


In tender ſonnets moſt your flame rehearſe, 
But who, alas! of late are mov'd by verſe? 
Women a wealthy - treating fool admire, 
Applaud your wit, but coſtly gifts require. 320 
This is the golden age, all worſhip gold, 
Honors are purchas'd, Love and Beauty fold. 
Should Homer come with his harmonious train, 
And not preſent, Homer 's turn'd out again. 
Some of the ſex have ſenſe, their numbers ſmall ; 32 5 
Mot ignorant, yet vain pretenders all: 
Fluter aright, ſmooth empty ſtanzas ſend ; 
They ſeldom ſenſe, but ſound and rhyme commend. 
Shovid you with art compoſe each poliſh'd line, 
And make her, like your numbers, all divine: 330 
Yet the la treat, or worthleſs toy prefer 
To all th' immortal poet's boaſted care. 


But he that covets to retain her hcart, 
Let him apply his flattery with art: 
With laſting raptures on her beauty gaze, 335 
And make her form the ſubject of his praiſe. 
Purple commend, when ſhe 's in purple dreſs'd; 
In ſcarlet, ſwear the looks in ſcarlet beſt : 
Array'd in gold, her graceful mien adore, 
Yoring thole eyes tranſcend the ſparkling cre, 240 
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With prudence place each compliment aright, 


Though clad in crape, let homely crape delight. 

In ſorted colours, praiſe a vary'd dreſs ; 

In night-cloaths, or commode, let either pleaſe. 

| Or when ſhe combs, or when ſhe curls her hair, 345 
Commend her curious art and gallant air. 

Singing, her voice, dancing, her ſtep 

Applmid when ſhe deſiſts, and fill defire : 

| Let all her words and actions wonder raiſe, 
View her with raptures, and with raptures praiſe. 3 50 

Fierce as Meduſa though your miſtreſs prove, 

Theſe arts will teach the ſtubborn beauty love. 


Be cautious leſt you over-act your part, 
And temper vour hypocriſy with art: 
Let no falſe action give your words the lie, 355 
For, undeceiv'd ſhe 's ever after ſhy. | 
In Autumn oft, when the luxurious year 
Purples the grape, and ſhows the vintage near; 
When ſultry heats, when colder blafts ariſe, 
And bodies languiſh with inconſtant ſkies : 360 
If vicious herven infects her tender veins, 
And in her tainted blood ſome fever reigns ; 
Ther your kind vows, your pious care beſtow, 
The bicffings you expect to reap, then ſow: 
Think nothing nſcous in her loath'd diſeaſe, 46g 
But with your ready hand contrive to pleaſe : 
Weep in her fight, then fonder kiſſes give, 
And let her burning lips your tears receive. 
Much for her ſafety vow, but louder ſpeak, 


Let the nymph hear the laviſh vows you make. 370 


As health returns, fo let your joys appear, 
Oft ſmile with hope, and oft confeſs your fear. 
This in her breaſt remains, theſe pleaſing charms 


* | Secure a paſſage to her grateful arms. 


| Reach nothing nauſeous to her taſte or ſight, 375 
Officious only when you moſt delight: 
Nor bitter draughts, nor hated medicines give: 


Let her from rivals what ſhe loaths receive. © [ ſhore, 


| Thoſe proſperous winds that launch'd our bark from 
When out at ſea aſſiſt its courſe no more: 

Time will your knowledge in our art improve, 

Cive ftrength and vigour to your forming love. 

The dreadful bull was but a calf when young; 
The lofty oak but from an acorn ſprung : 
From narrow ſprings the nobleſt currents flow, 38g 
But ſwell their floods, and ſpread them as they go. 
| Pe converſant with love, no toils refuſe, 
| And conquer all fatigues with frequent uſe. 
Still let her hear your ſighs, your paſſion view, 
And night and diy the flying maid purſue, 390 
Then pauſe a while ; by fellow fields we gain 
A thirſty ſoil receives the welcome rain. 

Phyllis was calm while with Demophoon bleſs'd, 

His abſence wounded moſt her raging breaſt : 
Thus his chaſte conſort for Ulyſſes burn'd, 395 
And Laodamia thus her abſent huſband mourn'd : 
With ſpced return, you're ruin'd by delays, 

Some happy youth may ſoon ſupply your place. 

When Sparta's prince was from his Helen gane, 
Could Helen be content to lie alone? | 
She in his bed receiv'd her amorous gueſt, 

And nightly claſp'd him to her panting breaſt. 
Unthinking cuckold, to a proverb blind ! 

What, truſt a beau and a fair wife behind 


And to the mount. in wolves commit thy ſacep : 


Let ſuriaus hawks thy trembling turtles keep, go; 
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Deſert the ſhades you did frequent before, 
Nor make them conſcious to a new amour. 
The when the diſd uns your guilt, 
And, by ſuch falſehood ſhe learns to jilt. 
While with a wife Atrides liv'd content, 
Their loves were mutual, and ſhe innocent : 
But when inflam'd with every charming face, 440 
Her lewdneſs ſtill maintain'd an equal pace. 

as fame had told her, pray'd in vain, 
Nor could by gifts his captive girl obtain ; 
Mournful Hriſeis, thy complaints ſhe heard, 
And how his luſt the tedious w deferr d. 
"This tamely heard, but with reſentment view'd 
The victor by his beauteous ſi we ſubdued ; 
Wirh rage ſhe ſaw her own neglected charms, 
And took Egiſthus to her injur'd arms. 
To luſt and ſhame by his example led, 


445 


| "Who durſt fo openly profane her bed. 


What you conceal, her more obſerving eye 
Perhaps betrays: with oaths the fact deny; 
And boldly give her jealouſy the lie; 

Not too ſubmiffive ſeem, nor over-kind ; 
"Theſe are the ſymtoms of a guilty mind: 

But no careſſes, no endearments ſpare, 
Enjoyment pacifies the angry fair. : 
There are, that ſtrong provoking potions praiſe, 
And nature with medicines raiſe ; 460 
Nor drugs, nor herbs, will wht you fancy prove, 
And I pronounce them poiſons 111 in love. + 
Some pepper bruis'd with ſeeds of ne*tles joi 
And clary ſteep in bowls of mellow wine 
Venus is moſt averſe to forc'd delights, 
Extorted flames pollute her genial rites ; 
With fiſhes ſpawn thy feeble nerves recruit, 
And with eringo's hot ſalacious root : 

The goddeſs worſhipp'd by th* Erycian ſwains 
Megara's white ſh lot, ſo frint, diſdains. 
New eggs they take, ind hongy's liquid juice, 
And leaves and apples of the pine infuſe 


ö 
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Preſcribe no more, my Muſe, nor medicines give: 
Beauty and youth need no provocative. 


Aſſault my locks, and with her nails engage ; 
Then how ſhe d weep, what piercing glnces caft ! 
And vow to hate the perjur'd wretch at laſt. 
Let not your miſtreſs long your fal ſehood mourn : 
Neglected fondneſs will to fury turn. 
But kindly claſp her in your arms again, 
And on your breaſt her drooping head ſuſtain: 
Whilſt weeping kiſs, amidſt her tears enjoy, 
And with exceſs of bliſs her rage deſtroy. 
Let her while lament, awhile complain, 
Then die with pleafure, as ſhe dy'd with pain. 
Enjoyment cures her with its powerful charms, 
She in fign a pardon in your active arms. 

Firſt nature lay an undigeſted maſs, 
Heaven, earth, and ocean, wore one common face: 515 
Then vaulted heaven was fram d, waves earth inclos'd ; 
And Chaos ws in beauteous form difſpos'd ; 
The beaſts inhabit woods, the birds the air, 
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And to the floods the ſc ly fry repair. 


Mankind alone enjoy'd no certain place, $20 
On rapine liv'd, a rude unpaliſh d rice : 

Caves were their houſes, herbs their food and bed, 
Whilſt each a ſavage from the other fled. 

Love firſt diſwrm'd the fierceneſs of their mind, 
And in one bed the men and women join'd. 
The youth was eager, but unſſcill'd in joy, 
Nar wis the unexperienc'd virgin coy ! 

They knew no courtſhip, no inſtructor found, 
Yet they enjoy d, and bleſs'd the pleaſing wound. 


525 


465 And ſporting fiſh their finny beauties find : 


470 | Mares furious grow with love, their boundaries 


| Plunging through waves to meet the neighing horſe. 


The bird: with conſorts propngate their kind, 530 


In amorous folds the wanton ſerpents twine, 
And dogs with their ſalacious females join. 
The luſty bull delights his friſking d nes, 


And more laſcivious goat her male ; Ames. 535 
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Go en, brave youth, thy genetous vigor try, ! 
To the reſenting maid this charm apply; 
Love's ſoftening ple ſures every grief remove, 540 
There s nothing that can make your pexce like love. 
From drugs ind philrres no revireſs you II find, 
But nature with your miſtreſs will be kind. 
The love that *s unconftrain'd will long endure, 
Machaon's art was falſe, but mine is ſure. 
Whilſt thus I ſung, inflam'd with nobler fire, 
I heard the great Apollo's tuneful lyre ; 
His hand a branch of ſpreading laurel bore, 
And on his head 1 laurel wrenth he wore ; 
Around he caſt diffufive rays of light, 
Confeffing 111 the god ro human ſighe, 
Thou m iſter of laſcivious arts, be frid, 
To my frequented fane thy pupil: led: 
And there inſcrib'd in characters of gold, 
This celebrated ſentence you Il betold, 
Fi ſt know yourſelf : who to himſelf is known, 
Shul Ive with conduct, and his wiſhes crown. 
Where Nature has a handſome fac” beſtow'd, 
Or graceful ſhape, let both be often h. d: 
Le* men of wit and humour ſilenge hun, 
The artiſt fing, and ſaldier bluſter on; 
Of long harangues, ye eloquent take hee, 
Nor thy damn'd works, thou te-zing pet, read. 
Thus Phoebus ſprke: A juſt obedience give, 
And theſe injunctions from a god receive. 
I myſteries unfold ; to my advice 
Attend, ye vulgar lovers, and grow wiſe. 
The thriving grain in harveſt of'en fle: 
Of: proſpꝰrous winds turn averſe vo our fails : 
Few are the ple ſures, though the toils are great: 570 
Wirth patience muſt ſubmiſſive lovers wait. 
What hares on Athos, bee: on Hybla feed, 
Or berries on the circling ivy breed ; 
As ſhells on ſindy ſhores, as ſtars above, 
So numerous are the ſure fatigues of love. 575 
The l:dy *s gone abroad, you re told; though ſeen, 
Diſtruſt your eyes, believe her not within. 
Her lodgings on the promis'd night are cloſe ; 
Reſent it not, but on the earth repoſe. 
Her maid will cry, with an infſulring tone, 
Wh makes you ſnumer here? you ſot, be gone. 
With moving wards the cruei nymph intreat, 
And place your garland on the bolted ge. 
Why do 1 light and vulgar precep*s uſe ? 
A nobler ſubject now inſpires my Muſe : 
Approaching joys 1 fing; ye youths draw near, 
Liſten ye happy lovers and give ear: 
The labour 's great, and Caring is my ſong, 
Labours and grent attempts to Love belong. 
As from the ſacred oracles of Jove 
Receive theſe grand myſterious truths in love. 
Look down when ſhe the ogling ſpork invites, 
Nor touch the conſcious table*s when ſhe writes. 
Appear not jenlous, though he 's much from home, 
Let her at pleaſure go, unqueſtion'd come. | 595 
This crafty huſbands to their wives permit, 
And learn, when ſhe's engag'd, to wink at it. 
I my own frailties modeſtly confeſs ; 
And, bluſhing, give thoſe precepts I tranſgreſs ; 
Shall I. with patience, the known ſignal hear, 
Retire, and lezve a happy rival there 
What! tamely ſuffer the provoking wrong, 
Aud be afraid to ue my hands o tongue! 
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Corinna's huſb ind kifs'd her in my fight ; 

1 beat the ſaucy fool, and ſeiz'd my right. 6505 
I like a fury for my nymph engage, | 
And like a mad-man, when I miſs her rage. 

My paſſin fill prevails, convinc'd I yield! 

He that ſubmits to this is better {kill'd. 


Expoſe not, though you find her guilty flame, 616 
3 ITOOL 


Conceal her faults, no ſecret crimes upbraid z 
Nothing 's ſo fond as a ſuſpefted maid, 
Diſcover'd love increaſes with deſpair, 

When both alike the guilt ind ſcandal ſhare : 
All ſenſe of modeſty they loſe in time, 
Whilſt each encourages the other's crime. 

In heaven this tory s fram'd above the reſt, 
Amongſt th' immortal drolls a ſtanding jeſt : 
How Vulcan two tranſgreffing lovers caught, 629 
And every god a ple vd ſpect or brought. 

(ren Mars fir Venus felt a guil'y flame, 
Neglected wr, and own'd 2 lover's name; 
Jo his defires the Qu- en of Love inclin'd ; 
No nymph in herven * {> willing, none ſo kind. 625 
Oft the 1:ſcivious fur, with ſcornful pride, 
Would Vulcan's foot and footy hands deride, 
635 


675 
| 


Vet both with decency their p1ſſion bore, 
And modeſty conce1l'd the cloſe amour. 
But by the ſun betray'd in their embrace, 
(For what eſcapes the ſun's obſerving rays ? ) 
He told th' affronted god of his diſgrace. 
Ah fooliſh fun! and much un{kill'd in love 
Thou haſt an ill example ſet above! 
Never 1 fiir offending nymph betray, 
She *11 gratefully oblige you every way; 
| The crafty ſpouſe around his bed 

Nets that deceive the eye, and fecret ſnares : 
A journey feigns, th* impatient lovers met, 
And naked were expos'd in Vulcan's net. 
The gods deride the criminals in chains, 
And ſcarce from texrs the Queen of Love refrains : 
Nor could her hands conceal her guilty face, 
She wants that cover for another place. 
To ſurly Mars a gay ſpeRtator ſaid, 
Why ſo uneaſy in that envy'd bed? 
On me transfer your chains; I freely come 
For your releaſe, and ſuffer in your room. 
At length, kind Neptune, freed by thy deſires, 
Mars goes for Crete, to Paphos ſhe retires, 
heir loves augmented with revenge ful fires : 
Now converſant with infimy and ſhame, 
They ſet no bounds to their licentious flame. 
Rut, honeſt Vulcan, what was thy 
To act ſo much unlike a god of ſenſe ? 
hey fin in public, you the ſhame repent, 
} Convinc'd that loves increaſe with puniſhment. 
Though in your power, a rival ne'er expoſe, 
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Never his intercepted joys diſcloſe 


I his I command, Venus commands the ſame, 660 

Who hates the ſnares ſhe once ſuſtain'd with ſhame. 
What impious wretch will Cere*” rites expoſe, 

Or Juno's ſolemn myſteries diſcloſe ! 

His witty torments Tant1lus deſerves, 

That thirſts in waves, and viewing banquets ſtarves. 66g 

But Venus moſt in ſecrecy delights ; 

Away, ye bablers, from her fiient rites ! 

No pomp her myſteries attends, no noiſe ! 
No ſ-2nfing brafs proclaims the latent joy- 
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It ftems the ſtorm, and braves the ſtrongeſt blaſt. 
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With folded arms the happy pair 

55 11 
| ich no 1 can 

When naked Venus caft her robes ade, | 
The parts obſcene her hands extended hide; 6 
No girl on propagating beaſts will gare, 5 
ro cn! ay > and turns away her face. 

We darken'd beds and doors for love provide ; 
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gloomy cave receiv d the wanton pair; 
light too modeſt, and unſhaded -* oy 

From public view they decent ly retir'd, 635 
And ſecretly 'd what love inſpir d. 

Now ſcarce a modiſh fop about the town, 

But boaſts with whom, how oft, and where *twas done ; 
ey taſte no pleaſure, reliſh no delight, 

Till they recount what paſs'd the happy night. 690 
But men of honor always thought it baſe, 

To proſtitute each kinder _ 's embrace : 

To blaſt her fame, and vainly hurt his own, 

And furniſh ſcandal for a lewd lampoon. | 
And here I muſt ſome guilty arts accuſe, { 
And 
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diſingenuous ſhifts that lovers uſe, 
To wrong the chaſte, and innocent abuſe. 


Go, jealous fool, the injur'd beauty guard, 
Let every door be lock'd, and window barr'd ! 


With care conceal whate'er defects you find, 
To all her faults ſeem like a lover blind. 
Naked Andromeda when Perſeus view'c, 710 
He ſaw her faults, but yet pronounc'd them good. 
Andromache was tall, yet ſome report | 
Her Hector was ſo blind, he thought her ſhort. 
At firſt what s nauſeous, leſſens by degrees, 
: Young loves are nice, and difficult to pleaſe. 715 
The infant plant, that bears a tender rind, 
Reels to and fro with every breath of wind: 
But ſhooting upward to a tree at laſt, 


Time will defects and blemiſhes endear, 720 
make them lovely to your eyes appear; 

Unuſual ſcents at firſt may give offence ; 
Time reconciles them to the vanquiſh'd ſenſe ; 
Her vices ſoften with ſome kinder phraſe ; 
If the is ſwarthy as the negro's face, 
Call it a graceful brown, and that complexion praiſe. 
The ruddy laſs muſt be like Venus fair, 
Or like Mincrva that has yellow hair. 
If pale and meagre, praiſe her thape and youth, 
Active when ſmall, when groſs ſhe's plump and ſmooth. 
Every exceſs by ſoftening terms diſguiſe, ; 
And in ſome neighbouring virtue hide each vice. 

Nor aſk her age, conſult no regiſter, 
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| If fading youth checkers her hair with white, * 935 
Experience makes her perfect in delight; 

In her embrace ſublimer joys are found, 

A fruitful ſoil, and cultivated ground ! 

The hours enjoy while youth and pleaſures laſt, 

Age hurries on, and Death purſues too faſt. 740 
Or plough the ſeas, or cultivate the land, 

Or wield the ſword in thy adventurous hand ; 

Or much in love thy nervous ſtrength employ, 
Embrace the fair, the grateful maid enjoy ; 

Pleaſure and wealth reward thy pleaſing pains, 745 
The labour *s great, but greater far the gains. 

And their experience in affairs of love, 

For years and practice do alike improve; 

Their arts repair the injurics of time, 

And till preſerve them in their charming prime; 750 
In vary d ways they act the pleaſure o'er, 

Not piQtur'd poſtures can inftruft you more. 

They want no courtihip to provoke delight, 

But meet your warmth with eager appetite; 

Give me enj » when the willing dame 754 

Glows with deſires, and burns with equal flame. 

I love to hear the ſoft tranſporting ;oys, 

The frequent ſighs, the tender murmuring voice : 

To ſce her eyes with vary'd pleaſure move, 

And all the nymph confeſs the power of love. 760 
Nature s not thus indulgent to the young, 

Theſe joys alone to riper years belong : 

Who youth enjoys, drinks crude unready wine, 

Let age your girl and ſprightly juice refine, 

Mellow their ſweets, and make the taſte divine. 

To Helen who 'd Hermione prefer, 

Or Gorge think beyond her mother fair ; 

But he that covets the experienc'd dame, 

Shall crown his joys, and triumph in his flame. 


One conſcious bed receives the happy pair: 770 
Retire, my Muſe ; the door demands thy care, 
What charming words, what tender things are ſaid ! 
What language flows without thy uſeleſs aid ! 
There ſhall the roving hand employment find, 
Inſpire new flames, and make ev'n virgins kind. 775 
Thus Hector did Andromache delight, 
Hector in love victorious, as in fight. 
When weary from the field Achilles came, 
Thus with delays he rais'd Briſcis“ flame. 
Ah, could thoſe arms, thoſe fatal hands delight, 780 
Inſpire kind thoughts, and raiſe thy appetite ! 
Couldſt thou, fond maid, be charm'd with his embrace, 
Staind with the blood of half thy royal race? 


Nor yet with ſpecd the fleeting pleaſures waſte, 
Still moderate your love's impetuous haſte : 
The baihful virgin though appearing coy, 
Detains your hand, and hugs the proffer'd joy. 
Then view her eyes with humid luſtre bright, 
Sparkling with rage, and trembling with delight : 
Her kind complaints, her melting accents hear, 790 
The eye ſhe charms, and wounds the liſtening ear. 
Deſert not then the claſping nymph's embrace, 
But with her love maintain an equal pace : 
Raiſe to her heights the tranſports of your ſoul, 
And fly united to the happy goal. 795 
Obſerve theſe precepts when with leiſure bleſt, 
No threatening fears your private hours moleſt ; 
When danger *s near, your active force employ, 


Under whoſe reign ſhe *s born, or what 's the year! 


| And urge with ſpeed the haſty joy ; 
ho od. ae alty joy Th 
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Then ply your oars, 228222 8oo 
And frain with whip and ſpur, to gain the prize. 

The work ' complete: triumphant palms prepare, 
With flowery wreaths adorn my flowing hair. 
As to the Greeks was Podalicius* art, 

To heal with medicines the afflicted part: 
Neſtor's advice, Achilles“ arms in field, 
Automedon for chariot-driving {kill'd ; 

As Chalchas could explain the myſtic bird, 

And Telemon could wield the brandiſh'd ſword ; 
Such to the town my fam'd inſtructions prove, $10 
So much am I renown'd for arts of love: 

Me every youth ſhall praiſe, extol my name, 
And o'er the globe diffuſe my laſting fame. 

I arms provide againſt the ſcornful fair; 
Thus Vulcan arm'd Achilles for the war. 
Whatever youth ſhall with iny aid o'ercome, 
And lead his Amazon ia triumph home ; 

Let him that conquers, and enjoys the dame, 
In er«titude for hi inſtructed flame, 

Inſcribe the ſpoils with my auſpicious name. 


The tender girls my precepts next demand : 
Them I commit to a more ſkilful hand. 


805 


815 


822 


AN ESSAY ON THE CHARACTER OF 


SIR WILLOUGHBY ASTON, 
LATE OF ASTON IN CHESHIRE, 1704. 


To the Lady Crewe of Utkinton, 
M ADAM, þ 


S when the eagle, with a parent's love, 
Prepares her young to viſit realms above: 
With heaven's full luſtre ſhe allures him on, 
Firſt to admire, and then approach the ſun 
Unweary'd he ſurveys the orb of light, 
Charm'd by the object to maintain his flight. 


To you th' aſpiring Muſe her labour bringe, 
Thus tries its fate, and thus expands her wings : 
Tempted to gaze on your auſpicious light, 
This haſty birth to you dircAs its flight; 
The beauties of your mind tranſported views, 
Admiring ſings, and pleas'd her flight purſues. 
Permit theſe looſe, unfiniſh'd lines to claim 
The kind protection of your pareat's name: 
Though void of ornaments, and every grace, 
Accept the piece, as ſacred to your race. 
Where you behold your great forefathers fame, 
And trace the ſprings from whence your virtues came : 
Survey the triumphs, and the honors view, 
That by a long deſcent devolve on you. 


In vain the Muſe her vanquiſh'd pencil tries, 
Where une xhauſted ſtores of beauty riſe ; 
Languid and faint her labours muſt appear, 
Whilſt you tranſcend her faireſt character. 

So bright in you your father's graces ſhine, 
And all the virtues of your ancient line ; 
That none with pleaſure can the copy view, 
Whilſt the original ſurvive: in you, 
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HAT man reno wn d what Britiſh worthy's praiſe 
Inſpires the Muſe ! and conſecrates her lays ! 
Record thy Aſton's celebrated name, 

Diſplay his virtues, and tranſmit his fame. 
Illuſtrious actions to thy care belong, 

And iorm the beauties of heroic ſong ; 

None e er appear'd with ſo immenſe a tore, 

Nor ever grac'd harmonious numbers more. 

Nor ſtain, my Muſe, with thy oficious tears, 
The bright example for ſuccceding years ; 

Whilſt others in dejected notes complain, 
Sublime thy ſong, attempt a nobler ſtrain. 
With verſe aſſuage his pious off-ſpring's care, 
And calm the ſorrows of the weeping fair : 
Diſpel the ſhades that fate untimely ſpread, 
And ceaſe to mourn for the immortal dead. 

Where outſtretch'd Britain in the ocean *s loſt, 
And Dec and rapid Mercy bound the coaſt; 
There hills ariſc with ſylvan honors crown'd, 
There fruitful vales and ſhady ſtreams abound, 20 
Not Median groves, nor Tempe's boaſted plain, 
Nor where Pactolusꝰ ſands inrich the main, 

Can yield a proſpect fairer to the fight, 
Nor charm with ſcencs of more auguſt delight. 

Here Lupus and his warlike chiefs obtain'd 
Imperial ſway, and great in honors reign'd : 
Deriving titles from their ſwords alone, 

Their laws preſerv'd, and libertics their own: 

As when two ſwelling floods their waves oppoſe, 
Nor would confound the urns from whence they roſe: 30 
But by degrees uniting in a ſtream, 

Forget their fountains, and become the ſame. 
Thus trove the Britons with the Norman race, 
Fierce with their wrongs, and conſcious of diſgrace : 35 
But when the fury of their arms was o'er, 
Whom thirſt of empire had engag'd before, 
Now Friendſhip binds, and Love unites the more. 
From whom a long deſcent of worthies ſhine, 
Juſt to the glories of their martial line; 
Admiring fame their matchleſs force records, 
Their bountcous minds, and hoſpitable boards. 
Where Weever haſtens to receive the Dane, 
Refreſhing with united ſtreams the plain; 
A riſing fabric, with majeſtic , 
Demands the tribute of thy lofry praiſe, 
There Afton ſtands conſpicuous to the ſight ; 
To Afton, Muſe, direct thy pleaſing flight 
From far the pompous edifice behold, 

uſt the proportions, and the ſtructure bold. 

auty is there with elegance expreſs'd, 

Improv'd with art, with native grandeur bleſs'd. 
What nobler obje could the worthy find, 

To fignalize the greatneſs of his mind : 

Than to adorn, with fo auguſt a frame, 

The place that gave his anceſtors a name ? 

Delightful ſcene ! thy patron's early care, 
Who rais'd thee up magnificently fair: 

He form'd thy beauties, and encreas d thy tore, 
Great in thyſelf, but in thy founder more. 

From generous Hudard, whoſe victorious ſword 60 

Made Afton ſtoop beneath a foreign lord, 

Twenty ſucceſſive chiefs deſcended down; 

Illuftrious all, and matchleſs in renown. 

When injur'd barons durſt by arms reſtrain 

Their ſovereign's pride, on the embattled plain; 69 
And 


13 


45 


5s 


No lineage can a nobler ſubject 
Nor oftener ſhar d the triumphs of the field : 
Renown'd in war, by arts endend eo fame, 
Worthy their high deſcent, and glorious name. 


yield, 


Paſs not, ungrveful nymph, neglected by 
A ſhade renown'd | a name that cannot dic! 


His father's fame with awful eps purſue, 

And raife thy flight with the tranſporting view. 

When loud Sedition call'd him e ly forth, 

To merit wrerths and fignalize his worth; 

His bounteous mind ſupply d the roy ] part 

With flowing fortunes and a fiirhful heut. 

So 4b mig pays of pdrenryy 

Of ſuffering prelates, and an injur d prince; 

And as ſome midnight wolf, by hunger preſs'd, 

With boundleſs fury would the pl uns infeſt; 

Bu if he hears the lion's awful voice, 

Hhs head he couches, and contrafts his paws : 

Thus raging Faction murmur'd in its den, 

Reftrain'd and aw'd by his ſublimer pen : 

And when Rebellion rear'd his guilty head, 
Before his arms the vanquiſh'd monſter fled. 
Immortal ſhade ! to endleſs ages reſt ! 

With joys, that never rebel taſted, bleſt : 

As champion for the ſacred'ſt race of men, 

Accept this tribute from a grateful pen ; 

Firm to the church, and loyal to the crown 

Is more than fame, and ſanctiſies renown. 


Nor wonder then ſo many graces join'd, 
To form the perfect beautics of his mind: 
He from his anceſtors deriv'd them down, 
Improving virtues by deſcent his own. 

And firſt thy Aſton's matchleſs form ſurvey, 
From early youth to nature's laſt decay: | 
The hvely res of his beauty trace, 

And give each lincament its native grace. 

Grandeur and ſweetneſs In his perſon join'd, 
Auguſt his preſence, and his aſpect kind; 
His 1»fty ſtature and diftinguiſh'd mien, 
Conſeſs d the greatneſs of a ſoul within; 

For natures purify their clay, 

And o'er the body ſpread a lucid ray: 
Through every part informing ſpirits fly, 
Diſdain reſtraint, and ſparkle at the eye. 
Such luſtre, ſuch reſiſtleſs grace, 
His limbs adorn'd, and triumph'd in his face. 

But as the earth in her capacious veins, 
The ſplendid treaſure of her mines contains : 
With fading flowers the paints the ſurface o'er, 
But inward ſhines with unexhauſted ſtore; 

So lovely forms are on mankind beſtow'd, 
Only to dignify the ſoul's abode ; 

Within the beams of ſparkling wit we find, 
The charms of ſenſe, and treaſures of the mind, 
Ind::lgent Nature thus her bounty ſhow'd, 

The: every ſhining faculty beſtow d: 
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Vith ſtares imrich'd his intellectual ſeat, 
And form'd the luſtre of his mind compleat. 


Where aged Cham in f:m'd meanders flows, 
Als early youth a ſof retirement choſe : 
o reſt bene the vener»ble ſhode, 
here Spenſer ſung, and Cow!-y*s Muſe was laid. 135 
Propitious Nvure had prepar'd before, 
A mind tenacious of the lerned ſtore: 
he flowing ſprings of knowledge to receive, 
And take impreſſions fiſt as art could give. 
Auſpicious Cham! not all thy borſted race 140 
Of tuneful youths, tht celebrate thy proiſe; 
That in the vwious ſpheres of learning ſhine, 
Belov'd by Phebus and the Hered Nine; 
With nobler wreaths did eber thy temples crown, 
Or add, like him, to thy diffus d renown. 
And next the flowing robe employ'd his care, 
And bulky volumes of the p unful bar; 
Though wealth and fame the toilſome ſearch attend, 
Yet he purſued it for + nobler end. 
Obſcure nd im ricve our 11ws appear, 159 
Perplex'd with comments that ſhould make them clear: 
His juſtice through the gloomy miſts ſurvey d, 
And renſon found by ſubtleties betray d; 
With eloquence he ſmooth'd the rugged way, 
And ſcatter'd ſhades with Judgment's piercing ray. 
And with Philoſophy ſublim'd his thought. 
In all the various parts of learning fkill'd, 
That Grecian ſ or the Rommn yield: 
He from the ancients drain'd their richeſt tore, 
Refining Rill with wit the ſparkling ore. 
Nor did he want the lyre's Sur. ba s ſound, 
Whoſe pleaſing accents all his labours crown'd : 
The tuneful lyre, that charms us with delight, 
Repels our cares, and glads the tedious night; 
Reſtrains our paſſions, cms our furious rage, 
The joy of youth, and the relief of age. 


His piercing faculties, ſerenely bright, 
Let inward to the ſoul diſtincter light: 
His ſenſes exquiſite, and reaſon ſound, 
Surmounted all the obſtacles they found, 
In knowledge vers'd, in learning's depths profound. 
Nor were his hours to books alone confin'd, 
His perſon was accompliſh'd as his mind : 
He us'd his with admir'd ſucceſs, 
Excell'd in courtſhip, and a kind addreſs. 
Whether he urg'd the courſer to his ſpeed, 
Or temper'd with his ſkill, the fiery ſteed; 
When foaming at the ring he ſpurns the ſands, 
Repeats his ſtrokes, and launches as he ſtands : 
With grateful geſture he did each command, 
And ply'd his reins with an inſtructive hand. 
Or whether, to the ſportive dance inclin'd, 
In lively meaſures he the concert join'd : 
None ever mov'd with more majeſtic pace, 
Show'd greater art, or more becoming grace. 
His flowing wit, with ſolid judgment join'd, 
Talents united rarely in a mind, 
Had all the graces and engaging art, 
That charm the ear and captivate the heart. 
No pointed ſatire, nor moroſe diſd1in, 
Allay'd the pleaſure of his words with pain: 
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Mis inoTenfſive tongue, from flander free 

rom i lattery's vice, or blaſted Ca\umny ; 

Knew all the ſprings that fecret pallions 

niwve, 195 

Raiſe ad nirution, or inſpire with love; 
Sentertious and iuſtructive his diſcoutſe, 

He urg'd his reajons with reſiſtli ſo lorce. 

A livcly e oquence : dern d his thought, 

An happy turns of wit Hecurred unſought: 200 

Expr: ſu vc words his Rowing ſenſe con vey d. 

Juit were l thoughts and powerful to perſuade. 


But, god e fs, now 4 nobl r ſcene ſurvey, 
Expand thy wings, thy brightett charms diſpl 'y ! 
What various beantics h re diſtract thy fight! 205 
What virtues that ſurmount thy towering {light ! 
As nameleſs ſtars, that form the galaxy, 

With us drfRtinguiſh'd luttre pild the ſky; 

So ſhone the graces that adorn'd his mind. 

And with concenter*.! rays their beautie- join'd: 210 
Whoſe lucid numbers but repel thy figh!, 

And, thus uuited, form one glorious orb of light 


His riper years to wiſdom he app ly'd, 
Each path purſued, and every conqueſt try'd: 
Wiſdom, the darling attribure alone, 21+ 
By which th' ,Almighty's more dittin® ly known . 
And, when contraded to a narrow fpan, 
Becomes the nohleſt faculty of may. 


Through books he trac'd her in the pleaſing 


chace, 
Ranſack'd thein ſtores, and fill maintain'd his 
Pace. 220 


With crowds, and buſy men, he ſtrove to find 

The flying fair, the object of his mind: 

Through ſpecious arts, through all their vain diſ- 
guiſe, 


He ſaw, diſtinguiſh'd, and obtain'd the prize. 


His mind, with each ſuperior talent fraught, 225 

For councils ſorm'd his enter prizing thought: 
Quick of diſpatch, diſcreet in every truit, 
Kigidly honeſt and ſeverely juſt. 
" hough kindneſs in his generous boſom reign'd, 
The dignity of power he ſtill maintain'd: 230 
None c'er diſcharg'd affairs with more addreſs, 
Serv'd better public poſts or ſought them leſs. 

His conſtancy appcear'd in every ſtate, 

Fix'd and unmov'd as the d crees of fate : 

No fluQuating doubts his mind diftreſs'd, 235 
Nor ſhook the ſtrong foundations of his breaſt. 
His reſolution bore him ſtili above 

The raſh effe&s of enmity or love: 

Firm on the baſis of himiclf he ſtood, 

Of right tenacious, permanent in good. 240 

Hlence low'd a courage unallay'd with fear, 
A mind undaunted, and a conſcience clear: 
With innocence and virtue for a guide, 
Succeſsiulty he ſtetu'd th' impetuous tide. 
Intrepid thus he revolutions bore, 

Nor deviated from paths he trod before : 
The power of fortune {till diſdain'd te own, 
Nor courted ſmiles, nor ſunk beneath her frown. 


He ſerv'd his country, with regards above 


The commesy ves of mertenar love: 250 
VI. V 
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His po ſſi n ſuch, if not extended more, 

As pious Romans to their Latium hore. 

No ſpecious kindneſs popular!y feign'd, 

By intereſt raid or with ambition ſtain d: 

The tender piety his actions ſhow'd, 255 
From duty ſprung. from fond aſſecl ion flow d. 


Untainted with the ſtain of either vice, ' 
Of laviſh waſte, or graſping avarice : 
Nor {quander'd wealth, nor with « ſordid breaſt, 
Condemn'd to hoards the trealures he poſ- 

ſcſs'd 

His hoſpitable roof, with plenty ftor'd, 
Enjoy'd the bl. ſungs of a ſmiling board: 
Haven. that had bleſs'd him with a large increaſe, 
Gave him a ſoul deſ-rving to poſſeſs. 


The father s loy..ty d ſcerded down, 
Fodcar'd y ſufferi gs, to his rival ſon. 
As Hann bal purſucd the Roman fate, 

ith dau le p rtions of bis fther's hate 
Such fix'd averſion in his boſom ſprung, 
And arm'd hi- foul ag4i1ſt our factions, young; 
A rarder'd prince. and flaughter d parent's fate, 
On the :e e | ous race entail a his tate : 
Firm to the crown his duty he ret i'd, 
And o'er lis heart his right ſul monarch reign'd. 


* View beautics vet of a ſublimer kind, 275 
| he heavenly off-fpring of a pious mind: 
Charms that from innocence and virtue flow, 
hat to religion all their ſplendor owe; 
Where no obſcus ing ſpots their luſtre hide, 
By crimes un: ainted, undeform d with pride. 280 


Bl-\<'d Charity, the pure etherial ray, 
Th it heaven viclt does to our breaſts coavey 
In larger portions to his boſom came, 
And oer his cul diffus'd a ſtronger flame. 
lu him the wretched always found relief, 
Natron of want. redrefler of their grief: 
To him th afll.fted never lued in vain, 
He felt their mi cries, and eas'd their pain. 
In m dit of plenty fre. from ſenſual vice, 
Nor more indulg'd than nature would ſuffice : 290 
The calm and equal temper of his ſoul 
Did every guilty appetite control; 
Within their womb the vicious ſeeds ſuppreſs'd, 
And Rrangled forming paſſions in his breaſt. 


The Church in him enjoy'd a faithful ſon, 296 
Whoſe duty with his early years begun: 
A virtuous life kis juſt obedience ſhow'd, 
And from religion his aſſection flow'sd ; 
Long application fix'd his heart ſecure, 


He ſcarch'd her doct ines, and he found them 


pure. 307 

The liturgy employ d his daily care, M 
His public worſhip, ard his private prayer: 
To l! its rites conformity he paid, 
The ſervice lov'd. and &iſcipline obey*'d. 
Such ſtrong devction. ſuch ccleſtial fire, 
luflam'd his heart, and did his breaſt inſpite: 
As if religion had engrofs d the whole, 
And heaven remain d tlie object of his ſoul. 


Deſcend, my Muſe, here ſtopthy pleaſing fight, 


For niournſul proſpeRs, glaomy ſhadesel light. 310 
Auend 
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Attend the laſt expiring ſcene of life, 
A painſul conflict, and uncqual Ofrife : 
Where Nature languiſhes ben-ath the weig”t 
Of racking torments, and approaching. fate. 
With matchlels patience, and undounted mind, 31- 
He bre his anguiſh, and his ſoul , eſign d: 
As he the glorious proſpet kept in view, 
And our old ward rejected for the new 
Ihe bounteous heavens their fruitfulbleſingsſhed, 
And .hulte Lucina crown'd his nuptiai bed: 32 
From whence a fair and rumerous aff- Ihr ing came, 
The happy plcd-cs of a mutual flame. 
From wariike Hudard, founder of his race, 
Twenty renown'd deſcents his lin age grace: 
And ſromhisloinscompleat the number ſprung 325 
Tor every anceſtor a ſmi ing young. 
The happy huſband of a matchleſe dame, 
Endear d by virtues, and unblemiſh'd fare: 
No guilty paſſion ever claim'd a part, 
The comfort of his bed engroſs'd his hcart. 330 
As two ſair tapers burn with equal flame, 
Their heat proportion'd, and their light the ſame : 
Ind though by Now degrees they both decline, 
Both to the laſt with the fame luſtre ſhine : 
Such cqual flames inſpir'd the happy pair, 33: 
Mutual their paſſions, and the fame their care: 
"Though years cxpir'd, and youth conſum d away 
heir fond aſſectiuns never felt decay. 
/ when the ſun our hemiſphere reſigns, 
Re leaves us | gh*, and by refle d ion ſhines: 340 
And when the gloomy intcrval is o'er, 
He riſce bright and glorious as before. 
duch likeneſs in his ſucceſſor we find, 
Letr as tac image of himſelf behind; 
With all the virtues of his race endued ; 
Ihe happy ſather's in the ſon renew'd. 
Methinks I ſee a pon pous tomb ariſe, 
Beautcous the form, magnificent the ſize: 
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Enchas'd with ore, with well-wrought marble 
made, 


Yorthy the artiſt. and the glorious ſhade. 


Crowds of officious angels weep around, 
Vith lamps extinguiſh d, and their 10bes unhound! 
With heads rechn'd, and drouping wings they 
mc-urt, 
orm d to ſuſtain, and grace the ponderous urn. 


In ahject poltures, aud a Lowing dreſs, 355 
Poſtures that love aud tenderneis expreſs: 
he ſacred Nine ſurround the ſpacious tomb, , 
And ipread inf livus forrows vr the dome; 
heir lyres unſtrwg are thrown neg Red by, 
ind ſcatter'd wreaths in juſt diſorder lic. 360 


High in the midſt is hi, cfhyics plac'd, 


350 


rue boaſt of art, with eve ey beauty grac'd. 


Advancing age in every hne appcars, 

nd ſhades his brow with honourable years : 

'uſt to his form, his looks d:Nembicd right, 365 
Wich jay detain the fond ſpeclateg's fight. 

D tcending Pherbus crowus the upper 1. ene, 

His arm extended wi.h triumphant green : 

Ihe ſacred wreath around his brows to place, 


And ſhedding on him the paternal rays. 


n vain, alas! we mauloleums raiſe, 

Statues crcct, and pyramids of praile : 

A noblcr monument rema.ns behind, 

he lively image of his generous mind, 
he lacred pile rais d by is jious care, 
Magnificent with coſt, with ord.c* far; 
Adoru'd with all that laviſh art could give, 
1% late poſterity ſha l make him ive. 

his ſhall d fluſc his celeb ated name, 

More than he hundred tongues of buſy fame: g 80 
us memory from dark o lvioa ſave, 

Elude hi ſate, and triumph o er the grave. 
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ON QUEEN CAROLINE's 


REBUILDING THE LODGINGS OF THE BLACK 
PRINCE AND HENKY v. AT QUEEN'S COL- 
LEGE, OXFORD. 


ſ HERE bold and graceful ſoars, ſecure of 
fame, 
The pile, row worthy great Philippa's name, 
Mark that old ruin, Gothic and uvcuuth, 
Where wah Black Edward p.{s'd his bceardlck 
youth; 
And the Vifth Henry, for his firſt renown, 
Out-ſtripped cach rival in a ſiudent's gown. 
lu that coarle age where Princes fond to dwcel! 
With meagre monks and haunt the fil: ut cell: 
Sent from the Monzrch's to the Muic's court, 
Their meals were frugal, and their fleeps were 
mort; 


| 
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To couch at curſeu- time they thought no ſcorn, 

And froze at matins every winter-morn 

They read, an early book, the ſtarry frame, 

And liſp'd cach conſtellation by its name; 

Art after art it:l] dawning to their v ew, 

And their mind openin; as their ſtature grew. 

Yet, whole ripe mai:hood ſpread our fame ſo 

far, 

Sages in peace, and demi-gods in war ! 

Who, ſtern in fight, m.de echoing Crefſi ring, 

And, mild in conqueſt, ferv'd his captive king! 

Who gan d, at Agincourt, the victor's bays ; 

Nor gave him cli, but gave good Heaven, the 
praile ! 

Thy nuriclings ancient dome! to virtue form'd; 

Jo mercy littening, wh Ift in fields they Rorm'd ; 

rierce to the ſic ce; and warm th' oppreſt to ſa ve; 


Through life rcver'd, and worlkbip'd in the grave! 
| lo 
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In ten fold pride the mouldering roofs ſhal! A dcht ſo borrow'd is iI'nftrions ſhame. 


ſhine, And fume when ſhar'd with him is double fame. 
he tatly work of bounteous Caroline; £9. fluſn d with ſweets by Benuty s quecn be ſtow d, 
And bleſt Philippa, with unenviovs eyes, With more than mortal charms F*neas glow'd : 
From Heaven behold her Rival s fabric rife, Such generous ſii iſe Eugene au Mariborough try, 
if fill, bright Saint, this ſpot deſerves thy care, | And as in glory fo in fri-ndihip vie. 
incline thee to h' ambitious Muſe s rrayer : Permit theſe lines by thee t. live nor blame 
O, could ft thou win young Willam's bloom ro | A * vfe that pants and languithes for fame ; 

race That ſcar to ſink en humbler themes ſhe ſings, 
His Mort-cr's walls. ard fill thy Edward's pl ce, | Loft in th: maſs of mean forgotten things: 


How would that genius. whoſe propiticous wings] Received by thee, 1 rrophecy, my rhymes, 
f Have here twice hover 'd o cr the Sons of Kings, Ihe praiſe of virgins in ſucceeding times 
| Deſcerd triumphant to his ancient ſeat, Mix d with thy works their life no bounds ſhall 
And tzke in charge a third 7lantagenet ! ſee, 
Is 1 But ſtand protected. as inſpir'd. by thee. 
80 ſome weak ſnoot, which elze would poorly 
riſe, 


TO TYE SUPPOSED AUTHOR OF Jove's tree adopts, and lifts him to the ſkies; 
; THE SPECTATOR. | | Through the new pupil foſtering juices flow, 


| Thruſt forth the gems, and give the flowers to 
* courts licentious, and a ſhameleſs Nage, 
| 


blaw 
Aloft ; immortal reigns the plant unknown, 
low long the war ſhall wit with virtue wage? 
Inchlauted by this proftituted ſair. 


W ich borrow d life, aud vigour not his own. 
Our youth run k-ondiong in the fatal ſnare ; f 


In heigh® of raptifte claſp unherde d pains, 
And fuck pollution through their tingling veins ? 


* 
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A POEM 
Thy fpoticts thor ;hts unſhock'd the pri-2 n.2 . 
n Fire 27 1 TO S FXCELLENCYTHE LORD PRIVY 
And the pure veſtal in ner boſom wear. i SEAL, ON THE PROSPECT OF PEACE. 
To corſcions bluſhes and diminiſh'd pride, 1. Sacerdos 
Thy 5 what treacherous love would |. vronde ſuper ».itram, & ſclici comptus. Oliva. 
_ a | VIA 
Nor harſu thy precepts, but infus'd by ſtealth. } R's _ VO 
Pleas'd while they cure, ard cheat us into health. TO THZ 1.ORD PRIVY SEAL. 
Thy works in Chloc's toilet gain a part, | ONTENDING kings, and fields of death, 


And with his tailor ſhare the ſopling's heart: 
Laſl'd in thy ſatire, the penurious cit 

Laughs at himſelſ. and finds no harm in wit: 
From ſelon gameſters the raw ſquire is free, 
And Briton owes her reſcued oaks to thee. 
His miſs the frotjic Viſcount dreads to toaſt, 

Or his third cure the ſhallow Templar boalt ; 
And the raſh fool, who ſcorn'd ti e braten road, 
Dares quake at thunder, and confeſs his God. 

The brainleſs ſtripling, who; expell'd he town, 
Daran d the ſtiff college and pedantic gown, 
Aw'd by thy name, is dumb, and thrice a week 
Spells uncoath Latin, and pretends to Greek. 

A ſauntering tribe! ſuch born to wide eſtates 
With yea and zo in ſenates ho d debates: 

At length deſpis'{ each to his fields retires, 

Firſt with the dogs, and king amidſt the ſquires ; 
From pert to ſtupid, ſinks ſupincl down, 


too long 

Have be-n te ſubjed of the Britiſh ſong. 
Who hath not read of fam d Ramilia's plain, 
Bavaria's fall, and Danube choak'd with lain ! 
Exhauſted themes | a gentler note I raiſe, 
And ſing returning peace in 'ofter lays 
heir fury quell'd' and martial rage allay'd, 
i wait our heroes in the \;;van ſhade : | 
Dichanding hoſts are imag'd to my mind, 
And warring powers in friendly leagues comhin'd, 
While eoſc and pleaſure make the nations ſinile, 
And Heaven and Anna bleſs Britannia's ifle. 

Well ſends our queen her mitred Briſt-1 forth, 
For carly counſe's fam'd and long-try'd worth; 
Who, thirty rolling years, had oft withheid 
Ihe Swede and Saxon from the duft y reid; 
Completely form'd to heal the Chiiitian wounds, 
To name the Rings, and give cach kingdom 


[ in youth a coxcoml and in age a clown. bounds : 
Such try ſcorn 4% au wing ſt thy daring ! The face of ravag'd nature to repair, 
Eht, 5 


Py leagues to {..ften earth, and heaven by prayer. 
To gain hy love, where rape and fl nghter fail, 
Ind make the croſicr o'er the ſw: rd ir- vail 


Above the ſtars, and tread'ſt the fields of light; 
Fame, heaven and hell, are thy exalted theme, 
And viſions ſuch as Jove himſelf might dream; So when great of's, with Ichovan's wand, 


Man ſunk to ſlavery, though to (:lory born, Had ſcatter'd plagucs oer ſiubboin Pharaoh's 
Heaven's pride wh.n upright, and deprav'd his land, 


ſcorn. Now ſpread an hoſt of locuſts round the ſhore, 
Such hints alone could Britiſh Virgil lend, Now turn'd Nile's ſattening Arcams to putrid 
And thou alone deſer ve from ſoch a friend; gore; 
l M2 Plenty 


Plenty and gladneſe mark'd the prieſt of God, 
And ſudden almonds ſhout freun A aron's rod. 

O thou, from whom thi. boun eous bleſſing: 

flow, 

To whom as chi f. the hoves of peace we owe, 
(For next to thee, the nun whom lings cen tend 
Jo ide companio , and to make th ir fri 1d. 
Cr-at Srrafford rich in every covitly grace, 
With joyful pr:dr «cceprs the ſ-cond place 
From Fritaii,*+ ifle, and 1H ſacree foring, 
One hour, oh ! liſten while the Muſes fing. 
Though mwiſters of mip ny vo archs wait, 
With beating hear % | arn ther maſters fate, 
One hour forbcar ro ſpeak hy qucu sci mmands, 
Nor think the u or id. thy charge negli d ſtands; 
The bliſsful profp« Rs, in my ver'e difply d, 
May lure th ſtul baun, rhe decciv'd herſw ade: 
Ev'n thou to pat e fie. urge the way, 
And more be haſten « by this ſhort delay. 


ON 1H. PROSPECT OF PEACE. 
THE haughty Gaul, in ten campa'gns ocr- 


thrown, 


Wow ceas'd to think the weſtern world | is own. } 


Oft had he mourn'd his boaſting le- ders bound 
And his prot d bulwarks ſmoking on the ground 
In vain with powers renew'd he fli'd the Plain 
Made timorous vows, and brib d the ſaints in vain; 
As oft his legions did the fight decline, 
Lurk d in the trench. and Kulk d beh nd the line. 
Before his cyes the fancied javelin gleams, 
At feaſts he farts, and ſeems dethron'd in dreams; 
On glory paſt reflects with ſacred pain 
On mires cxhauſted, and on millions ſlain. 

To Britans Queen the ſcepter d ſuppliant 


To her his crovns and infaat race commends, 
Who prieves her ſame with Chriſtian blood to buy, 
Nor aſks for glory at a price ſo hiph. 
At er decree the war ſuſpended ſtands, 
And Briton's heroes hold their liſted hands, 
Their open Lrows no threatening frowns diſguiſe, 
But gentler paſſi. ns ipar!.le in their eyes. 
The Gauls, who never in their courts could find 
Such tcmper'd fire with manly beauty join'd, 
Doubt if t cy're thoſe, whom dreadful te the view 
In forms ſo fierce their fearful fancies drew ; 
At whole dire names ten thouſand widows preſt 
Their }c'pl:{s orphans clinging to the bi eaſt. 
In filemi raptur- each his foe ſurveys; 
They vow firm friendſhip, an give mutual praiſe. 
Br. ve m nd+, howe'er at war, are ſecret fri-nds ; 
Their gencrous diſcord with the battle ends; 
In peace they wonder whence diflenſion roſc, 
And aſk how ſouls fo like could cer be foes. 

> ethinks I hear more friendly ſhouts rebound, 
And ſocial clarious mix the r ſprightly ſound 
The Bri: flags are !wl'd her troops diſband, 
And ſcatter'd armies {-ck their native land. 
The tardy veterau, proud of mary a ſcar, 
Ti.c manly charms and honours of the war, 
Who hop'd to ſtare his friend's 11:uſtrious doom 
Aud in the battle find a ſoldier's tomb, 
Laus on his ſpear to take his farewell view, 
And fighing bids the glorious camp adicu. 
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Ye g nerous fair, receive the brave with ſmiles, 

O'er par their fleepleſs nige, and crown their 

tis; 

Soft beauty s the gallant ſoldicr's due, 

Far you they conquer. and thy b 2rd for von. 
Jn vain proud Gaul with bon, af 1 >pain con pires, 

hen Fugliſh valour Eny iſh be r firos; 

The natio:'s read your ey s, an kings d. ſpair 
Of chief ſo brave, till they have vv mphs 1 ſair, 

See the ford wife, in cr of tran pore drown'd, 

Hugs her rough lord and weeps o'cr every 
wound, 

''angs on the lips that fields of Hood re ate, 

And ſmiles, or tremb'es, at his vari--us fate, 

Near the full bowl he draws the fan yd line, 

And marks ſcign'd tr. nches in the flow ing wine, 

Than ſets th'inveſted fort before his eyes 

And mines, that whiri'd battalions to the fries : 

H's little liſtening progeny turn palc, 

An beg again to hear the dreadful tale. 

Su h dire atchievements finys the ba · d. that tells 
Of palfrey d dames, bo'd knights and magic ſpe ls, 
Where whole brigades one champion's ums o er- 

throw. 
And cleave a giant at a random blow, 
Slay paynims vile, that force the fair, and tame 
he goblin's fury, and the d agon's flame. 
\ Our cager 1outh to diſtant notions run, 
To viſi- fields, their valiant ſathers won 
From Fiandria's fore their country's fame ——_ 
trace, 
Till far Germania ſhews her blaſted face. 
TH" exulting Brit n aſk» his mournfu guide, 
Where his hard fote the lult Bavari. try'd : 
Where St · pney grav d the ſtone ro Anna's ſame, 
He puvin to Bi-nheim, once a vulgar name; 
Here fled the Houſhold, there did Tallard yield, 
Here © arlborough turn'd he fortune of the ficld, 
On theſe ſteep banks, near Danube s raging flood : 
he Gauls thrice ſtarted hac k, and trembling ſt ood: 
When, Churchills arm percciv'd, they flood not 
long. 
1 KR amidſt the waves, a deſperate throng, 
wds whclm'd on crowds daſh'd wide the was 
tery b d, 
And drove the current to its diſtant head. 
As wh-n by Raphacl's, or by Knel!cr's hands 
A warlike courſer on the canvas ſtands, 
Such as on Landen bleeding Ormond hore, 
Or ſet young Ammon on the Granic ſhore ; 
If chance a gencrous ſteed the work behold. 
me noris, he neighs, he champs the ſoamy gold: 
, Hocſtet ſeen, tumultuous paſſions roll, 
Aud hints of glory fire the Uriton's foul, 
In fancy d fights he ſees the troops engage, 
And all the tempeſts of the battle rage. 
Char me, ye powers, with ſcencs leſs nobly 
bright, 
Far humbler thoughts th' inglorious Muſe delight, 
Content to ſee the hone urs of the nel 4 
By plou h-ſharc. le velt'd, or in flowers conceal d, 
O'er ſhatter d walls may creeping ivy twine, 
And graſs luxuriaut cluthe the harmleſs mine. 
Tame flocks aſcend the breach without a wouud, 


| Or crop the baſtzon, now a fruitful ground; = 
EY While 


TICKELL's POEMS. 


While ſhepherds Nc. along the rampard laid, 
Or pipe beneath the formitable ſhade. 

Who was the man? O'iivion blaſt his name. 
Torn out, and blotted from rhe lift of fame! 
u he. fond of lawleſs rule, and proudly brave, 
Firſt funk the filial ful jedt to a fiave, 
His ueighhour seal 1:5 by frauds uw kingly gain d 
In zuilticis blood the ſacred ermine fam d. 
Laid ſchemes for death, to fl ughter turu'd his 

hcart, 

And fitred murder to the rules of art. 

Ah! curlt amhition, to thy lures we owe 
All the great its, tha: mortals brat below. 
Curſt by the hind, when to the ſpoil he yields 
His year's whole ſweat, and varniy ripen'd fields; 
Curſt by the mad. torn lrom her lover's lide, | 
When I: ft a widow. though not yet abrile; 
By mothers curſt, whoa flonds of tears they th-d, 
And ſatter uſel-ſ«rof.s un th: dead. 
Oh, ſacred Briſtol ! them, what dangers prove 
The arts, thou ſmil'ſt on with p ternal 'ove ? 
Then, mixt with rub iſh by the brutal sons, 
In rain the marble breathes, the ca rvas low; 
T. ſhud es obſcure the plittering fword pur: ues 
Th. gentle port, and defencelels Xluſe. 
A voice like thine, alone, might then aſſwage 
The warrior's fury, and control his rage; 
To hear thee ſpeak, might the fierce Vandal ſtand, 
And fling the brundiſh d ſabre from his haud. 

Far hence he drives to Scythia's tormy ſhore 
1he drum's harh muſic, and the canon s roar ; 
Let grun Bellona haunt the lawleſs plain, 
Where Partar clans aud grizly Coflacks reign ; 
Let the ſlecl'd Turk be deaf to :1atrons' cries, 
See virgins raviſh'd with relentleſs eyes, 
To death grey heads and ſmiling infants doom, 
Nor ſpare the promiſe of the pregnant worob, 
O'er waſted kingdoms ſpread his wide command, 
The ſavage Jord of an unpeopled land. 

Her guilticls glory juſt Britannia dravrs, 
From pure religion, and impartial laws, 
10 Europe's wounds a mother's aid the brings, 
And holds in equal ſcales the rival kings: 
Her gen:1ons ſons in choiceſt gifts abound, 
Alike in arms, like in arts renown'd. 

As when ſweet Venus fo the fable ſings) 
Awalk'd by Nereids, from b ocean ſprings, 
V. 1h ſmiles ſhe ſes the: ll eitening billows riſe, 
Spread 8 the ſurge, and clears the louring 

es 

Light o' er the deep, withfluttering cupidscrown'd 
Je pcarly couch and fi ver curtles hound; 
Her treff. hed amore odours round. 

midit the work | of waves 1» Hands ſerene 
Britanni's ile, the ocean's lately queen; 
In vai the nations have confpir'd her fall, 
Her trench the fea, aud fleets her floating wall: 
Þetencelets barks, her powerful navy near, 
Huve only waves and hurticanes to ſear. 
What bold invader, or what land oppreſt, 
Hath not her anger quell'd, her aid redreſt! 
Ay. Ver: have cer her union croff+ Hild. 
But much her arms, h r juice m previcld! 
H-1 hours «re, to plc..d th* Almighty s cauſe, 
Rer pride, to tcach th' untam d barbarian laws: 


A 


* — 


By 


Who conquers wins by brutal ſtrength the prize; 
zut tis a goliike work to civilize. 

Have we forzot how from great Ruſſia's throne 
"hc king, whole power halt Europe's regions own, 
Wboſe ſceptre waving with one ſh:.ut ruſh forth 
in ſwarms the harnefs'd millions of the north, 
| hronzh realms of ice purſued his tedious way 

o court our (riendſhip, and our fame ſurvey ! 
H-nc: the rich prize of uſeful arts he bore, 
An! round his empire {pread the learned ſtore; 
( iPariorn old realms is more than new to 1aiſe, 
His country 3 parent is a monarch's praiſe.) 
His hands now march in juſt array to war, 
An! Caſpi:n gu phs unuſual navics bear; 
With Rur:ick lays Smalctzfko's forcits ring, 
And wondering Volga hears the Mutes fing. 
| jd not rhe painted kings of India greet 
Our Queen, ard lay them lceptres at her ſcet? 
Cities who full bowls of hoſtile blond had quaff' 
Find for the javelin, and iuvenom'd ſhatr, 
While hanghty brows made :avages adore, 
Nor Low! to lefs tian ftars or lun before. 
Her pitying, ſmile accepts their ſuppliant claim, 
nd adds tour monarchs» to the Chriſtian name. 

Bl-(t uſe of power ! O virtuous pride inkings! 
And like his bounty whence dominion ſprings! 
Which o'er new worlds makes heaveu's indul- 

-nce ſhine, 
And ranges myriads under laws divine. 
Well :oucht with allthat thoſe lweet regionshold, 
With groves of ſpices, and with mines of Wald. 

Fearleſs our merchant now purſues his gain, 
And roams ſecurcly o er the boundleſs main. 
Now o'er his head the polar bear he ſpies, 

And freezing ſpangles of the Lapland ſkies; 
Now ſwells his canvas to the ſultty line, 

With glittering ſpoils where Indian grottos ſhine, 
Where ſumes of mcerſc glad the ſouthern ſeas, 
And waſted citron ſcents the balmy breeze. 

Here nearer (uns prepare the ripening gem, 

To grace great Anne's imperial diadem, 

And here the ore, whoſe melted maſs ſhall yield 
On faithful coins each memorable field, 

Which mix 'd with med#}s of immortal Rome, 
May c!car diſputes. and reach the times to come. 
In circling beams ſhall godlike Anna glow, 
Ard Churchill's word hang o er the proſtrate foe; 
In comely wounds ſhall bleedirg worthies ſtand, 
W:bl,*- firm platoon and Lumlcy's fairhful band, 

Bold Mordaunt in Iberi n trophies dreſt, 

Ard Camphell's dragon on his d-unticis breaſt, 
Great Ormond s deeds on Vigo's ſpoils enroll'd, 
And Guilcard s knife on Harley's Chili go:d. 
And F the Muſe, O Priſto might decree, 
Here Granville noted by the Hy re ſhould be 

he lyre for Gr-nville, aud the croſs for thee, 

Su h arc the honours grateful Britain pays; 
So patriots merit, and fo monarchs prailc, 

Oer di ant times ſuch records ſnall privatis 

When Engliſh numbers antiquated, fail; 

A trifling ſong the Muſe an only yield, 

And looth her ſoldiers panting from the field, 
o [weet retirements fee them ſaſe convey'd, 


And raiſe their battles in the rurai ſhade. 


From 
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From fields of death to Woodſtock's peaceful 
| lo-ms, 
(The . t s haunt) Dritannia's hero come. 
Begin, my Muſt, and ſoftly touch the 11: ing: 
Here Henry lov'd ; and Chaucer learn to ſing. 
Hail fabled grotto ! hail Elyſian ſoil! 
Thou faireſt ſpor of fai- Britannia's if ! 
Whe-e kings of old, conceal'd, forgot the throne, 
And beauty was» content to ſhine unknown; 
Where love and war by turns pavilions rear, 
And Heory's bowers ncar Blenheim's dome ap- 
pear ; Jo 
The weary d champion lul! in ſoft alcoves, 
"The dobleit boaſt of thy rom ntic roves. 
Oft, if the Mule preſage, ſhall he be ſe-n 
Dy Roſamanda flaeting o er the green, | 
In dre2n:s be hail d by heroes mighty ſhades, 
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So, in the painter's animated frame, 
Where Mars embraces the ſoft Paphian dame, 
The little Loves in ſport his faulchion wield, 
Or join their ſlrength ro henve his ponderon: ſhield 
One ſtrokes the plume in Tityon's gore embrued, 
And one the ſphere. that re ks with 'Typh-n* blood: 
Another's infant brows th helm ſuſtain. ; 
He nods his creſt, and tright: the ſhricking train. 


> Sh i] whiter rounds of ſin{iing years rol: on, 
Our vicors, h eſt in peace, forget their wars, 
Enjoy p ſt dan crs, and +bſolve the flars. 

But, oh! what forrows ſhall bedew your urns, 
Ye t.cnourd ſhades, whom widow'd Albion 


mour:s ! ; 


if yourt in ſorms yet diſcontented moan, 


And haunt the mangled manſions. once your own; 


And hea «14 Chaucer warhle through the glare, | Behold what flowers the pions Mules ſtrow, 
O'er the fam'd echoing vaults his name ſal! | And tevrs, which in the mid triumph flow 


; bound, 


And hill to hill refle& the favourite found. | 


Here, here at leaſt thy love for arms give o'er, | 
Nor, one world conquer'd, for:dly wiſh f.r more. 
Vice of preat fouls alone: © thirſt of ſame! 
The Muſe admires it, while the ſtrives to blame. 
"hy toils be now to chac the bouiding deer, 
Or view the courſers ſtretch in wild career. 

This lovely ſcene ſhall foath thy ſoul to rcſt, 
And wear each dreadful mage from thy breaſt. 
With pleaſure, by thy conoucts ſhalt thou ſee 
hy queen triun phant, and all Europe free. 
No cares henceforth faallthy repoſe deſtroy, 
But what thou given the world, thyſelf enjoy. 

Sweet Solitude! when life's gay hours are paſt, ; 
Howe er we range, in thee we fix at laſt: 5 
Toſt through tempeſtuous ſeas the voyage o'er) 
Pale we look back, and bleſs thy friendly ſhore. 
Our own ſtr:4 judges our paſt lives we ſcan, 

And aſk if glory hath enlarg'd the ſpan : 

If bright the proſpect, we the grave deſy, 

"Truſt ſuturc ay , and cortented die. 

When firangers from far diſtaat climes ſhall 

come, F 

To view the pomp of this triumphant dome, 

Where rear'd aloft diſſ-mbled trophies ſtand, 

And breathing labours of the ſculptor s hand, 

Where Knellcr's art ſhall pa nt the flying Gaul, 

A Bourbon's woes ſhall fill the ſtory'd wall; 

Heirs of thy blood ſhall o'er the r bountecousbuard 

Fix Europe's guard, thy monumental ſword, 

Banner+ih.t oft have wav d on conquer'd walls, 

Aud trumps that drown'd the groans of gaſping 
Gauls, 

Fair dame ſhall oft, with curious eye, explore 

The colt y robes that ſlaugliter'd generals wore, 

Rich trappings from the Danube's whiripoo!s 
brought, F . 

(Hefp ria nuns the gorgeous hroidtery wrought 

Belts (tiff with gold, the Boian horſeman's pride, 

And Gaul's tair flowers, in human crimſon dy'd. 

Of Churchil.*s race perh ps ſome lovely boy 

Shall mark the burnith*d ttee] that hangs on high, 

Shall azetragſported on its glitte ing charms, 

And rca h it Aruggling with unequal arms; . 


a. 
— 


Your names the tender matro s heart ſhall 
| wourd 


Cypreis and days your envy'd brows ſurround, : 
And the ſofc maiden grow penſi ve at the ſound. 


draws. 
Who nobly periſh'd in their ſovereign's cauſe : 
For thou in pity bid'ſt the war give o'er, | 


1 . * 
; Mourn'ſt thy ſlain heroes, nor wilt venture more 


Vaſt price of blood on cach victorious day! 

| (But Furope's freedora doth that price repay.) 

Lamen'ed triumphs! when one breath muſt tell 

That Mariborough conquer d, aud that Dormer 
ſell. 


Great Queen! whoſe name ſtrikes haughty 


mo: archs pa e, 


On whoſe juſt ſceptre hangs Furopa's ſcale, 


On whoſe decree the nations anxious wait : 
From A bion's cliffs thy wide-extended hand 
Shall o'er tke main to far Pe u command ; 

So vaſt a tract whoſe wide domain ſhall run, 
Its circling {kies ſ all ſee no ſetting ſun. 
Thec, thee an hundred languages ſhall claim, 
nd ſavage Indians ſwear by Anna's name; 
The lines a-d poles ſha'l own thy rightful ſwag, 


And thy commands the ſever d globe obey. 


"Round the vaſt ball thy new dominions chain 
The watery kingdoms and control the main; 
Magellin's ſtraits to Gibraltar they join, 

Acroſs the ſcas a formidable line; 

The fight f adverſe Gaul we fear no more, 
'But pleae'd ſee Dunkirk, now a guiltleſs ſhore 

in vai great Neptune tore the narrow ground, 
And meant his waters for Britannia's bound ; 
Her giant genius tzkes a mighty itride, 

And ſets his foot beyond th incroaching tide ; 
On either bank the land its maſter knows, 
An in the midſt the ſubject occau flows. 

So near proud Rhodes, actoſs the r ging flood, 
Stuper:dous form ! he vaſt Coloſſus ſtood, 

While at their ſoot their thr: nging gallies ride, 
A whole hour s ſail ſcarce rea h the further ſides 
Betwix his brazen thighs, i» looſe array, 

Jen thouſand ſtreamers on the billows play. 


By figns the drum's tumultuous \. und requeſt, 
Then #25, in {tarts, the huſhing mother's breaſt, 


| © By Harley's counſels Dunkirk now reſtor d 
10 Britain's empi.e, owns her ancient lord. 


7 bus. the ude tempeſt of the heid o'er blown,” 


Accept, great Anne, the tears their memory 


Whoſe arm like mercy wounds, decides like fate, 
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In him wansfar's his godlike father reigns, 


£9 
(The arts which you fam'd Harcourt ſhall defend, 


I ich in the blood which Iwell'd that patriot's veins, | And courtiy Bolingbroke the Mule*s ! iend.) 


Who boldly fait} ful met his Jovercign's frown, 
And ſcorn d for gold to yield th* important town. 
His ſon was born the raviſh d prey to claim, 
And France ſtill trembles at an Harley's name. 

A fort ſo dreadful to our Enyliſh ſhore; 

Our ſle te tcarce fear the ſands or tempeſts more, 

M pole valt cxp«nces to ſuch ſums amount, 

That the tax d Gaul fſc.rce furuiſh'd out th' ac- 
count, 

Whoſe wells ſuch bulwarks, ſuch vaſt towers re- 
ſtrain, 

Its weakeſt ramparts are the rocks and main, 

His boaſt great Louis yields, and cheaply buys 

Thy frie:dſaip, Anna, with the mighty prizc. 

Holland repming, and in grief caſt down, \ 

Sees the new glorics of the Britiſh crown: 

Ah! may they nc'er provoke thee to the ſiſcht, 

Nor foes, more dreadful than the Caul, invite. 

Soon may they hold the olive, ſoon aſſwage 

heit ſecret murmurs, nor call forth thy rage 

To rend their banks, and pour, at one commond, 

Thy realm, the ſea, v'er their precarious land. 

Henceforth be thine, vice- g rent of the ſkies, 
Scorn d worth to raile, aud vice iu robes chaſtiſe, 
To dry th orphan's tcer, and ſrom the bar 
Chace tic br b d judge, and huſh the wordy war, 
Deny the curſt blaſphcmer's tongue to rage, 
And turn God's fury from an impious age. 

Bleſt change! the ſoldier's late deſtroying hand 
Shall rear new temples in his nat ive and; 
Miſtaken zculots ſhall with fear behold, 

And beg admittance in our ſacred fold ; 

On her own works the pious queen ſhall ſmile, 
And turn her cares upon her favourite iſle, 

50 the keen bolt « warrior angel aims, 
Array'd in clouds, aud wrapt in mantling flames; 
He bears a tempeſt on his ſounding wings, 
And his red arm the forky vengeance flings ; 

At length, heaven's wrath appcas'd he quitsthe war, 
10 roll his orb, and guide his deſtin'd ſtar, 

To ſhed kind fate, and lucky hours beſtow, 

And ſunile f ropitious on the world below. 

Around thy thrune ſh Il faithful nobles wait, 
Theſe guard the church, and thoſe direct the ſtate. 
To Briltol, gracctul in maternal tears, 

The church her towery forchcad gently rears; 
She be,'s her pious fon t* aſſcrt her cauſe, 
Deſend her rights, and reinſorce her laws, 
With holy zeal the ſacred work begin, 

10 bend the ſtubborn, and the meck to win. 

Our Ox!ord's carl in carctul thought ſhall ſtand, 
To raiſe his queen, and fave a linking land. 

The wealthicit lebe to rave nous Spatiiar&s known 
He marks, and makes the golden world our own, 
Content with lads urid to guard the prize, 
And keep the flore with undeſiring eycs. 

So round the tree that bore Heſperian gold, 
Th: ſacred watch lay curl d in many a fold, 

His eyes up-rcaring to th un:atted prey, 
The tleep!eſ> guardian waſtes life away. 

Beneath the pea-ctul olive, rais'd by you, 


Her ancicat pride ſhall every heart reuc w, 


| 
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The feat of! ges, and the nurſe of kings. 


With piercing eye ſome ſearch where nuture plays, 

And trace the wanton through her dark io ie maze, 

Whence health from herbs; from ſceds how 
groves begun, 

How vital ſtreams in circling eddies run 

Some teach why round theſui. the ſpheres advance, 

In the fix'd meaſures of their myſtic dance, 

How tides, when heav'd by prefling mcons, o'ers 

flow, 

And ſup-\orn 'ris paints her ſhowery bow. 

In happy chains our darling language hound, 

Shall ſport no more in <rbitrary { und 

But buſkin.'d bards henceforth ſhall wiſcly rage, 

And Grecian plans reform Britannia's flage : 

ill Congreve bids her ſmile, Auguſta ſtan ds 

Andlonys to weep when flowing Rowe commands. 

Britain's SpeRator> ſhall their lrength combine 

To mend cur morals, and our taſte refine, 

Fight virtue s cauic, ſtand up in wit's defence, 

Win us ſrum vice, and laugh us into ſenſe. 

Nor, Prior, kalt thou huſn'd the trump in vain, ! 

Thy lyre ſhall now revive her mirthful. ſtrain, 

New tales ſhall vow be told; if right 1 ſce 

"The ſoul of Chaucer is reſtor'd in thee, 

Garth, in majeſtic pumbers, to the ſtars 

Shall raiſe mock heroes, and ſantaſtic wars; 

Like the young ſpreading laurel, Pope, thy name 

Shoots up with ſtrength, and viſes into fame; 

With Philips ſhall the peaccful vallies ring, 

And Britain hear a ſecond Spenler ſing. 

That much-lov'd youth, whom Utrecht's walls 
confine, 

To Briſtol's praiſes ſhall his Straſſord's join : 

He too, from whom attentive Oxford draws 

Rules for juſt thinking, and poctic laws, 

To growing bards his learned aid ſhall lend, 

The ſtrickeſt critic, and the kindett ſriend. 

Ev'n mine, a baſhful Muſe, whoſe rude eſſays 

Scarce hope for pardon, not aſpire to praiſe, 


$__ 
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.Chcriſh'd by you in time may; row to fame 


And mine turvive with Brittol's glorious name. 
rir'd with the views this glittering ſcene difet 

plays, | 

And ſmit with paſiton for my country's praiſe, 

My artleſsreed attempts thi- ivity theme, 

Where ſacred Iſis rolls her ancien ſtrcam; 

In cloiſter'd domes the great Viilipp:'s pride, 

Where learning blooms, While ſfan:e and worth 
pt eli dv. 

Where the i th Henry arms and arts was taught, 

And Edward ſorm d his Creffy, yet unfouglit, 

Where laurcl'd bards have ſtruck the warbling 
ſtrings, 

Here thy commends, O Lancaſter, iu flame 

My cager breaſt to raiſe the Britiſh nenie, 

Urge un my ſoul, with no iguoble pride, 

To woo the & Mie, whom Addifon enjoy d; 

Sce that hoid ſwan to heaven ſullimely foar, 

Puriue at Giltance, and his Reps adure, 
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90 
TO MR. ADDIFON, ON HIS OPERA | 


OF ROSAMOND. -: 


wi Ne forte pudori 
« Sit tibi Muſa lyræ ſolers, & cantor Apollo.“ 


HE Opera firſt talian maſters taught 
Inrich'd with ſor gs, but innocent of thought; 
Britannia's learned theatre diſdains 
MeloGious trifl-s and enervative ſtrains; 
And }luſbes, on her injur'd ſtage to ſce 
Nonſenſe well-tun'd, and ſweet Nupio:ty. 

No charms are wanting to thy artful ſong, 
Soft as Corelli, and as irgil ſtiomg. 

From words ſo {wect new grace the nate receive, 

And muſic borrows helps, ſhe us'd to give. 

The ſtyle hath match'd what ancient Romans 
knew, 

Thy flowing numher« far exce! the new. 

Their cadence in ſuch caſy ſound convey'd, 

The height of thought may ſeem ſuperfluous aid; 

Yet in ſuch charms the noble thoughts abound, 

That needleſs ſeem the ſweets ol caly ſound. 

I andſkips how gay the bowery grotto yields, 
Which thought creates, and laviſh fancy builds! 
What art can trace the viſionary ſcenes, 

The flowery groves, and everlaſting greens, 

The babblirg ſounds that mimic echo plays, 

The fairy ſhade and its eternal maze ? 

Nature and Art in all their charm<« combin'd, 

And all i lyſium to one view confin'd ! 

No further could imagination roam 

Till Vanbrugh fraud, and Marlborough rais'd 
the dome. 


Ten thoul-nd pangemy anxious boſom tear, 


When drown'd in tears 1 fee th' im loring fair; | 


When bord leſs ſoft the moving words ſupply, 

A ſecming juſtice dooms the nymj h to die; 

But here fie begs, nor can ſhe beg in vain, 

In dirges thus expiring ſwans complain); 

Each verſe fo ſwclls expreſſive of her woes, 

And eve.y tear in lines fo mournſul flows; 

We, ſpite of fame her fate revers'd believe, 

O'eriook her crimes, and think ſhe ought to live. 
Let joy ſalute fair Roſ«manda's ſhade, 

And wreathes of mvrile crown. the lovely maid. 

While now perhaps with Dido's gkoſt ſhe roves, 

And hears and tells the ſtory of their loves, 

Alike they mourn alike they bleſs their fate, 

Since love, wl ich made them wretched, makes 

them great. a 

Nor longer that relentleſs doom bemoan, 

Which gain'd a Virgil. and an Addiſon. 
Accept. great mona ch of the Britim lays, 

The tribute ſong an hun:ble ſubjeci pays. 

$0 tri-s the arrleſs lark her carly flight, 

And ſoars. to hail the god of verſe and light. 

Unrival'd as unmatch'd be ſtill thy f me, 

And thy own laureis ſhode thy envy'd name 

Thy name, the boaſt of all the tuncful quire, 

Shall tremble on the firings of every lyre; 

While the charm'd reader vith thy thought 

complics, 
Peels correſponding joys or ſorrows riſe, 


Aud views thy Roſamond with Henry's eyes. 


| 


| 


| 
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TICKELL's POEMS, 


TO THE SAME, 
ON HIS TRAGEDY OF CATO. 


OO long hath love engroſs'd Britannia's 
Mage, a 
Ane funk to ſoftneſs all our tragic rage : 
By that alone did empires fall or riſe, 
And fate depened on a fair one's eyes : 
The ſweet infection. mixt with dangerous art, 
Debas'd «cur manhood, while it ſooth'd the heart. 
Y u ſcorn to raiſc a grief thyſelf mu blame, 
Nur from our weakneſs fical a vulgar { me: 
A patriot's fall way juſlly melt the mird. 
Aud tears flow nob:y, ſhed for all rank nd. 
How do our ic uls with generous picafure glow! 
Our hearts exulting, while our eyes o'rflow, 
V\ hen thy firm hero ſtands beneath the weight 
Of all his fufſcrings vereralfy great ; 
Rome's poor remains flill ſheltering by his ſide, 
With conſcious virtue, and heconung pride! 
The aged oak thus rears I. is head in air, 
His ſap exhauſted and his branches bare ; 
"Midit 1 and carthquakes he mair:tains his 
ate, 
Fixt deep in earth, and faſten'd by his weight: 
His naked bouyhs fill lend the ſhepherds aid, 
Aud kis old trunk projects an awſul ſhade. 
Amidſt the joys triumphant prace beſtows, 
Our patrio's ſadden at his glorious woes ; 
Awhile they let the world « great buſineſs watt, 
Anxious for Rome, and ſigh for Cato s fate. 
Here taught how ancient heroes roſe to fame, 
Our Briton +» crowd, and catch the Reman flame, 
Where t..trs and ſenates we 1 might lend an ear, 
Aud tungs aud prieſts without a bluſh appear. 
Freuce boaſts rv more but, fearful to engage, 
Now firit pays hemage to her rival's tage, 
Haſtes to learn thee, and learning ſhall ſubmit 
Alike to Britiſh arms and Britiſh wit : 
No more ſhe II wender. ſorc'd to do us right, 
Who think like Romans, could like Romansf.ght, 
Thy Oxford ſmiles tl is glerious work to ice, 
And fondly triumphs in a fon like thre. 
he ſenates, conſuls, and the gods of Rome, 
Like old acquaintance at their native home, 
In thee we lind; each deed, each word cxpreſt, 
Ami every thought that ſweli'd a Roman brcaſt, 
We trace cath nint that could thy ſou! infpire 
With Virgil's judgment, and with Lucan's fire; 
We know thy worth, and, give us leave to boaſty 
We mult aduirc, becaule we kuow thee moſt, 


THE ROYAL PROGRESS. 
wW HEN Brunſwick firſt appear*d, cach honeſt 


heart, 

Intent on verſe, diſlain'd the rules of art; 
For him the ſongliters, in urmufur'd odes, 
D.hs'd Alcides, and dethron't! the gods, 
In golden chains the Ling of India led, 

Or rent the turhan fro: the ſaltan s head. 
One, im old fables, and the papon flrain, 


j 


Wich uyzophs auderitons, WIsILimc'er the main; 
Arc:ler 
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TICKELL's POEMS. 


Another draws fierce Luciſer in arms, 

And fills th' inſcrual tevion with alarms; | 

A third awakes ſome Druid, to ſoretel 

Fach future triumph. from his dreary cell. 

Exploded fanci's! that in vain decci ve, 

While the mind nauſeates what ſhe can't believe. 

My Muſe th' expected hero ſhall purſue 

From clime to clime, and keep him ſtill in view; 

Eis ſhining march deſcribe in faithful lays, 

Content to paint him, nor preſume to praiſe ; 

Their charms, if charms they have, the truth 
ſu; plics. 

4nd from — theme unlabour'd beauties riſe. 

By longing nations for the throne defign'd, 
And call'd to guard the rights of human-kind; 
With ſecret grief his god-like ſoul repines, 

And Britain's crown with joyleſs luſtre ſhines, 

While prayers and tears his deftin'd progreſs ſtay4 

And crowds of mourners choke their ſovercign's 
wav. 

Not ſo he march'4, when hoſtile ſquadrons flood 

In ſcenes of death, and fir'd his gencrous blcod ; 

When his hot courſer paw'd th' Hungarian plain, 

And adverſe legious ſtood the ſhock in vain. 

His frontiers paſt, the Belgian bounds he views, 

Aud croſs the level ſields his march purſucs. 

Here plea 'd the land of freedom to ſurvey, 

He greatly ſcorns tlic thirſt of bounc leſs ſway. 

O'er the thin ſoil, with filent joy, he ſyrces 

Tranſplanted woods, and borrow'd verdure riſe ; 

Where every mcadow won with tuil and blood, 

From haughty tyrants and che raging flood, 

With ſruir and flowers the careful hind {upplics, 

And clothes the marihes in a rich diſguiſe. 

Such wealth ſor frugal hands doth heaven decree, 

And ſuch thy gifts, celeſtial Liberty | and. 

Through ſtatcly towns, and many a fertileplain, 
The pomp advances to the neighbouring main, 
Whole nations croud around with joyful cries, 
And view the hero with inſatiate eyes, 

In Haga's towers he waits, till eaſtern gales 
Propitious riſe to ſwell the Britiſh ſails. 

Hither the fame of England's monarch brings 

The —_ and friendſhips of the neighbouring 

ings; 

Mature in wiſdom, his extenſive mind 

Takes in the blended interetts of mankind, 

The world's great patriot, Calm thy anxious | 
breaſt, 

Secure in him, O Europe, take thy reſt ; 

Henceiorth thy kingdoms ſhall remain conſin'd 

By rocks or {treams, the mounds which licaven 
deſigu'd; 5 

The lps their new made monarch ſhall reſtrain, 

Nor ſhall thy hills, Pircne, riſe in vain. 

But fee ! to Britain's ifle the ſquadrons ſtand, 
And leave the ſinking towers, and leſſening land. 
Ihe royal bark bounds o'er the floating plain, 
Breaks through the billows and divides the main. 
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Still is it thine ; thourrh now the chearful crew 
Hail Albion's cliffs; juſt whitening to the view. 
Pefore the wind with ſwelling ſails they ride, 
Till Thames receives them in his opening tide. 
The monarch hears the thundering peals around, 
From trembling wood: and echoing hills rebound. 
Nor miſſes yet, amid the deafcning train, 

The roarings of the hoarſe-reſounding main. 

As in the flood he fails, from cither fide 
He views his kingdom in his rural pride ; 

A various ſcene the wide-ſpread landſkip yields, 
O'er rich incloſures and luxuriant fields; 

A lowing herd each fertile paſture fills, 

And diſtant flocks ſtray o'er a thouſand hills. 

Fair Greenwich hid in woods with new delight, | 
Shade above ſhade. now riſes to the ſight; 

His woods ordain'd to viſit every ſhore, 

And guard the ifland which they grac'd before. 

The ſun now rolling down the weſtern way, 
A blaze of fires renews the fading day ; 
Unnumber'd barks the regal barge enſold, 
Briglitening the twilight wi + its bcamy gold; 
Leſs thick the finny ſhoals, a countleſs fry, 

Before the whale or ſinny dolphin fly. 
In one vaſt ſhout he ſeeks the crowded ſtrand, 
And in a pcal of thunder gains the land. 

Welcome, great ſtranger, to our longing eyes, 
Oh! king debr'd, adopted Albion cries. 

For thee the Eaſt hreath d out a proſperous breeze, 
Bright were the ſuns and gently ſwe!l'd the ſeas. 
Thy preſence did each doubt ul heart compoſe, 
And factions wonder'd that they once were focs. 
That joyſul day they loſt each hoſtile name, 

The ſame their aſpect, and their voice the ſame. 

So two fair twins, whoſe ſeetures were delign'd 
At one ſoft moment in the mother's mind, 

Show each the other with reflected grace, 

and the ſame beauties bloom in either face; 
The puzzled ſtrangers which is which inquire; 
Deluſion grateful to the ſmiling fire. 

From that fair hill “ where hoary ſages boaſt 
To name the ſtars, and cornt the heavenly hoit, 
By the next dawn doth great Auguſta riſc, 

Proud town! the nobleſt fene beneath the Niies, 
O'er "Thames her thouſand ſires their luſtte hd, 
And a vaſt navy hades lus ample bed, 
A floating ſoreſt. From the diſtant ſtrand 
A line of golden carrs ſtrikes oer the land: 
Britaunia's peers in pomp and rich array, 
B-ore their king triumphant, lead the way. 
Far as the cye can reach, the gaudy train, 
A bright procetlion, ſhincs al org the plain. 
So, haply, through the hcaven's wide pathleſs 
ways 
A comet draws a long extended biaze; 
From caſt toweſt hut us thrown g the etherea! frame, 


And half h-aven's conver gli tters wich the: flame. 


Now to the regal towers {2curely brouf h:, 
He plzns Britannuia's glorics in his thought, 


Oer the vali deep, great monarch, dart thine es, | Reſumes the delegated pow-:r he gave, 


A watery proſpect bounded by the ſkies : 

Ten thouſand veſſcls, ſrom ten thauſend ſhor s, 
Bring guns and «old, and either India's lures ; 
Dehald the tributes taitening to thy throne, 


Aud ſce the wide horizon all t - own, 
Vor. . ; 


Rewards th. faithiu!, erd r :{torcs the brave. 
Whom ſnali rhe Nu from out the aiming 44r Ng 
Select, to ligten dis aw Fu bio 10g ? 
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Thee, Halifax. To thy capacious mind. 

O man approv'd, is Britain's wealth conſign'd. 
Her coin, while Naſſau fought, debas'd a. d rud e, 
By thee in beauty and in truth r-new'd, 

Ar ardudus work! again thy charge we ſee, 
And thy own care ence more returns to thee. 

O! form'd in every ſcene to awe and pleaſe, 
Mix wit with pomp, and dignity with caſc : 


Though ca!l'd to ſhine aloft, thou wilt not ſcorn 


To ſmile on arts thyſelſ did once adorn : 
For this thy name ſucceeding time ſhall praiſe, 
And envy Iefs thy garter than thy bays. 

The Muſe, if fit d wi h thy enlivening bcams, 
Ferhaps ſtall aim at mor exalted themes, 
Record vur monarch in a nobler ſtrain, 

And ſing the opening wonders of his reign ; 
Bripht Carolina's heavenly beautics trace, 

Her valiant confort and his blooming race. 

A train of kings their ſruitſul love ſepplics, 

A glonous ſcene tu Ibion's raviſh d eyes; 

Who ſres by Brunſwick's hand her ſceptre ſway d, 
And through his line ſrom age to age convey d. 


— —.—— — 


AN IMITATION 
OF THE PROPHECY OF NEREUS. 
FROM HORACE. BOOK 11. ODE XVs 


* Dicam inſigue, recens, adhuc 
ndictum ore alio : non ſecus in jugis 
* Fx 'omnis ſtupet Euias 
« Hebrum profpiciens, & vive candidam 
* Thracen, ac pede barbaro 
« Luftratam Rhodopen.“ Hon 
S Mar his round one morning took, 
(Whom ſome call earl, and ſome call du e) 
And his new brethren f the blade, 
Shivering with ear and froſt, ſurvey'd, 
On Perth's bleak his he chanc'd to ſpy 
An aged wizard fix fo-t high, 
With briſtled hai , and ſage blighted, 
Wall-eye'd. bare-haunch'd and ſecond - ſighted. 
The grizly ſage in thonght profound 
Bcheld the chief with back ſo round, 
Then roll d hiseye-bealls te and fro 
O'er his paternal hills of ſnow, 
And into theſe tremendous ſpeeches 
Broke forth the prophet without breeches. 
Into what Its betray d, by thee, 
This angiert kingdom do fee ! 
Her rceims un-peep'ed and forlorn! 
War 's me that ever thou wert born 
Proud Yngliſh loons (our cans o'creume) 
On Sc-rtiſh pads ſhi] amble home: 
I fee them dreſt in bannets blue 
(The ſpoi!s of t y rebellious crew); 
I fee the target caſt a ay, 
And chequrr'd piaid c come their prey, 
The chequer'd laid ei make a gown 
For many a laſs in Lendon town. 
In voin thy hungry mo ntaincers 


Gore ſorth in all thy waikiLe geers, 
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The ſhield, the piſtol, durk, and dagger, 
| which they daily wont to ſwagger, 

And oft have ſally'd out to pillage 

The hen-rooſts of ſome peaceful village, 
Or, while their neighbours were aſlcep, 
Have carry'd off a lowland ſheep. 

What boot thy high-born hoſts of beggars, 
Mac-lcats, Mac-kenzics, and Vac-pregors, 
With p-p hh cut-throats, perjur d ruffians, 
And Foſter". troop of raggamuffins ? 

In vain thy lads around thee bandy, 
Inflam'd with bag-pipe and with brandy. ? 
Doth not bold Sutherland the truſty, 

With heart ſc true, and voice fo ruſty, 
A loyal ſou}; thy troops affright, 

V hile hoarſely he demands the fight ? 
Doſt thou not generous Ilay dread, 
The braveſt hand, the wiſeſt head? 
IIndaunted doſt thou hear th' alarms 
Of hoary Athol ſheath'd in arms? 

Douglas, who draws his lineage down 
From Thanes and Peers of high renown, 
Fiery, and young, and uncontrol'd, 

With knights, and ſquires, and barons bold, 
His noble houſhold-band) advances, 

And on the milk-white courſer prances. 
Thee Forfar to the combat dares, 

Grown ſwarthy in Iberian wars: 

And Monroe, kmdicd into rage, 

Sourly de es thee to engage; 
He Il rout thy foot, though ne'er ſo many, 
nd horſe to boot—if thou hadſt any. 

But fee Argyll, with watchful cyes, 
Lodg'd in his deep entrenchments lies! 
Couch'd like a lion in thy way, 

He waits to ſpring upon his prey; 
While like a herd of timorous deer, 
Ihy army ſhakes and pants with ſcar, 
Led by their doughty general's ſkill, 
From frith to frith from hill to hill. 

Is thus thy haughty promiſe paid 
That to the Chevalier was made, 

When thou didſt oaths and duty barter, 

For dukedom, generalſhip, and garter? 

Three moons thy Jemmy ſhall command, 

With Highland ſceptre in his hand, 

Too good for his pretended birth, 

hen down ſhall fall the king of Perth. 
is ſo decreed: for George ſhall reign, 

And traitors be ſorſwern in vain. 

Heaven ſhell for ever on him ſmile. 

And bleſs him ſtill with an Argyll. 

v. hile thou, purſucd by vengeful foes, 

Condemn'd to barren rocks and ſnows, 

And hiuder'd paſhng inverlocky, 

Shall burn the clan, and curſc poor Jocky. 


— —— 


AN EPISTLE 


FROM A LADY IN ENGLAND TO A 
GENTLEMAN AT AVIGNON. 


O thee dcar rover, nd thy vanquiſh'd friends, 
The bealth, the wants, thy gentle Chloe 
icuds, 
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Though much you ſuffer, think 1 ſuffer more, 

Worſe than an exile on my native ſhore. 

Companions in your maſter's flight you roam, 

Unenvy'd by your havghty ſoes at home; 

For ever ncar the royal ontlaw's ſide, 

You ſhare his fortunes, and bis hopcs divide, 

On glorious ſchemes, and thoughts of empire 
dwell, 

And with imaginary titles ſwell. 

Say, for thou know'ſt 1 own his ſacred line, 
The paſſive doctrine and the right divine, 

Say, what new ſuecoure does the chieſ prepare? 

The ſtrength of armics? or the force of prayer ? 

Does he from heaven or earth his hopes derive ? 

From ſaints departed, er from priefts alive? 

Not ſaints nor prieſts can Brunſwick's troops 
withſtand, 

And beads drop uſeleſs through the zealot's hand ; 

Heaven to our vows may future kingde ns owe, 

But ſkill and courage win the crowns below. 

Fre to thy cauſc, and thee, my heart inclin d, 
Or love to party had ſeduc'd my mind, 
In female joys I took a dull delight, 
Slept all the morn, and punted half the night : 
But now, with fears and public care poſſett, 
The church, the church, for ever breaks my reft. 
The poſtboy on my pidowr 1 explore. 
And bf: the news of every ſoreign ſhore, 
Stud:ous to find new friends, and new allies; 
What armies march from Sweden in diſyviſc : 
How Spin prepares her banners to univid, 
And Rome deal out her bleſſings and her gold: 
Then o'er the map my finger, taught to ray, 
Croſs many a region marks the winding way; 
From ſea to ica, lrom realm to realm 1 rove, 
And grow a meer geographer by love : 
But fill Avignon, and the pleaſing coaſt. 
That holds thee baniſh'd, claims my care the moſt: 
Oft on the well-known ſpot | fix my cyes, 
And ſpun the diftance that between us lies. 

Let not our James, though ſoil d in arms, def 

pair, 
Whilſt on his fide he reckons half the fair: 
In Britain's lovely ifle a ſhining throng 
War in his cauſe, a thouſand beauties rong. 
1h' unthinking victors vainly buaſt their powers; 
Be theirs the muſket, while the tongue is ours 
V'e reaion with ſuch fluency and fue, 
The beaux we baffle, and the learned tire, 
£ gainſt her prelates plead the church's cauſe, 
Aud from our judges vindicate the laws. 
Then mourn not, hap'els rice, thy k ngdoms loſt; 
A crewn, though late, thy ſarr-d brov's may boait; 
Heaven ſeems through us thy empire to decree ; 
Thole who win hearts, have giveu their hearts to 
thee. 

Haſt thou not heard that when, proſuſcly gay. 
Our well-dreſt rivals grac'd their ſovercign's day, 
We ſtubborn damſels met the public view 
In lothſome wormwood, and repenting rue? 
What Whigs ut trembled, when our ſpot. cis band 
In virgin roſes whiten'd haif the lu . d 
Who can forget what ſcars the ſoc poſſeſt, 

When eakcr-boughs mark d every loyal breatt ! 


| 


| 


| 
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Leſs ſcar'd than Medway's ſtream the Norman 
ſtood, 

When croſs the plain he ſpy'd » marcking wood, 

Lili, near at hand, a gicam of ſwords betray'd 

The youth of Kent beneath irs wandering ſhade ? 
Thoſe who the ſuccours of the fair deſpiſe, 

May ſid that we have nails as well as eyes, 

Thy female bards, O prince by fortune cioſt, 


 ] Aclcaft more courage than thy men can boat? : 


Our ſcx hs dar'd the mug-houſe chieſs to meet, 
And purche:'d fame in many a well-tought itreet, 
From Drury-lane, the region © renown, 
The land of love, the Paphos of thr t.. 
F. ir patriots ſaliying oft have put t flight 
With all ther poles, the guardians of the night, 
And bore, with ſ-reatns of triuraph, to their fide. 
The Jeader's ſtaff n all its painted pride. 
Nor ſcars the hawker iu her warbling note 
Lo vend the diſeontented Rtateſn.an thought, 
Though red with ſtripes and recent from the tl. ng, 
Sore in itten for the love of facred ſong, 
Tie tuncful filters ſtill purſue their trade, 
Like Philomel: arkling in he ſhade. 
Poor Trott attends, ſorgetſul of a fare, 
And hums in concert © er his eafy chair. 
Meanwhile, regardlels of the royal cauſe, 
His {word for James no brother tovercign draws, 
The Pope himfelf, ſurrounded with al ras, 
To France his bulls, to Corfu ſends his arms, 
Aud though he |.cars his dari: ſon's com, laint 
Can hardly ſpare one tutelary ſaint, 
But hif's them all to guard his own abodes, 
And into ready money coins his gods. 
The dauntleſs Swede, purſucd by venge ful ſoes, 
Scerce keeps his own hereditary ſno ws; 
Nor muſt the friendly root of kind Lorrain 
Vith feaſts regale our garter'd you h again. 
Saſe Bar- le-Duc. within thy ſiient grove 
The pheaſant now may perch, the hate may rove: 
The knight. who aims uu rring from afar, 
Th' adventurous knight, now quits the ſylrvan 
war: 
Thy brinded boars may lumber undiſmay'd, 
Or grunt ſccure bencath the cheſuu ſhade, 
Inco..ftant Orlcans (itt; we mourn the day, 
hat truſted Orlcans with imperial Twey,) 
Far o'er the Alps our hc!pleis monarch funds, 
Far from the call of his deſponding fricuds. 
Such arc the terms to gin Britaumia's grace! 
And ſuch the terrors of che Brunſwick race! 
Was it fot this che ſun's whole luftre ta.i d, 
And ſudden midnight o'cr the moo prove. d ! 
For his did heaven Gviſplay to mortal cye- 
Aerial knights and combats in the ikics 
Was it for t is Northumbrian ftreams look'd red! 
And Themes dr.vcn backward ſhow'd li; focret 
beo! 
Falſe augurics! th' inſulting vd er's ſcorn! 
Ev'n our own prodigics again us tur: ! 
O porients conkrued on our ſide in vail ! 
Let never Tory truit echpſe again! 
Run clear, ye ſountaius! be at pace, ye Hie! 
Aud, ; hames, heucetor:t, to wy Biden Lor ders 
riſe ! 
N 2 To 
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To Rome then muft the roval wanderer go, 

And fall a ſuppliant at the papal toe ? 

His life in floth inglorious muſt he wear, 

One half in luxury, and one in prayer ? 

His mind perhaps at length debauch d with eaſe, 

The proffer'd purple and the hat may pleaie. 

Shall he, whole ancient patriarchal r:ce 

To mighty Nimrod in ene line we trace, 

In ſolemn conclave fit, devoid of :hought, 

And pole for points of faith his truſty vote! 

Be ſummenꝰd to his fall in time of need, 

And with his caſting ſuffrage fix a crecd! 

Shall he in re bes on ſtated davs appear, 

And Ergi:ſh heretics curſe once a yeer ! 

Garnet and Faux ſhall he with prayers invoke, 

And beg that Smichßeld piles cnce more may 

ſmoke ! 


i 


um 
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Forbid it, heaven ! my ſoul, to fury wrought, 
Turns almoſt Hanoverian at the thought. 

From James and Rome 1 feel my heart decline, 
And fear, O Brunſwick, twill be wholly thine ; 
Yet till his ſhare thy rival will conteſt, 

And ſtill the double claim divides my breaſt. 
The fate of James with pitying eyes l view, 
And wiſh my homage were not Brunſwick'sdue : 
To James my paſſion and my weakneſs guide, 
Put reaſon ſways me to the vietor*: ſide. 
Though griev'd I ſpeak it, let the truth appear ! 
You knew my language, and my heart, ſucere. 
In vain did falſchood his fair fame diſgrace ; 
What 1 falſchood, when he ſhow*'d his 
ace ! 
In vain to war our boaſtfu! clans were led; 


Heaps driv'n on heaps, in the dire ſhock they fled: | 


France ſhuns his wrath, nor raiſcs to our ſhame 
A ſecond Dunkirk in another name : 

In Britain s funds their wealth all Europe throws, 
And up the Thames the world's abundance flows: 
Spite of feign'd fears and artificial cries, 

he pious town ſees fiſty churches riſe . 

The hero triumphs as his worth is known, 

And ſits more firmly on his ſhaken throne. 

To my fad thought no beam of hope appears 
Through the long proſpect of ſucceeding years. 
The ſon, aſpiring to his father's fame, 

Shows all his fire : another and the ſame. 
He, bleſt in lovely Carolina's arme, 

To future ages propagates her charms : 
With pain and joy at ſlriſe, I cften trace 
The mingled parents in each daughter's face; 
Half ſickening at the fight, too well I ſpy 
The father's ſpirit through the mother's eye: 
In rain new thoughts of rage I entertain, 
And ſtrive to hate their innocence in vain. 

O princeſs ! happy by thy foes confeſt 
Bleſt in thy huſband ! in thy children bleſt ! 

As they from thee, from them new beauties born, 

While Europe laſts, ſhall Europe's thrones adorn. 

Tranſpianted to each court, in times to come, 

1 hy ſmile celeſtial and unſading bloom, 

Great Aultria's tons with ſofter lines ſhall grace, 

And ſmooth the frowns of Bourbon s haughty 
act. 

The fair deſcendants f thy ſacred bed, 


Wide branching o'cr the weſtern world ſhall | 
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Like the ſam'd Banian tree, whoſc pliant hoot 

To carthward bending of itſelſ takes root, 

Till, like the mother plant, ten thouſand ſtand 

In verdant arches on the fertile land ; 

Bencath her ſhade the tawpy Indians rove, 

Or hunt, at large, through the wide echoivg prove, 
O thou, to whom theſe mournful lines ſend, 

My promis'd huſband, a..d ray Geareft friend; 

Since heaven appeints this favorr'd race to reign, 

And blood has drench'd the Scottith fields in vain; 

Muſt 1 be wretched, and thy flight partake ? 

Or wilt net theu, tor thy lov'd Chloe's fake, 

Tir's out at length, ſubmit : fate s decree ? 

If not to Brunſwick, O return to me 

Proftrate before the victor's mercy bend: 

V hat ſpares whole thouſands, may to thee extend. 

Shou!d blinded friends thy doubtful conduct Vlame, 

Great Brunſwick's virtue ſhall ſecure tl y fame: 

day theſe invite thee to approach his throne, 

And own the morarch, heaven vouchſafes to own: 

The world, convinc'd, thy reaſons will ai prove, 

Say this to them; but ſwear to me twas jovc. 


AN O D E, 


OCCASIONED BY HIS EXCELLENCY THE EARL 
OF STANYHOPE'S VOYAGE TO FRANCE, 1718. 


« Idern 
« Pacis cras mediuſque belli.” 


I. 
AIR daughter once of Windſor's woods 
in ſafety e'er the rolling floods, 

Britannia's boaſt and darling care, 
Big with the fate of Europe, bear. 
May winds propitious on his way 
Ihe miniſter of peace convey; 
Nor rebel wave, nor rifing ſtorm, 
Great George's liquid realms deform. 

II. 

Our vows are heard. Thy crowded fail 
Already ſwell with weſtern gales ; 
Already Albion's coaſt retires, 

And Calais multiplies her ſpires: 

At length has royal Orleans preſt, 

With open arms, the well-known gueſt ; 
Beſore in ſecret friendſhip join'd, 

And now in couuſcls for mankind : 


III. 

Whilſc his clear ſchemes our patriot ſhows, 
And plans the threaten'd world's repoſe, 
They fix each haughty monarch's doom, 
And bleſs whole ages yet to come. 
Hencefcrth great Brunſwick ſhall decree 
What flag muſt awe the Tyrrhene ſea ; 
Frum whom the Tuſcan grape ſhall glow, 
And fruitful Arethuſa flow. 

IV. 

Sec in firm leagues with Thames combine 
The Scine, the Macſe, and diſtant Rhing! 
Nor, Ebro, let thy fingle rage 
With half the warring world engage. 


Hon. 


Oh ! 
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Ok! can to mind thy th-rſands lain, | THOUGHTS ; 
And Almarars's fatal — OCCANONED BY THE SIGHT OF AN 
While yet the (Ga'tlic errors ſieey. . , SIG 
Nor Britain tiundcrs from the deep. | ORIGINAL PICTURE OF KING 


CHARLES I, 
TAKEN AT THE TIME OF HIS TRIAL, 
Inſeriled ts George (lerke, Eſq. 
| PROLOGUE 


1 Animum pictura paſcit inani 
« Multa gemens, Ir,oque humeQat flumine 


— — oro 


3 


To THE UNIVERSITY OF oxron d, 1713. 4% vultum.“ Vins. 
AN this be he! could Charles, the good, the 
1 HAT kings henerforth ſhall reign, what grrat, 
ſtates be free, Be ſmrik by heaven to ſuch a diſmal ſrate ! 
Is fixt at length by Anna's juit decree : How mcagre. pale, neglected, worn with care! 


Whoſe: brows the Miuſc's facrcd wreath ſhall fit, Vat ſteady ſadneſs, and auguſt deſpair ! 
Is left to you, the arbiter» of wit. In theſe ſunk eyes the grie of years I trace, 


/ With beating hearts the rival poets wait, And torrow feems acquainted with thor face. 
ill you, Athenians, ſho!! decide their late ; 1cears, wiuch ts heart dildain'd, from me o'er- 
Secure, when to theſe learned ſeats they come, flow, 

Of equal judgment, and impartia! doom. hus to ſurvey God's ſubſtitute below, 


Poor is th- player's ſame, whoſe whole renownf] In ſolemn anguiſh, and majeſtic woe. 
Is but the praiſe of a capricious town; 1 When {peil'd of empire by unhallow'd hands, 
While, with mock-majeſty und fancy'd power, Sold by his flaves, and held in impious bands, 
He ſtruts in robes, the monarch of an hour. Rent from, what ofc had ſweeten'd anxious life, 
| Oft wide of nature mult he act a part, His helpleis children, and his boſom we; 
Make love in tropes, in bombaſt break his heart: | Door:'d for the faich, plebeian rage to ſtand, 
In ture and fimile reſign his breath, And fall a victim for the guilty land; 


And rhyme and quibbic in the pangs of death. Then thus was (cen, abaudon'd and forloru, 

We bluſh, when plays like theſe receive applauſe ; | The king, the ſather, and the faint to mourn.” 
| And laugh, in ſceret, at the tears we cauſe ; How could'ſt thou, artiſt, then thy ſc ill diſplay ? 
| With honeſt ſcorn our own ſucceſs diſdain, Thy fready hands thy ſavaye heart betray : 

A worthleſs honour, and inglorious gain. Near thy bold werk the ſtunn'd ſpectators ſaint, 


No trifling ſcenes at Oxford ſhall appear; Nor fee unmov'd, what thou unmov'd could'ſe 
Well, what we bluſh to act, may you to hear: | paint. 
To you our fam'd, our ſtandard plays we bring, What brings to mind each various ſcene of woe, 
The work of pocts whom you taught to fing : Th' inſulting judge, the ſolemn-mocking ſhow, 
Though crown'd with fame, they dare not think | The horrid ſentence, and accuricd blow. 

it due, Where then, juſt heaven, was thy unaftive 

Nor take the laurel till beſtow'd by you. hand, 
Great Cato's ſelſ, the glory of the ſtage, Thy idle thunder, and thy lingering brand! 
Who charms, correets, czalts, and fires the age, Thy adamantine ſhield, thy angel wings, 
Begs here he may be tried by Roman laws; And the great Genii of auointed kings! 
10 you, O fathers, ke ſubraits his cauſe; Treaſon and fraud ſhall thus the ſtars regard! 
He reſts not in the people's general voice, And injur'd virtue meet this ſad reward! 
Till you, the ſenate, have confirm'd his choice, So ſad, none like, can Timc's eld records tell, 

Fine is the ſecret, delicate the art, 73 bough Pompey bled, and poor Darius fell. 
To wind the paſſions, and command the heart; | All names but one too low—that one too high: 
For fancy'd ills to force our tears to flow, All paralle s are wrong, or blaſphemy. 
And make the generous ſoul in love with woe: O power ſupreme ! How fecret are thy ways 
To raife the ſhades of heroes to our view; Vet man, vain man, would trace the mi; ſtic maze 
Rebuild fall'n empires, and old time renew. With foo ith wiſcom, arguing, charge his God, 
How hard the tail | how rare the ycofilike rage! |} His balance hold, and guide his angry rod; 
None ſhould preſume to dictate for the Stage, New-mouid the ſpheres, and mend the ſky's deſign, 
But ſuch as boait a great extenſive mind, Aud {ound th* immenſe with his ſhort ſcanty liuc. 
Enrich'd by Naturc, and by Art refin'd. Do thou, wy ſoul, the deſtin'd period wait, 
Who frem the ancicat ſtores their knowledye | Whe God ſhall ſolve the dark decrees of fate, 

bring, His now unequal diſpenſations clear, 


And taſted early of the Muſesꝰ ſpring. And make ll wiſe and beautiiul appear; 
May none pretend upon her throne to ſit, 


When ſuffering ſaints aloſt in beams ſhall glow, 
| But ſuch as, ſprung from you, are born to wit : And profperous traitors gnaſh their teeth below. 
Choſen by the mob, their lawleſs claim we flight : Such boding thoughtsvid guilty conſcience dart, 
Xours is the old hereditary right. 


; A picdge of hel! to dying Cromwell s heart: 
J then 
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Then his pale image ſeem'd t' invade his room, 

Gaz'd him to ſtone, and warn'd him to the tomb 

While thunder« roll and nimbly lightnings play, 

And the ſtorm wings his ſpotted ſou! away. 

A blait more bountcous ne er did heaven com- 

mand x 

To ſcatter bieffings o'er the Britiſh land. 

Not that more kind, which daſh d the pride of 
Spain, 

And whirl d her cruſh'd Armada round the main; 

Not thoſe more kind, which guide our floating 
towers, 

Waft gums and gold, and made far India ours: 

That only kinder, which to Britain's ſhore 

Did mitres, crowns, and Stuart s race reſtore, 

Renew'd the church, revers'd the kingdom's 


doom, 

And brought with Charles an Anna yet to come. 

O Claicke, tv whom a Stuart truſts her reign 
O er Aibion's flects, and dcicvates the main; 
Dear, as the faith thy loyal heart hath ſworn, 
Tranſmit this piece to ages yet unborn. 
This fight ſhall damp the rayirg ruffan s breaſt, 
The poiſon ſpill. and halſ- drawn fword arreſt: 
To ſoft compeſhen ſtubborn traitors bend 
Aud, ouc deſtroy d, a thouſand kings deſend. 


— k ——— — —— 


A FRAGMENT OF A POEM 
ON HUNTING. 
4 Dona cano divim, lætas venantibus artes, 


« Auſpicio, Diana, tuo — Gnarius. 
ORSES and hounds, their ca e, their vari- 
rious race. ; 


The numerous b aits that range the rural chace, 
The huntſman's choſen ſcenes, his friendly ſtars, 
J he laws and glory of the ſylvan wars, 
I firſt in Britiſh veric preſume to raiſe ; 
A venturous rival of the Roman praiſe. 
Let me, chaſte Queen of Woods, thy aid obtain, 
Ering here thy light-ſoot nymphs, and ſprightly 
trem: 
I” oft, o er lawns, thy care prevents the day 
To rouſe the foe, and pref> the bounding prey, 
Woo thine own Pherbus in the tak to join, 
And grant me genius for the bold deſign. 
In this ſoſt ſhade, O iooth the warrior's fire, 
And fit his bow-ſtring to the trembling lyre ; 
And teach, while thus their arms and arts we ſing, 
Ihe groves to ccho, and the vaics to ring. 
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Thy care he firſt the various giſts to trace, 
The minds and genius of the latrant race. 
In powers diſtiuct the difſerent clans excel, 
In light, or ſwiftneſs or ſagacious ſmell ; 
By wiles urgenerous ſome ſurprize the prey, 
und ſome by courage win the doubtful day. 
Sceit thou the gzzc-hound ! hew with glance ſe- 


vcre 


Frem the cloſe herd he marks the deſtin'd deer! 


How every nerve the greyhound's ſtretch difplayy, 
The hare preventing 1n her a:ry maze ; 

The luckleſs prey how treacherous rumblers gain, 
* nd dauntleſs wolf-dogs ſhake the lion's mane ; | 
Ober all, the blood-hound boaſts ſupcrior ſxill, 
To ſcent, to view, to turn, and boldly kill! 

His fell-ws' vain alarms rejects with ſcorn, 

rue to the maſter's voice, and learned horn. 
His vo'trills oft, if ancient ſame fing true, 
Trace the fly felon through the ta inted dew; 
Once ſnuff'd he follows with unalter'd aim, 
Nor odours lure him from the choſen game; 
Deep-mouth'd be thungers, and inflam d he views, 
Springs on relentleſs. and to death purſucs. 

Some hounds of manners vile (nor leſs we find 
Of ſops in hounds, than in the reaſoning kind) 
Puff d with conccit run gladding o'er the plain, 
And from the ſcent divert the wiſer train; 

For the foc's footſteps fondly ſnuff their own, 
And mar the muſic with their ſenſeleſs tone ; 
Start at the ſtartling prey, or ruſtling wind, 
Ind, hot at firſt, inglorious lag bel. ind. 

A ſauntering tribe may ſuch my ſoes diſgrace ! 
Give me, ye gods, to brecd the nobler race. 
Nor gricve thou to attend, while truths unknown 
I ſing, aud make thenian arts our ewn. 

D ſt thou in hounds aſpire to deathleſs fame ? 
Learn well their lineage and their ancicnt ſtem. 


Each tribe with joy old ruſtic heralds trace, 


And ſing the choſen worthics of their race; 

How his fire*s ſeatures in the ſon were ſpy'd, 

When Die was made the vigorous Ringwood's 
bride. 

Leſs ſure thick lips the fate of Auſtria doom, 


Or eagle noſes rul'd almighty Rome. 


Good ſhape to various kinds old bards confine, 
Some praiſe the Greek, and ſome the Roman line; 
And dogs te beauty make as diſſer ing claims, 

As . Ibion's nyn:phs, and India's jetty dames. 

Immenſe to name their lands, to mark their 
bounds. 

And paint the thouſand families of hounds : 

Firſt count the ſauds, the drops where oceans flow, 

Or Gauls by Marlborough ſent to ſhades below. 

The taſk be mine, te teach Brit nnia's ſwains, 

My much-lov d country, and my native plains, 

Such be the dog, | charge, thou mean'ſt to train, 

His back is crooked, and his belly plain, 

Of fillet ſtretch'd, and huge of haunch behind, 

.+ tapering tail, that nimbly cuts the wind; 

Truls-thigh'd, ſtraight-ham'd, and fox like form d 
his paw, 

Large-leg'd, dry-ſol d, and of protended claw. 

His flat, wide noſtrils ſnuff the ſavory ſteam, 

nd from his eyes he ſhoots pernicious gleam ; 

Middling his head, and prone to earth his view, 

With ears and cheſt that daſh the morning de w: 

He beſt te ſtem the flood, to leup the bound, 

And charm the Dryads with his voice profound; 

To pay large tribute to his weary lord, 

And crown the ſylvan here's plentcous board. 

The matron bitch whoſe womb ſhall beſt produce 
The hopes and fortunes of th illuſtrious houſe, 
Deriv'd from noble, but from foreign ſeed, 


For various nature loa:hs inceſtuous breed, 
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ks like the fire throughout. Nor yet diſpleaſe 
Large flanks, and ribs, to give the teemer eaſe, 


In Spring fet looſe thy pairs. Then all thingy 
rove 

The ſtings of pleaſure, and the pangs of love : 

Ethereal Jove then glads, with genial ſhowers, 

Earth's mighty womb, and ſtrews her lap with 
flowers. 

Hence juices mount, and buds, embolden'd, try 

More kindly breezes, and a ſofter iky : 

Kind Venus revels. Hark! on every bough 

In luthng ſtrains the feather'd warblers woo. 

Fell tigers ſoſten in th* inſeetious flames, 

And lions, fawning, court their brinded dames : 

Great Love pervades the deep; to pleaſe is mate, 

The whale, in gambols, moves his monſtrous | 
weight, — 

Heav'd by his wayward mirth, old O ean roars, 

And ſcatter'd navies bulge on diſtant ſhorcs. 


1 
All Nature ſmiles; come now, nor fear, my 
love, 
To taſte the odours of the woodbine grove, 
To paſs the evening glooms in harmleſs play, 
And, ſweetly ſwearing, languiſh life away. 
An altar. bound with recent flowers, I rear 
To thee, beſt ſeaſon of the various year; | 
All hail! ſuch days in beauteous order ran, 
So ſwift, ſo ſweet, when firſt the world began, 
In Eden's bowers, when man's great fire aflign'd 
The names and natures of the brutal Lind. 
The lamb and lion frie dly walk'd their round, 
And hares, undaunted, lick'd the tondling hound; 
Wondrous to tell ! but when, with luckleſs hand, 
Our daring mother broke the ſole command, 
Then want and envy brought their meagre train, 
Then wrath came down, and dcath had leaye to 
reign :; 
Hence — and wolves abhor'd the day, 
And hungry churls enſnar'd the nightly prey; 
Rude arts at firſt; but witty want refi1'd 
The huntſman's wiles, and famine form'd the 
mind. 
Bold Nimrod firſt the lion's trophies wore, 
The penther bound, and lanc'd the briſ ling boar; 
He taught to turn the hare to bey the deer, 
And wheel the courſer in his mid career: 
Ak had he there reſtrain'd his tyrant hand! 
J et me, ye powers, an humbler wreath demand. 
No pomps | aſk, which crowns and ſceptres yicld, 
Nor dangerous laurels in the duſty field; | 
Faſt by the foreſt, and the limpid ſpring, 
Give me the warfare of the woods to ſing, 
To brecd my whelps, and healthful preſs the game, 
A mean, iaglorious, but a guiltleſs name 


And now thy ſemale bears in ample womb 
The banc of hares, and triumphs yet to come. 
No ſport, 1 ween, nor blaſt of ' ſprigh'ly horn, 
Should tempt me then to hurt the whelps unborn. 
Unlock'd, in covers let her freely run, 

To range thy courts, and baſk before the ſun ; 
Near thy full table let the favourite ſtand, 
Strok'd by thy ſon's, or blooming dauphter's hand. 
Careſs, indulge, by arts the matron bribe, 


| 


— 


T' improve her breed, and cem a vigorous tribe. | 
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So, if ſmall things may be compar d with great, 
And Nature's works the Muſes imitate 
So, ſtretch'd in ſhades, and lull'd by murmuring 
ſtreams, 
Great Maro's breaſt receiv'd the heavenly dreams. 
Recluſe, ſerene. the muling prophet lay, 
Till thoughts in embryo, ripening, 


Way. 
Hence bees in fate, and foaming courſcrs come, 
Heroes, and gods, and wa'ls of lofty Rome. 
0. © 0 A © 0 © © ©. v0 
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TO APOLLO MAKING LOVE. 


FROM MONSIEUR rox TENE TTT. 


I. 
AM, cry'd Apollo, when D phne he woo'd, 
\nd pant ng for breath. the coy virgin puriued, 
When his wiſdom, in manner m-| ample. exprett 
The loug litt of the * his godſhip poſſeit: 


I'm the god of ſweet ſoug, and iuſpirer of lays; 
Nor for l:ys, nor i{weet longs, the fair fugitive 
ſtays; 
I'm the god of theharp—ſtop my faireſt—in vain ; 
Nor the harp, nor the harper, could fetch her 
again. 
III. 


Every plant every flower, and their virtues I know, . 
God of light I'm above, and of phyſic b.low : | 
At the dreadful word ph; fic, the nymph fled 
more faſt ; 
At the ſatal word phyſic ſhe doubled her haſte. 
IV. 
Thou fond god of wiſdom, then, alter thy phraſe, 
Bid her view the young bloom and thy raviſhing 


rays, 
Tell her leſs of thy knowledge, and more of thy 


charms 


And, my life for't, the damſel will fly to thy arms. 
— 


THE FATAL CURNOSIT . 


UCH had I heard of fair Francelia's name, 
hc laviſn praiſes of the bab:er, Fa e: 
I thought hem ſuch. and went prepar'd to pry, 
And trace the charmer, with a critic's eye. 
Reſoly'd to find ſome ſault, before unſpy d, 
And Ciſappointed, if but ſatisfy'd. 

Love pi rc'd the vaſſal heart that durſt rebel, 
And, where a judge was meant, a vict m fell: 

Ou thoſe dar eyes, with ſweet perdition gay, 
gaz d, at once, my pride and foul away 

All 6'er I ſelt the luſcious poiſon run, 

And, in a look, the haſty conqueſt won. 

Thus the fond moth around the taper plays, 
And ſports and flutters near the treacherous blaze; 
Raviſh'd with joy, he wings his eager flight, 

Nor dreams of ruin in ſo clear a light; 

He tempts his fate, and courts a glorious doom, 

A bright deſtruction, and « ſhining tomb, 
T 
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TO A LADY; 
WITH A DESCRIPTION OF THE PH NIX. 


AVISH of wit, and bold. appear the lines, 
13 Claudian's genius in the Phenix 
ines : . 
A thouſand ways cach brilliant point is turn'd, 
And the gay poem, like its theme, adern'd : 
A tale more ftrange nc'er grac'd the poet's art, 
Nor e'er did fiction play ſo wild a pert. 
Each fabled charm in matchleſ< Celia meets, 
The heavenly colour and ambroſial ſweets ; 
Her virgin boſom chafcr fires ſupplics, 
And beams more piercing guard her kindred eycs. 
O'crflowing wit th* imagin'd wonder drew, 
But fertile tancy ne'er can reach the truc. 
Now buds your youth, your checks their bloom 
diſcloſe, 
Th' untainted lily, and ut. ſolding roſe ; 
Faſc in your mien, and ſweerncſs in your ſace, 
You ſpeak a Syren, and you move a Grace; 
Nor time ſhall urge theie beauties to decay, | 
While virtue gives, what years ſhall ſteal away: 
The fair, whoſe youth can boaſt the worth of age, 
In age ſha!l with the charms of youth engage; 
In every change till lovely, ſtill the ſame, 
A fairer Phenix in a purer flame. 


— — — 


A DESCRIPTION OF THE PHCENIX. 


FROM CLAUDIAN, 


N utmoſt ocean lies a lovely iſle, 
Where ſpring ill blocms, and greens for ever 
ſmile, 
Which ſecs the ſun put on his firſt array, 
And hears his panting ſteeds bring on the day: 
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His life in fruitful death renews his date, 

And kind deſtrvQion Lut prolongs his fate: 

Ev*n in the grave new itrength his limbs receive, 
And on the funeral pile begin to live. 

For when a thouſznd timcs the ſummer ſun 

His bending race has on the zodiac run, 

And when as oft the vernal ſiens have roll'd. 

As oft the wintery brought the numbing cold; 
Then drops the bird, worn out with aged cares, 
And bends bencath the mighty load of years. 


So falls the ſtately ping, that proudly grew, 
The ſhade and glory of the mountain's brow. 
When pierc'd by blaſts, and ſpouting clouds o' er- 

ſpread, 
It, Nowly ſinking, nods its tottering head, 
Part dies by winds, and part by ſickly rains, 
And waſtiug age deſtroys the poor remains. 


Ten, as the filver empreſs of the night, 
C er=clouded, glimmer< in a fainter light, 
So, froz'n with age, and ſhut from light's ſupplies 
In lazy rounds ſcarce roll his feeble cycs. 
And thoſe fleet wings, for ſirength and ſpeed re- 
nown'd, 


Scarce rear th' inactive lumber from the ground 


Myſterious arts a ſecond time create 
The bird. prophetic of approaching fate. 
Pil'd on a heap Sabæan herbs he lays, 
Parch'd by his fire the ſun's intenſeſt rays ; 
The pile deſię n' d to form his funeral ſcene 
He wraps in colours of a fragrant green, 
And bids his ſpicy hcap at ence become 
A grave deſtruQive, and a teeming womb. 
On the rich bed the dying wonder lies, 
Imploring Phœbus with perſuaſive crics, 
To dart upon him in colleRe! rays, 
And new-create kim in a deadly blaze. 
The god beholds the ſuppliant from afar, 
And ſtops the progreſs of his heaven'y car. 


When, from the deep, they ruſh with rapid force, | „ O thou ſays he, whom harmleſs fires ſhall 


And whirl aloſt to run their glorious courſe; 

When firſt appear the ruddy ſtreaks of light, 

And glimwering beams diſpel the parting night. 
In theſe ſoft ſhades, unpreſt by human ſcet, 

The happy Phenix keeps his baimy ſeat, 

Far from the world disjoin'd ; he reigns alone, 

Alike the empire, and its king unknown. | 
A god-like bird, whoſe endleſs round of vears 

Out-laſts the ſtars, and tires the circling ſphercs; 

Not us'd like vulgar birds to cat hi» fill, 

Or drink the cryſtal of the murmuring rill; 

But fed with warmth from Titan's purcr ray, 

And flak'd by ſtreams » hich eaſtern ſeas couvey ; 

Still he renews his life in theſe abodes, 

Contemns the power of fate, and mates the gods. 

His fiery eyes ſhoot forth a littering ray. 

And round his head te- thoufand glorics Play; 

High on his creſt, a ſlar celeſtial bright 

Divides the darkne:s with its piercing light; 

His legs are ſtain'd with purple's lively dye, 

Eis azure wings the fleeting winds out-fly ; 

Solt plumes of chearſul blue his limbs infold, 

Lurich'd with ſpangles. and bedropt with gold. 
Degot by none himſelſ, begeiting none, 

Sirc of himſelf he is, and of himſelf the ſon; 


ö 


burn. 
« Thy age the flame to ſecond youth ſhall ay 
« ,\n infant's cradle is thy ſuncral u en. 
« 'ihov, on whom heaven hath fix'd th' ambigu- 
ous doom 
% To live by ruin, and by death to bloom, 
« Thy life. thy ftreapth, thy lovely form renew, 
© And with freſh beauties doully charm the 
view.“ 
Thus ſpraking, mii ſt the aromatic bed 
A polden beam he rofics from his head; 
Swift as deſire, the ſhining ruin flies. 
And firaight devour> the willing ſacriſice, 
Who haſtes to pet iſu in the fertile fire, 
Sink into ſirength, and into life expire. 
In flames the circhng oduurs mount on high, 
Perimne the air, ava glitter in the fey, 
The moon and flats, amaz'd, retard their flight, 
Ar nature fiartl:s at the doubtful fight; 
For, wlulſt the pregnant urn with fury glows, 
Ine gouddefs labours with a mother's throes, 
Yer joys te cheriſu, in the friendly flames, 
Ihe neblcfr product of the fi! flic claims. 
Th' enlivonirg duſt its head begins to rear, 


| And on the aus iprouting plumes appear. 


In 
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In the dead bird reviving vigovr rcigns, 

Aud life returning revels in his veins: 

A new - born Phœnix ſtarting from the flame, 
Obtain at once a ſon's, and ſather's name; 
And the great change of double hfe diſplays, 
In the ſhore moment ol one tranſient blaze. 


On his new pinions to the Nile he bends, 
And to the gods his parent urn commends, 
To Egypt bcaring , with majeſtic pride, 
The balmy neſt, where firſt he liv'd and dy d. 
Birds of all kinds admire th' unuſual fight, 
And grace the triumph of his infant flight; 
In crowds unnumber'd round their chiet they fly, 
Oppreſs the air, and cloud the {pacious ſky ; 
Nor dares the fierceſt of the winged race 
Obftru@ his jourucy through th' ctherea! ſpace ; 
The hawk and cagle uſeleſs wars forbcar, 
Forego their courage, and conſent to fear ; 
The feather'd nations humble homage bring. 
And bleſs the gaudy flight of their ambroſial King. 


Leſs plittering pomp does Parthia's monarch 
ield. 

3 legions to the duſty field ; 
Though ſparkling jewels on his helm abound, 
And royal gold his awſul head ſurround ; 
Though rich embroidery paint his purple veſt, 
And his ſteed bound in coltly trappings dreſt, 
Plra d in the batrlc's Creadful van to ride, 
In grace. ul grandeur, and imperial pride. 


Fam'Jd for the worſhip of the ſun, there ſtands 
A ſacred fave in Egypt's fruitful lands, 
Hevn ſrom the Thchan mouutain's rocky womb 
An hundred columns rear the marble dame; 
Hither, tis ſaid, he brings the precious load, 
A grateful offering to the bramy god : 
Upon whoſe altar's conſecrated blaze 
The ſeeds and relicks of himſelt hglays, 
Whence flaming inc-:nſe makes th2 temple ſhine, 
And the glad altars breathe per umes divine. 
The wafted ſmell to far Peluſium flies, 
To chear old Occan, and enrich the ſkies, 
With neQar's ſweets to make the nations ſmile, 
And ſcent the ſeven-fold channels of the Nile. 


Thrice happy Phenix! heaven's peculiar care 
Has made thyſelf thyſelſ's ſurviving heir; 
By death thy deathleſs vigour is ſupply'd, 
Which ſinks to ruin all the world beſide; 
Thy zge, not thee, aſſiſting Phñœus burns, 
And vital flames light up thy ,,;ncral urns. 
Whete'er events have becn, thy e cs ſurvey, 
And thou art ſixt. While ages roll away; 
Tho ſaw'ſt when raging Ocran burſt his bed, 
O'cr-top'd the mountaius, and the carth o cr- 

ſpread; ; 

When the ruſh youth inflam'd the high abodes, 
Scorch'd up the ſkics, aud ſcar'd the deathleſs gods. 
When nature craſes, thou ſhalt till remain, 
Nor ſecond Chaos bound thy endle's reign ; 
Fat a' tyrant laws thy happier lot ſha!l brave, 
Pe deſtru Qion, and clude the grave. 
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ON HER MARRIAGE. 


FROM MENAGE. 1 
1 * greateſt ſwain that treada th Arcadian 
grove, 


Our ſhcpherds envy, and our virgins love, 
His charming nymph, his ſofter fair obtains, 
Ihe bright Diana of our flowery plains; 


1 He, midſt the graceful, of ſuperior grace, 


And ſhe the lovelieſt of the lovelieſt race 

Thy fruitful influence, guardian Juno, ſhed, 
And crown the pleatur-s of the genial bed: 
Raiſe thence, their future joy, a ſmiling heir, 
Brave as the ſather, as the mother lair. 
Well 2 thou ſhower thy choiceſt gifts on 

thoſe, 

Who bo'dly rival thy moſt hated foes; 
The vigorovs bridegroom with Alcidcs vies, 
And the fair bride has Cytherea's eyes. 


| TO A LADY: 
WITH A PRESENT OF FLOWERS. 


| HE ſragant painting of our flowery fields, 
8 2 vo choiceſt ſtores that youthful ſummer 
yaclds, 
| Strephon to ſair Eliſa hath convey'd, 
The ſweeteſt garland to the ſweeteſt maid. 
O cheer the flowers, my fair, and let them reſt 
On the Elyſium of thy ſnowy breaſt, 
| And there regale the ſmell, and charm the view, 
| With richer odours, and a lovelicr hue. 
Learn hence nor fear a flatterer in the flower, 
Thy ſorm divine, and heauty's matchlefs power: 
Faint, ncar thy checks, the bright carnation glows, 
Aud thy ripe lips out-bluſh the opening role : 
The lily's ſnow betrays leſs pure a light, 
Loft in thy boſom s more unſullicd white; 
And wreaths of jaſmine ſhed perſumes, beneath 
| Th* ambrofial incenſe of thy balmy breach. 
; Ten thouſand beautics grace the rival pair, 
| How fair the chaplet, and the nymph how fair ! 
But ah too ſoon theſe fle ting charms decay, 
The fading luſtre of one haſt-uing day, 
This night ſhall ſee the yaudy wreath decline, 
The roles wither, and the lilics pine. 
Ihe garlands fate to thine all be apoly'd, 
| And ___ advance thy torm, ſhali check thy 
pride . 
| Be wie, my fair, the preſent hour improve, 
' Let joy be now, and now a waſte of love; 
| Each drooping bloom ſhall plead thy just cke, 
And that which ſhew'd thy beauty, ſhew its ute. 


ON A LADY's PICTURE ; 

TO GILFRED LAWSON, Es9q. 
S Damo : Chlo: & painted form rwe d. 
lie igh'd, ant languiſh d for the jilting 
ſnade: 


O0 


For 
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For Cupid taught the artiſt hand its grace, 


And Venus wanton'd in the mimic face. 


Now he laments a look fo falſely fair, 
And almoſt damns what yet reſembles her; 


Now he devours it, with his longing eyes; | 
Na jatcd, from the lovely phantom flies, | 
| 


Yet burns to look again, yet looks again, and 
dies. 


Her ivory neck his lips preſume to kiſs, 
And his to!!! hand the ſwelling boſom preſs; | 
The ſwain dr nks in deep draughts of vain deſire, 
Melts without heat, and burns in fancy d fire. 
S:range power of paint! thou nice creator art 
Wbet love infpires, ma life itſclf impart. 
Struck v:rthlike wounds. of old, Pygmalion pray d, 
And hugg d to life his artificial maid; * | 
Claſp,new Pygmalion, claſpthe ſecming charms, 
Perhaps ev'n now th*enliven.ng image warms, 
Deſtiu d to crown thy joys, aud revel in thy 
arms 
Thy arms, which ſhall with fire ſo fierce invade, 
I kat the at once ſhall be, and ceaſe to be a maid. 


4 
1 


. 


PART OF THE FOURTH BOOK | 
OF LUCAN. 


Exſar, having reſolved to give battle to Petrei s 
and Alraniue, Pompey's licutenants in Spain, 
encam near the enemy in the ſame ticld. 
The behaviour of the ſoldiers, at their ſceing 
and knowing one another, is the ſubject of the 
tollowing verics. 


1 ancient friends, as now they nearer 
| drew, 


| 


Prcpar'd for fight, the wondering ſoldiers knew; 
Brother, with brother in unnatural flrife, 
And the fon arm'd againit the father's 1 fe : 
Lurſt civil war! then conſcience firſt was folt, 
And the tough vetcran's heart began to melt. 
Fix'd in dumb ſorrow al! at once they ſtand, 
Then wave, a pledge of peace, the guiltleſ hand; 
To vent ten thuuſand ſtruggling pathons move, 
Che ſtings of nature. and the pangs of love. 
All ord:r broken, wide their arms they throw, 
And run, with tranſport, to the longing for : 
Here the Jong-liſt acquaintance neighbours claim, 
There an old friend recalls his comrade's na e, 
Youths, who in arts leneath one tutor grew, 
Rome rent in twain, and kindred hotts they view. 
Tears wet their impious arms, a {ond relict, 
And kiſſes. broke by ſobs, the words of grief; 
Though yet no blood was ſpilt, each anxious mind 


— 


With horror thinks on what his rage defign d. 
Ah! generous youths, way thus, withfrunleſs pain, 
Brat ye chute breatts ? why guſh thoſe cycs in vain? 
Why binmaec ye heaven, and charge your guilt on 
fatc ? 
Why dro.d 
at 


Bids he the trumpet ſound ? the trumpet flight. 


the tyrant, whom Fyourſclves make 
? 


| 


ids lie the ſtandards move? refulc tic fight. [ 
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,Your generals, left by you, will love again 
A ſon and lather, when they're private men. 
Kind Concord, heaveniy born : whoſe bliſeful 
reign 
Holds this vaſt globe in one ſurrounding chain, 
Whoſe laws the jarring elements control. 
And knit cach atom cloſe from pole to pole; 
Soul cf the world! and love's eternal ſpring ! 
This lucky hour, thy aid fair godde f bring! 
This lucky hour, ere cogravated crim-s 
Heap guilt on guilt, and doubly Rain the times. 
No veil hencefort for fin, for pardon none; 
They ksow their duty, now their friends are 
known. 
Vain wiſh ! from blood ſort muſi the reſpite be, 
New crimes, by love inhanc'd, this night fall 
ſee : 


ce: 
Such is the will of ſate, and ſuch the hard decree. 
was peace. From either camp, now void of 
ſcar, 
The foldicrs minꝑpling chearful feaſts prepare: 
On the green ſod the friendly bowls were crown'd, 
And haſty bauquzets pii'd upon the ground :; 5 
Around the ſire they talk; one ſheus his fears, 
One tells what chance firſt led him to the wars; 
Their ſtorics o'er the tedious nipht prevail, 
And the niute circles liſten to the tale; 


"They own they fought, but ſwear they ne“ er 


could hate, 
Deny their guilt, and lay the blame on fate; 
Their love revives, to make them puilticr grow, 
A ſhort-liv'd bleſſing, but to heighten woe. 
When to Petreius firſt the news was to d, 
The jealous pener..} thought his legions fold. 
Swift with the guards, his head-ftrong fury drew, 
From out his camp he drives the hoſtile crew; 
Cuts claſping friends atur:der with his ſword, 
And ſta:us with biood each hoſpitable board. 
Then thus his wrath breaks out. Oh 
to fame! 
Oh! falſe to Pompey, ad the Roman name! 
Can ye not co1.quer, ye degenerate bands ? 
Oh die at leuit ; tis all that Rome demands. 
What! Mh le ye own, while ye can wield the 
word 
A rebel tandard, and uſurping lord ? 
Shall he be ſurd to take you into place 
-\mongti hie flaves, and grant you equal grace? 
What? ſhall ay le be begg'd? inglorious 
thought | 
And elits abhor:*d, on ſuch conditions bought ! 
The tos we. bear, my friends, are not for lite, 
Too man a prize in tuch a drea- ful ſtriſe; 
But pcace would Icad to ſervitude and ſhame, 
A fair amuſ ment, atd a ſpecious name. 
Never had man cid the iron ore, 
Muk'd out the trench, or rats d thic lofty tower, 
Ne'er had the iced in harm ſoug ht the plum, 
Or fects encounter d on th' unſtal le mais; 
V ere life, Were bicath With f nie to be vumpur'd 
Or peace to glorivus liber y preferr'd. 
« Þy gwlty oats the hots army bound, 
2 Holds fait at» 1p iGuUet th. a. & H- iv round 
Are you peiſi dus M, vip ge the laws, 
Aud ttaitors ou, in A Tightcous Caule ? 
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* @h ſhame! in vain through nations ſar and wide, 
„Thau call'ft the crowding monarcs to thy fide, 
« Fal''n Pompey! While thy legion here betray 
« Thy cheap-bought life, aid treat thy fame 
away. 

He ended fierce. The ſoldler's rage returns, 
Hi: blood flics upward, and his Lolo u burns 

so hanly tam d, the tigen beurs his bands. 
Leſs grimiy growls, and licks his keeper » Lands; 
But if by chance he taftcs forbidden gore, 
He yclls amain, and makes his dungeon roar. 
He glares he foams, he aims a detperate bound, 
And his pale maſter flies th. dangerous ground. 


Now «eds arc done, Which man might charge 


aright 
On ſtubborn fate, or undiſceruing night, 
Had not their guilt the lawleſs ſoldicrs known, 
And made the whole malignity their own. 
The l. ds. the plenteous tables, float with gore, 
And b caſts are ftabb'd, that were em rac'd before. 
Pity awhilc their hands from ilaughicr kept, 
luward they groan'd, and, as they drew, they 
wept. 
But every blow their wavering rage aſures, 
In murder hardens, and to blood iuur-s. 
Crowds charꝝe on crowd, nor friends their friends 
delcry, 
But fires by ſons, and ſons by ſa hers die. 
Bl ck, munſtrous rape! cach, with victoriorns crics, 
Drags his Lain fricud hefore the gcheral's cyes, 
Exu ts in guilt, that throws the only ſhame 
On Pomprcy's caulc, and blots the Roman narac. 


— 


THE FIRST BOOK OF THE.ILIAD. 


CHIL.LES' fatal wrath, whence diſcord roſe, 
That brought the ſous of Greece unnumber'd 
wors. 
O goddeſs, ſing. Full many a hero's ghaſt 
Was driecn uutimely to th' infernal coaſt, 
While in prumiicuous heaps their bodies lay, 
A feaſt ſor dogs, and every bird of prey. 
So d.d the fire of gods and men ful} 
His ſtedfaſi purpoſe, and almighty will; 
What time the haughty chicfs their jars begun, 
Artrides, king of men, and Pelus' godlike ſon. 

What god in ſtrife the princes did engage? 
Apollo burning with vindictive r 
Againſt the ſcornful king, whoſe impious pride 
His prieſt diſhocour'd, and his power defy d. 
Hence ſwiſt contagion, by the god's commands, 
Swept _ the camp, and thinn'd the Grecian 

ands. 

For, wealth immenſe the holy Chryſes bore, | 
(His daughter's ranſom) to the tented ſhore : 
His ſceptre ſtretching forth, the golden rod, 
Hung round with hallow'd gariands of his god, 
Of all the hoſt, of every princely chief, 

But firſt of Atreus' ſons he begg d relief : 

© Great Atreus' ſons and warlike Greeks attend. 
* So may th' immortal gods your cauſe befricnd. 
© So may you Priam's loity bulwarks burn, 
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© As for theſe gifts my daughter you beſtow, 
* *ndreverence due to great 4pollo ſhow, 
« Jove's favourite offspring, terrible in war, 
ho ſends his ſhafts unerrivg from afar.” 

Throughout the hoſt cuuſcurting murmurs riſe, 
The prieſt to reverence, and give back the prize 3 
When the grea king, incens d. his ſilence broke 
In word; r-proachſul, and thus ſternly ſpoke : 

© Hencr, dotard, fro » my fight. Nor ever more 
© Approuch, I warn thee, this forbidder ſhore; 
© Teſt thou ſtretch forth, myſury to reſtrain, 
© The wreaths and ſceptre of thy god, in vain. 
The captive maid | never will reſign, 

Till age o'crtakes her, I have vow d her mine. 
To diſtant Argos ſhall the fair be led 

She ſhall ; to ply the loom. and grace my bed. 
Begone, ere evil intercept thy way. 

Henc: on thy life nor urge me by tl ſtav.“ 
He ended frowning. Speechleſs and diſmay'd, 
The aged firc his ſtein command obcy'd. 

Si'ent he vaſs'd, amid the deafening roar 

Of tumbling billows, on the ionely ſhore ; 

Far from the camp he paſs'd : then {oppliant ſtood; 

And thus be hoary prieſt mvok'd his god: 

© Dread warrior w th the ſilver bow, give eaz. 
Patron of Chryſa and of Cilla, hear. 

o thee the guard of Tenedos belongs ; 
Propitious Smuintheus! Oh! redreſs my wrongs. 
li cer within thy fane wita wreaths adorn'd, 

Ihe fart of bulls and weil-f-d goats I burn'd, 
GC! hcar my prayer: Let Greece thy ſury know, 
And with thy ſhafts avenge thy ſcrvant's woe.” 
Apollo heard his injured ſuppliant's cry. 

Down ruſh's che vengeful warrior from the ſky ; 
Acroſs his breaſt the gli tering bow he flung, 

And at his back the well-ſtor'd quiver hung: 
His arrows rattled, a- he urg d his flight.) 

In clouds he flew, conceal'd from mortal fight : 

i hen took his ſtand, the well-gim'd ſhaft to throw: 

Fierce ſprung the ſtring, and twang d the filver 

bow. 

The dogs and mulet his firſt keen arrow flew ; 
Amid the ranks the next more fatal few. 

A deathſul dart. The funeral piles around 

For ever blaz'd on the devoted ground. 

Nine days entire he vex'd th* embattled hoſt, 
The tenth, Achilles through the winding coaſt 
Summon'd a council, by the queen's command 
Who wields heaven's ſceptr= in her ſnowy hand: 
She mourn'd her ſavourite Greeks, who now in- 

cloſe 
The hero, ſwiſtly ſpeaking as he roſe: 
What now, O Atreus fon, remains in view, 

© But o er the deep our wanderings to renew, 
© Noaom'd to deſtruction, while our waſted powers 
The ſword and peſtilence at once devours? | 
Why haſte we kot ſome prophet's ſk:!] to prove, 
Or ſeek by dreams? (for dreams deſcend from 

ove.) | 

* What moves Apollo's rage let him explain, 
hat vow withheld, what hecatomb unſlain 2 
And if the blood of lambs and goats can pay 
Tue price for guilt, and tera this curſe away?“ 
Thus he. And next the revercnd Calchas roſe, 
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And rich in gather'd ſpoils to Greece return, | 


"aw guide to liion whom the Grecians choſe; 
2 


IO2 


The prince of augurs, whoſe enlighten'd eye 
Could things paſt, preſent, and to come, deſcry: 
Such wiſdom Pherbus gave. He thus began, 
Eis ſpeech addreſſing to the godlike man: 


TICKELL's POEMS. 


To whom the ſwift purſuer quick reply'd: 
Oh ſunk in avarice, and ſwoln with pride 


| How ſhall the Greeks, though large of ſoul they 


| be, 
« Me then command'ſt thou, lov'd of Jove, to Colle their ſcver'd ſpoils, a keap for thee 


ſhow 


© What moves the god that bends the Creadful 
| bow ? 

« Firſt plight thy faith thy rcady help to lend, 

* By words to aid me, or by arms deſen d. 

For I forcſee his rage, whoſe ample ſwuy 

© The Argian powers and {.eptred chicls ovey. 

* The wrath ot kings what ſubject can oppoſe ? 

Deep in their breaſis the ſmoiker'd vengeance 


glows, 


Still watchful to deſtroy. Swear, valiant youth, | * From its firm 


| 


Fo ſcarch anew, and cull the choiceſt ſhare 

Amid the mighty harveſt of the war ? 
Ihen yield thy czptive to the god refign'd, 
* Aſſur'd a tenfold recompence to fi d. 
© WhenJove's decree ſhall throw prouc: Lion down, 
© And give to plunder the devotes! town.” 

* Think not (Atrides anſwer d) though thou 
ſhine, 

Graceſul in beauty, like the powers divine, 
| * Think not thy wiles, in ſpecicus words convey 'd, 
ſe ſhall my ſoul diſſuade. 


« Swear, wilt thou guard me, if I ſpeak the truth?* * Muſt I alone bereft fit down with ſhame, 


To this Achilles ſwi't replics : * Be bold; 


* Diſcloſe, what Pha bus tells thee, uncontrol d. * if, as 1 aſk'd, the 


* By him, who, liſtening to thy powerſul prayer, 
Reveals the ſecret, I devoutly ſwear, 


Not Atreus' ſon. "Though now himſelf he boaſt 

© The king of men, and ſovereign of the hoſt.” 
Then boldly he Nor does the god complain 

Of vows withheld, or hecatombs unflain. . 

* Chryſcis to her awful ſire reſus d, 

© The gifts rejected. and the prieſt abus'd, 


And thus inſulting keep thy captive dame? 
loul'd Grechs couſent 
Full reco: upcuce to give, | land content. 


If not a prize 1 ſhall myſelſ decree, 
That, while theſe eyes. behold the light, no hand From him, or him, or elſe perhaps from thee. 
© Shall dare to wong thee on this crowded ftrand. , V. hile the proud prince, deipoil'd, ſhall rage in 


| 


| 


i Vain. 


| * But break we here. The reſt let time explain. . 
Launch now a well trim'd gillcy from the ſhare, 


With hands experienc'd at the bending oar . 
Incloſe the hecatomb; and then with care 
To the high deck convey the captive fair. 


| . 
Call down theſe judgments, and ſor more they , The ſacred bark let ſage | ly ſſes guide, 


call, 
* Juft ready on th' exhauſted camp to fall; 
* Till ranſom-free the datnſcl is beſtow d, 
And hecatombs are ſent to ſooth the god, 
* To Chryſa ſent, Perhaps Apollo's rage 
© The gifts may expiate, and the pricſt aſſuaye.” 
He ſpoke and ſat. When, with an angry frown, 
The chief of kiugs upſtzrted from his thrune, 
Diſdain and veng cance in his boſom riſe, 
Leur in his brows, and ſparkle in his eyes: 
Full at the prieſt their fiery orbs he bent, 
And ail at once his ſury found a vent. 
Augur of ills, (for never good to me 
Did that moſt inauſpicious voice decree) 
For ever ready to denvunce my woes, 
When Greece is puniſh'd. I am ſtill the cauſe ; 
And now when Phabus ſpreads his p'agues 
abroad, 
And waſtes our camp, tis I provoke the god, 
* Becauſe my blooming captive I detain, | 
And the large rauſom is produc'd in vain, 
Fond of the maid, my queen, in beauty's pride, 
Nel er charm'd me more, a virgin anda bride ; 
Not Clytzmmeitra boaſts a nobler race, 
A ſweeter temper, or a lovelicr face, 
* In wo ks of female fkill hath more command, 
Or guides the ncedle with a nicer hand. 
* Ye: ſhe ſhall go. The fair out peace ſhall buy: 
Better I ſuffer than my people die. 
* But mark me well. Sce mſtautiy prepar'd 
* A full equivalent, a new reward. 
Nor is it meet, while each enjoys his ſharc, 
Vor chief ſhould joſc his portion of the war: 
In vain your chief; whilſt the ear prize I boaſt, 
* Is wreſted from me, and for cver loft.” 


| 


Or Ajax, or Idomeneus, preſide : 
Or thou, O mighty man, the chief ſhall be. 
And whomore fit te ſoothe the god than thee?” 


N Shamcleſs, and poor of foul,” rhe prince re- 


plies, 
And on the monarch caſts his ſcornful eyes, 
* What Greek henceforth will march at thy com- 


mand, 
In ſcarch of danger on the doubtful ſtrand? 
Whoin the face of day provoke the tight, 
Or tempt the ſecret ambuſh of the night ? 
Not I, be ſure. Heucefor ward I ara free. 
For ne'er was Priam's houſe a foe to me. 
Far from their inroads, in my paſtures feed 
The lowing hcifer, and the pamper'd ſteed, 
On Phthia's hills our fruits ſecurely grow, 
And ripen careleſs of the diſtant foe, 
Between whoſe realms and our Theſſalian ſhore 
Uanumber'd mountains riſc, and billows roar. 
For thine, and for thy baffled brother's fame, 
Acrols thoſe ſcas, diſdainful man, I came; 
Yet, infolent ! by arbitrary ſway, 
Thou talk'ſt of ſeizing on my rightful prey, 
The prize whole purchale toils and dangers coſt, 
And given by ſuffrage of the Grecian hoſt. 
What town, when ſack d by our victorious bands, 
But ſtill brought wealth to thoſe rapacieus 
hands ? 
To me, thus ſcorn'd, contented doſt thou yield 
My ſharc of bicud in the tumultuous field; 
* But ſtill the flower of all the ſpoil is thine; 
+ There claim'ſt thou moſt. Nor e' er did 1 repine. 
* Whatc'er was giv'n I took, and thought it beſt, 
With ſlaughter tir d, and panting alter reſt. 
* Te 
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© To Phthia now, ſor 1 ſhall fipht no more, 

My flips their crooked prows ſhall turn from 
ſhore. 

When 1 am ſ.orn'd, I think I well ſoreſee 

What ſpoils and pillage will be won by thee.” 

« Heuce,' cried the monarch, hence! without 
delay. 

Think not, vain maa! my voice ſhall urge thy 
tay. 

Others thou leav'ſt to the great cauſe inclin'd, 

A league of kings thou leav*ft, and Jove behind. 

Of all the chiets doit thou oppulc me molt : 

Outrage and uprovr are thy only boaſt. 

* Diſcord and jars thy joy. But earn to know, 

* If thou art ſtrong, tis jove hath made thee fo, 

* Co, at thy pleaſure. None will itop thy way. 

« Go, bid thy baſe born Myrmidons obey. 

Thou, not thy rage, tall my refolves ſubdue ; 

I fix my purpoſe, and my threats renew. 

vince tis decrred 1 muſt tl. maid reftore, 

A ſhip ſhall ait her to th' uffended power; 

But fair Briſcis, thy allotted prize, 

Mylc!? «it: ſeize, and frize bulure thy eyes: 

« i hat thou and each audacious man may fee, 

How un the raſa aticmpts to cope with me 


Stun g to the soul, ruwuituors thoughts began 
This way and that ro rend the godlike man. 
To torce a pal age with his falchion drawn, 
And huri th imperial bouiter from his throne, 
He nv reſolves: and now reſolves again 
To quell his fury, and his arm reſtr.an. 
While thus by turns his rage and reaſon ſway'd, 
And Sulf unſheath'd he hel the glittering blade; 
That moment, Juno, whoſe impartial eye 
Watch'd o'er them both, ſent Pallas from the ſky : 
She fiew, and caught his yellow hair behind, 
(To him alone the radiaut goddeſs ſhin d.) 
Sudden he turn'd, aud ſtarted with ſurprize ; 
Rage and revenge flaſh'd dreadful in his eyes. 
Then thus with haſty words: O. heavenly born, 
* Com'it chou to ſee proud Avamemnon's ſcorn ? 
But thou ſualt ſee (my ſword ſhall make it good) 
* This glutted ſand ſmoke with the tyrant'sbl od. 


To ſoot!: thy ſoul, the blue-cy'd maid replies, 
© (If thou obey my voice) 1 left the ſkies. 
Heaven's queen, who ſavours both, gave this 

command ! | 
* Suppreſs thy wrath, and ſtay thy vengeſul hand. 
Be all thy rage in tauntful words expreſt ; 
But guiltleſs let the thirſty ſalchion reſt. 


-_— 


Mark what | ſp-ak. An hour is on its way, 


When gifts ten ald for this afiront ſhail 5 9 
Suppreis thy wrath, and heaven and me obey.” 
Then he þ *1 yicld; though with reluctant 
ming. 
Who yields to heaven ſhall heaven propitiousfind.” 
The filver hilt cloſe gralping, at the word, 
Deep in the ſheath he p unged his mighty ſword. 
The goddeſs, turning darted from his fight, 
And reach'd Olyaipus in a moment's flight. 
But fierce chilles, in a tkundering tone, 
Throws out his wrath, and goes impetuous on. 
Valiant with wine, and ſurious from the 7 


© Thy ficrce-lool'd talker with a coward foul' 


8 
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War's glorious peril ever flow to ſhare: 

« Aloof thou view'ſt the ſield; for death is there, 

I is greater far this peaccful camp to ſway, 

© And peel the Greeks, at will, who diſobey : 

« Atyrant lord v'er flaves to carth depas'd ; 

* For, had they Souls, this outrage were thy laſt, 

« But, thou, my fix d ny final purpoſe hear. 

* By this dread ſceptre ſolenniy 1 ſwear : 

© By this which, once from out the foreſt torn, 

« N-orl:af nor ſhade ſhall ever more adurn; 

© Which never more its v-rdure muſt renew, 

© Lopp'd from the vital ſtem, whence firſt it grew: 

© But given by Jove the ſons of men to awe, 

Now ſways the nations, and confirms the law) 

© A day ſhall come, when for th45-hour's diſdain 

he Greeks ſhall wiſh for me, and with iy vain; 

Not thou, thou griev d, the wanted aid affird, 

© When heaps on heaps ſhall fall by H. ctot 
ſword : | 

© Too late with anguiſh Mall thy heart he torn, 

* That the firſt Greek was made the public ſcorn.” 


He ſaid. And, mounting with a furious bounds 
He dali d hi. frudded ce ptre ou the ground; 
Then fat. Atrides, cagcr te reply, 

On the herce champion glanc'd a vengeful cye. 


"Twas then, the madding monarchs to comonſe, 

The Pylau pri-.ce, the fravoth-fpeech d Neſtor 
roſt. 
His tongue dropp d honey. Full of days was he; 
Two ages paſt, he liv d the third to ſce: 
And, his fir t race of ſubjeRs long decay'd, 
er tiicir ſons ſons a pcaceſul iceptre {way'd. 
Alas fer Greece! he cries, and with what joy 
Shall Priam hear, and every fon of Troy! 
That you, the firſt in wiſdom as in Ware, 
Waſte your great ſouls in poor ignoble jar! 
Go to! you both are y. ung. Vet oft rever'd 
Greater than you have the wiſe Neſtor heard. 
Their equels never ſhali thele eyes behold: 
Cæneus the juſt, Pirithous the bold, 
Exadius, Dryas, born to high command, 
Shepherds of men. and rulers of the land, 
Iheſeus unrival'd in his ſire's abodes, 
And mighty Polypheme, a match for gods. 
They, greateſt names that ancient ſtory knows, 
In mortal conflict met as dreadful ſocs: 
Fearleis through rocks aud wilds thcir prey pure 
ſued, 
And the huge double Cer:taur race ſubdued. 
With them my car!y youth was pleas d to Town 
Through region, far trum my ſwect native home; 
"They call d me to the wars. No hving hand 
Could match their valcur, or their ſtrength 
withſtand; a 

© Yet wont they oft my ſage advice to hear. 
Then liſtea bath, with 21 attentive ear, 
« Scize nat thou king of men, the beauteous Nave, 
« 'I'W allotted prize the Grecian voices gave, 
« Nor thou, Pclid-s, in a threatening tone 
« Urge him to wrath, who fill. that facred throne, 
+ 
a 
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The king of forty Lin gs, and hongur'd more 

Ny mighty Jove, than e'cr was kiug beſore. 

Brave though thou art, and of a race divine, 

1 hou muſt obey a power more great tan chine. 
+ Aud 


ol 
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And thou. O king forbear . Myſelf will ſue 
© Great Thetis ſon his vengeance ro ſubdue : 
« Great TEctis* valiant ſon, our country's boaſt, 
The ſhield and bulwark of the Grecian holt. 
* Wiſe are thy words, O fire, the king began, 
* But whit can {atiate this afpirizg man? 
* Unbounded power he claims o'er human kind, 
And hopes for ſlaves I truſt he ne'er na ſind. 
Shall we, becauſe the gods have ſorm d him 
ſtrong, 
Bear the rude language of his lawleſs tongue! 
* IHfaw'd by thee, the Greeks might well defpiſe 
My name, the prince, precipir:tc, replies. 
In vain thou nod1 it from thy imperial throne. 
© "hy vaſſals ſeck elſewhere - for I am none. 
But br-ak we here. The flir though juſtly mine, 
With ſword nndrawn I purpoſe to reſign. 
On aught beſide I once for all command, 
Lay not, I chirg* thee, thy pteſumptuous hand 
Come not within my reach. Nor | 296 advance, 
Or thy heart's blood ſh I reck upon my lance.” 
Thus both in ſoul dehate prolong'd the day. 
The council broke, each takes his ſenarate way. 
Achill-s ſeeks his tent with reſtleſs mind; 
Pa: roclus and his train move low behind. N 
Meantime a bark was haul'd along the ſand, 


Twice ten ſe'eftcd Greeks, a brawny band. 

Tug the tough ors, at the great king's com- 
mand. 

The gifts, the hecatomb, the captive fair, 

Are all intruſted to Ulyfics' care. | 

They mount the deck. The veſſel takes its tight, 


- Bounds o'er the ſurge, and I-ſſcns to the fight. 


Next he ordains a ong the winding coaſt 
By h:illov-'d rites to purif the hoſt, 
A herd of ckoſen viaims they provide, 
And caſt their offals on the briny tide. 
Fat bulls and goats to great Apollo die. 
In clouds the ſavory ſteam aſcends the ſky. 
The Greeks to heaven their ſolemn vows ad- 
dreſt; 8 
But dire revenge ro! *d in the monarch's breaſt. 
Obſequious at his call two heralds ftand : 
To them in frowns he gives this harſh command. 
© Ye heralds, to Achilles tent repair: | 
© Thence quick the female flave Briſeis Lear. 
With arms, if diſobey'd, myſelf will come. 
Bid him reſign her, or he tempts his doom.“ 
The heralds, thongh' unwillingly, obey 
Along the ſca-heat {hore they ſpecd their way: 
And, now the Myrmidonian quarter paſt, : 
At his tent-dooi they find the hero plac d. 
Diſturb d the olcmn meſſengers he ſaw: 
They too ſtood filent, with reſhectſu! awe, 
Before he royal youth, they t either ſpoke. 
He gueſs'd their meſſage, and the filence broke: 
* Ye miniſters of gods and men draw near, 
Not you, but him whoſe heral*'s ye appear, 
Robb d of my right 1 blame Patroclus, bring 
* The damlcl forth for this diſdainſul king. 
* But ye, my wrongs © heralds, bear in mind, 
* And clear me to the gods and all mankind, 
Ev n to your thouphtleſs king; if ever more 
* My aid be wanted on the hoſtile ſhore. 


6 Thou »htlefs he is, nor knows his certain doom, 
* Blind to the paſt, nor ſces the woes to come, 


| 


TICKELL's POEMS. 


* Hisbeft defence thus raſhly to forece, 
© And leave a naked army to the foe.” 
| Heceaſed Patroc lus his dear friend obcy'd, 
And uſh-r d in the lovely weeping maid. 
Sore ſigh'd ſhe, as the herald- took her hand, 
And oft look'd back flow-moving o'er the rand. 
The widow d hero, when the fair was gone, 
Far ſrom his friends ſat bath d in tears alonc. 
On the cold beach he t, and fix'd his eyes 
Where black with ſtorms the curling billows rife, 
and as the ſea wide-roliing he ſurvey'd, 
With out- ſretch'd arms to hisfond mother pray'd: 
Since to ſhort liſe thy hapleſs ſon was born, 

© Great Jove ſtands bound by promiſe to adorn 
 * His ſtinted courſe, with an immortal name. 
* Is this the great amends ? the promis'd ſame ? 
* The fon of Arrcus, proud of Jawloſi ſway, 
Demand, poſſeflcs, and enjoys my prey.” 

Near her old fire enthron d. ſhe herd himweep 
From the low filent caverzs of the deep 
Then in a morning, miſt ker hcad ſhe rears, 
Sits by her ſon, and mingles tears with tears; 
Cloſe graſps her darling's hand. N y ſon, ſhe cries, 
* Why hea ves thy heart? and why o'erflow thy 

eyes? 
Oh reli me, tell thy mother all thy care, 
That both mayknow it, and that both may ſh. re.” 
© O!,' goddeſs!” cry'd he, with an inward gro n, 
* Thou know'ft it all: to thee are all things 
known, 


© Ectian Thebes we ſack'd, their ranſack'd o- 


— 


ers, 
The plunder of a people, all was ours. 
We ſtood agreed the booty to divide. 
Chryſeis toſy-chetk d. and ;lofly=y'd, 
Fell to the king; but holy Chryſes bore 
Vaſt gifts of ranſom, to the tente ſhore : 
His ſceptre ſtretching forth (the golden rod 
Hung round with hallow'd garlands of his god) 
Of all the hoſt, of every princely chief, 
© But firſt of Atreus' ſon, he begg'd relief 
Throughout the hoſt conſenting murmurs ran, 
To yield her to the venerable man; 
But the harſh king deny d to do him right. 
And drove the trembling prophet from hisſight. 
« Apolio heard his injur'd ſupplant s cry, 


© The ſwitt contagion, ſent by his commands 
swept thro' the camp, aud thinn d the Grecian 
5 bands. 

© The guilty cauſe a facred augur ſhow'd, 


|} © And l firſt mov d to mitigate the god. 


At this the tyrant ſtorm d- and vengeance vow'd; 
And now too ſoon hath made his threatuings 


2 l with gifts to Chryſa ſent, 

His heralds came this moment to my tent, 
And bore Briſc's thence, my beauteous flave, 
Th' allotted prize, which the leagu'd Grecians 


| ve. 

. Thou goddeſs, then.and thou, | know, haſt power, 
For thine «wn ſon the mighty Jove implore. 
Oft in my father s houſe I've heard thee tell, 

© When ſudden ſcars on heaven's great monarch 


. 1 


And dealt his arrows through th inſected ſæy; 


_ 
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Thy aid the rebel deities o'ercame, 

And ſav'd the mighty thunderer from ſhame. 
« Pallas, and Neptune, and great Juno, bound 

« The fire in chains, and hem'd their ſovereign 


round 
« Thy voice, O goddeſs broke their idle bands, 
Aud call'd the giant of the hundred hands, 
« The prodigy, whom heaven and earth revere, 
« Briarius nam'd above, Mgeon here. 
His father Neptune he in ſtrength ſurpaſs d; 
At Jove s right hand his hidevus form he plac'd, 
Proud of his might. 'The gods with ſecret 
dread, 
* Rebel the huge enormous ſhape and fled. 
© Remind him chen: for well thou know ſt the 


art: 
© Go, claſp his knees, and melt his mighty heart. | 


I. et the driven Argians, hunted o'er the p ain, 
© Seek the laſt verge of this tempeſtuou main: 
© There let them periſh, void of all relief, 
My wrongs remember, and enjoy their chief, 
Too late with an;zuifh ſhall his heart be torn, | 
© That the firſt Greck was made the public ſcorn.” 
Then ſhe with tears her azure eyes ran o'er :) 
* Why bore I thee ! or nouriſh'd, when I bore! 
« Bleſt, if within thy tent, and free from ſtriſe, 
+ , bou might'| peſſcſs thy por remains of life. 
* Thy death approaching now the fates ſoreſhow; 
* Short is thy drſtin'd term, and ſull of woe. 
Ill fated thou! and oh unhappy I 
* But hence to the celeſtial courrs | ly, 
Where hid in tnow, to hc ven Olympus ſwells, 
And Jove, rejoicing in bis thunder, dwel's. 
* Mcantime ny fon, indulge thy juſt diſdain: 
Vent all thy rage, and ſhun the hoſtile plain, 
Till Jove returns. Laſt night my waves he 
croſs'd, 
And ſcught the diſt ant Ethiopian coaſt : 
Along the ſkies his radiant courſe he ſteer'd, 
* Behind him al! the train of gods appear'd, 
A bright proce ſſiuon. To the holy feaſt 
* Of blamelc!s men he goes a grateful gueſt. 
* 40 heaven he cumes, when twice fix days are 
oer! 
* Then ſh. Il his voice the fire of gods implore, 
* then to my lofty manſion will I paſs, 
Founded on rocks of cver-during braſs: 
* There will 1 claſp his knees with wonted art, 
Nor doubt my ton, but 1 ſhall melt has heart 
She ccas d; ana Icft him loft in deubrtul care, 
And bent on vengeance for th raviſh'd fair. 
But, fafe arriv d ucar Chr a' ſacred ſtrand, 
The age Ulyſſes now advanc'd to land. 
Along the couſt hc ſhoots with [welling gales, 
Theu jowcrs the lofty maſt. and ſurls the ſails ; 
Next plies to port with many a well-tim'd oar, 
And drops his an hors near the faithful ſhore. 
The bark now fix'd amidit the rolling tide, 
Chrytcis follows ker experienc'd guide: 
The y; tts to Phœbus from the Grecian hoſt, 
A herd of bulls went bellowing o er t e hoaſt, 
1othe god's ſune h:gh looking o er the land, 
He led, and ncar the altar took his ſtaud, 5 
Ihen gave her to the joyſul father's hand. 
* All haii! Attides fets thy Canzhrer free, 


— 


Sends vilerings to thy god, and gifts to thee. 


| 
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| © But thou intreat thepower, whoſe dreadſul fy 


* AViets his camp, and ſweeps his hoſt away.“ 

He ſaid, and gave her. The ſond father ſmil'd 
With ſecret rapture, and embrac'd his child. 

The victim now they range in choſen bands, 
And offer gifts with unpolluted hands: 
When with loud voice, and arms up-recar'd in air, 
Ihe hoary prieſt prefer'd 1's powerful prayer: 

« Dread warrior with the Giver bow, give ear: 
© Patron af Chryſa ard of Cil'a, hear. 
About this dome thou walk*it thy conſtant round, 
Still have my vows thy power propitious found. 
Rous'd by my prayers evn now my vengeance 

burns, 

And ſmit by thee, the Crecian army mourns. 
Hear me once more: and let the ſuppliant foe 
Avert thy wrath, and ſlack thy dreadful bow.” 
He pr y d: and great. Apollo heard his prayer. 


+ 
* 
* 


The ſuppliants now their votive rites prepare: 
| Amidſt the flames they calt the hallow'd bread, 


And heaven- ward turn'd cach vidtim's deſtiu'd 
head: 
Next ſlay the fatted bul's, their ſkins divide, 
And from each carcaſe rend the ſmoking hide; 
On every limb large rolls of fat beſtow, 
And choſen :. orlſcls round the off:rings ſlrow: 
Myſterious rites. Then on the fire divine 
he great high-prieſt pours forth the ruildy wine; 
Himſelf the offcring burns. On either hand 
A troop of youths. in decent order, ſtand, 
On ſharpen'd forks. obedient to the ſire, 
Vhey turn the taſteful fr.gments in the fire, 
Adorn the feaſt, ſee every diſh well-ftor'd, 
And ſerve the plen'cous meſſes to the board. 
When now the various feaits had chear'd their 
ſouls, 
With quoting wines they crown'd the generous 
wis, 
The firſt libations to Apollo pay, 
And ſolemnize with ſacred hymus the day: 
His praiſe in lo Vzaus loud th-y fig, 
And ſooth the rage af the far ſhooting king. 
At evening, t rough the ſhore diſpersd, they lleep, 
Huſh'd by the diſtant roarings of the deep. 

When now, aſcending from the ſhades of night 
Aurora glow'd in all her roſy light 8 
Che daughter of the dawn: th awaken d crew 
Back to the Greeks cucamp d their courſe rencw. 

i he breezcs frefhen ; for which fricudly gales 
Apollo ſpread their wide, dil ended ſails ; 

Cleft by the rapid prow, ihe waves divide, 

And in hoarſe murmurs br-ak on cith-r fide. 

In ſafety to the deſtin'd po. t they pal. d. 

Aud fiz'd their bark with grappling haulſers ff.; 
Then dragg'd her farther, on the dry-laud ca 
Regum'd their tents, and mingl-d inthe hoſt. 

But fierce Achi.les, {till on vengeance bent 
Cheriſh'd his wrath, and madden'd in is + ne; 
TH aſſembled chieſs ke ſhun'd with high d f tain 
A band of kings: nor ſought the hoſtile plain: ? 
But long'd to hear the diitant troops engape, 

Ihe frife grow doubtful, a .d the battle tage. 

1 welvedays were paſt; aucnowth'cthereal train, 
Jove at their head, to heaven return'd again: 
When Thetis, from the deep prepar'd to rife, 
Sho: threugh .upſwoluwavc,autpicre'd chelxles. 


At 
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At early morn ſhe reach'd the realms above, 


The cout of gods, the reſidence of, Jove. 

On the top point of high Olympus, crown'd 
Wich hills on hills, him far apart ſhe found. 
Above the reſt. The earth beneath Cisplay'd 
(A bound leſs proſpeft) his broad ehe ſurvey d. 
Her leſt hand graſp'd his knces. her right ſhe tear d, 


- And touch'd with blandiſhments his awful beard; | 


Then. ſuppliart, with ſubnuſſive veice impler d 
Old Saturn's fon, the god by gods ador d: 

* iſ &er, by rebel deities oppreſt, 
* My aidreliev'd thee, grant this one requeſt. 
Since to ſhort life my hapleſs ſon was born, 
Do thon with ſame the ſcanty ſpace adorn. 
* Puniſh the king of men, whoſe lawleſs ſway 
* Hath ſham'd the youth, and ſeiz d his deſtin d 


Prey. 
* Awhile let Troy prevail, that Greece may grieve, 
And doubled honours to my offspring give. 
he ſaid, The god vouchiaf'd not to reply 
(A cep ſuſpenſe ſat in his thovghtſul eye: 
Once more round his knecs the goddeſs clung, 
And to ſoft accents form'd her artful tongue: 
Oh! ſpeak Or grant me, or deny, my prayer. 
Tear not to ſpeak, what i am doom d to bear; 
* That I may know, if thou my prayer deny, 
The moſt despis'd of all the gods am 1.” 
_ With adeepligh the Thundering Powerreplics: 
© To what a height will Juno's anger riſe! 
Still does her voice before the gods upbraid 
* My partial hand, that gives the Trojans aid. 
I grant thy ſuit. But, hence! depart unſcen, 
And ſhun the fight of heaven's ſuſpicious queen. 
Believe my nod, the great, the certain ſign, 
When Jove prop:tious hears the powers divine ; 
© The ſ gu that ratifies my high command, 
* That thus will : and what! will ſhall Nand. 
Ti:is faid, his kingly brow the fire inclin'd; 
The large black curls fell awful ſrom behind. 
Thick ſhadowing the ſtern forchra , of the god: 
Olympus trem!lcd at th' almighty nod. 
The goddeſs fmil'd: and, with a ſudden leap, 
From the high mountzin plung'd into the deep. 
But Jore repair'd to his celeſtial towers: 
And, as he reſe, up-rofe th' immortal powers. 
In rarks, on either ſide, th aſſembly caſt, 
Bow'd Cown, and did obeiſance as he paſc'd. 
To him ew kron'd ' for whiſpering he had ſeen 
- Cloſe at his knees the ſilver- footed queen, 
Daughter of him, who, low beneath the tices, 
aged and hoary in the deep reſide-) 
Big with invettives, Juno ſilence broke, 
And thos, opprobrious her reſentments ſpoke : 


* Falſe Joc} What goddeſs wh:ſpering did 1 


ke ? 
o ford of councils fill conceal'd from me! 


Tome, de glected. thou wilt ne*er impart 


To wiom the Sire of gods and men reply'd; 
© Strive nut to find. what 1 decrec to hide. 
IL erlous were the ſearch: and vain the ſtrife, 
Vain cv'n for thee, my ſiſter and my wife. 
ie thoughts and counſe!s, proper to declare, 
Nor god ner mortal ſhall before thee ſhare : 
But, what my ſecret wiſdom ſhall ordain, 


| 


| 
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3 Dread Saturn's ſon, why ſo ſ*vere ?' replies 
The goddeſs of the large majeſtic eyes. 

* Thy own dark thoughts at pleature hide, or 
ſhow ; 

Ne er have I aſk'd, nor now aſpire to knows 

Nor yet my fears arc vain, nor came unſeen 

To thy high throne, the ſilver- ſooted queen, 

Daughter of him, who low bcncath the tides 

Aged and hoary in the deep reſides. 

* Thy nod affures me ſhe was not deny'd: 

And Greece mult periſh for a madman's pride.” 

To whom the god, whole hand the tempeſt 

forms, 

Drives clouds on clouds, and blackens heaven 
with ftorms, 

Thus wratl-ſulauſwer'd: * Do? thou ſtill complain? 

* Perpicx d for ever, and perplez'd in vain ! 

* Should it thou diſcluſe the dark event to come, 

* How wilt thou ſtop th' irrevocable Coom : 

* 1his ſerves the more to ſharpen my diſdain : 


| © And woes forcſeen but lengthen out thy pain. 


Be ſilent then. Diſpute not my command; 

* Nor tempt the force of this ſuperior hand : 

* Leſt all the gods, around thee leagued, engage 

* In vain to ſhicld thee from my kindled rape.” 
Mute and abaſh'd ſhe fat without reply, 


And do» uward turn'd her large majeſtic cye, 


Nor further durſi th* offended fire provoke : 

The gods at ound him trembled, as be ſpoke. 

When Vulcan, for his mother ſore diſtreſt, 

Turn'd orator. and thus his ſpecch addreſt : 
Hard is our ſate, if men of mortal line 

* Etir vp debate among the powers divine, 

* If things on earth diſturb the bleſſed abodes, 

And mar th' ambroſial banquet of the gods! 

Ihen let my mother once be rul'd by me, 

Though much more wiſe than 1 pretend to be: 

Let nic adviſe her ſilent to bey, 

And due ſubmiſſion to cur facher pay. 

Nor force agam his glecmy rage to riſe, 

Iil-tim'd, and damp the revels of the ſkies. 

For ſwould he tots her from th* Olympian hill, 

Who could reſiſt the mighty monarch's will? 

Then thou to love the Thunde rer reconcile, 

And temp: him kind!y cn us all to ſmile.” 

He ſaid ; and in his tottering hands up-bore 

A double goblet, fd, and foaming ofer. 

Sit down, dear mather- with a heart content, 

No: urge a more diſgraceful puniſhment, 

Which if great Jove jiuſlict, puor 1, diſmay'd, 

Muſt Hand :loo!, nor dare to give thee aid. 

Great Jove ſhall reign for ever, uncentrol'd: 

Remember, when 1 took thy part of old, 
Caught by the heel he ſwung me round on high, 
And heal g hurl'd me from th” ethereal ſky : 


„ 


* One ſingle thought of thy cloſk -cover'd heart. | 
| 


0 
* 
* From morn to nocn | fell, from noon to night; 
ill pitch'd on Lemnos, a moſt pit-ovs fight, 
The Sintians hardly could my breath recall, 

© Grddy and gaſping with the drcadlul fall.“ 

| plzy'd 

To reach the bowl her aukward fon convey'd. 
From right to leſt the generous bow] he crown'd, 
| And dealt the roſy nectar fairly round, 


he gods Layzh's out, unwcary'd, as they ſpy d 


 Jhink not tp reach, for Jaws: the thought were | hie buy Ocinker bop from. fu: de. 


vam. 


ro Thus, 


She ſmil d: and, ſimiling, her bright arm diſ- 


* 
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Thus, feaſting to the full. they paſs'd away, 
In bliſ-ful b2nquers, all the live- long day. 
Nor wanted melody. With heavenly att 
The Muſcs ſung ; cach Muſe perform'd her part, 
Alternate warbling; while the golden lyre, 
Touch'd by Ap«llo, led the vocal choir. 
The ſun at I:n..th declin d, when every gueſt 
Sought his bright palace, and withdrew to reſt ; 
Each had his palace on th Olympian hill, 
A maſter-pi-ce of Vulcan's matchleſs fill. 
Ev'n he, the god, who heaven's great ſceptre | 
. {ways 
And ſ — amid the lightning's dreadful blaze, 
His bed of at: aſcending. ly compos d; 
His eyes a ſweet refreſhing lumber clos'd : 
And at his tide, all wlorious to behold 
Was Juno lodged in her alcove of gold, 


— 


— — 


TO THE EARL OF WARWICK, 


ON THE DE\TH OF MR. ADDISON,? 


Is * = long, the drooping Muſe hath 
yd, 

And left ler debt to Addiſon unpaid, 
Blame not her ſilence, Warwick. bu: bemoan, 
Aud judge, oh judge, my boſum by your own. 
What mourner ever felt poetic fires ! | 
Slow comes the verſe that real woe inſpires : 
Grief unaffected ſuits but ill with art, 
Or flowing numbers with a bleeding heart. 

Can l forget the diſmal night that gave 
My ſoul's beſt part for ever to the grave! 
How filent did his old companions tread, 
By midnight lamps, the manftons of the dead, 
Through breathing ſtatues, then unheeded things, 
Throug rows of warriors, and through walks of 

kings! 

What awe did the flow folemn łxnell inſpire; 
The pealing organ, and the pauſing choir ; 
The dutics by the lawn-rob d prelate pay'd ; 
And the laſt words, that duſt to duſt convey'd! + 
While ſpeecklefs o'er thy cloſing grave we bend, 
Accept theſe tears, thou dear departed friend. 
Oh, gong for ever! take this long adicu ; 
Ant tleep iu peacc, next thy lov d + ontague, 
To {trew freſh laurels, let the taſk be mine, 
A frequent pilgrim, at thy ſacred ſhrine ; 
Mine with true ſighs thy abſence to h=moan, 
And grave with faithful epitaphs thy ſtone, 
If &er from mc thy lov'd memorial part, 
May ſhame af1;4 this alienated heart; — 
Of tlice ſorgetful if I form a ſorg, 
My lyre be broken, and untun d my tongue, 
My grief be doubled rom thy image ſree, 
And mirth a torment, unchaſtis'd by thee. 

Oft let me range the gloomy aiſles alone, 
dad luxury, to vu! zar minds unknown, 
Along the walls where ſpcaking marbles ſhow 
What worthics form the ha low'd mould below; 
Proud names, who once the reins of empire held ; 
In ins whe triumyii'd; or in arts excell'd ; 
Chiefs grac'd with ſcats, and prodigal of blond; 
2 * who lor ſacred fre2dom ſt od, 

„ . 


| 


—. 
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| Juſt men, by whom impartial laws were given: ? 


Lud ſaints who taught, and led, the way toheaven; 
Ne'er to theſe chambers, where the mighty reſt, 
»ince their foundation, came a nobler gueſt ; 


Nor c'er was to th- bowers of bliſs convey'd 


A fairer ſpirit or more welcome ſhade, 

ln what new region, to the juſt : ſſign'd, 
What new employments pleaſe th unbody'd mind; 
A winged Vir tue. through th* cthereal ſky, 
From world to world unweary'd does he fly? 
Or curious trace the lung laborious maze. 
Of heaven's decrees, where wondering angels 

aze? 

Does he delight to hear bold ſeraphs tell 
How Michael hattl'd, and the dragon fell; 
Or, mix'd with milder cherubim, to glow 
In hymns of love, not ill effay'd below? 
Or doſt thou warn poor mortals left behind, 
A tak well ſuited to thy gentle mind? 
Oh ! if ſometimes thy ſpotleſs form deſcend; 
To me, thy aid, thou guard ian gerius, lend! 
hen rage miſguides me, or When fear alarms, 
When pain diſtreſſes, or when pleaſure charms, 
In ſilent whiſperings purer thoughts impart, 
And turn from ill, a frail! and fecble heart; 
Lead through rhe paths thy virtue trod beſore, 
Till bliſs ſha!l juin nor death can part us more. 

That awful form, which, fo the heavens decrees L 
Muſt fill be lov d and ſtiii deplor d by me, 
in nightly viſions ſeldom fails to riſe, 
Or, rous'd by Fancy, meets my waking eyes. 
If buſineſs calls or crowded cou ts invite; 
Th' unblemiſh' d ſtateſman ſeems to ſtrike my ſights 
If in the ſtage I ſeck to ſooth my care; 
I meet his ſoul which breathes in Cato there; 
If penſive to the rural ſhades I rove: 
His ſhape o'ertakes me in the lonely grove ; 
"Twas there of juſt and good he reaſon'd ſtrong, 
Clcar'd ſome great truth, or rais'd ſome ſerious 

ſony : 


There patient ſnowꝰd us the wiſe courſe to ſteer, 


A candid cenſor, and a friend ſevere ; , 
There taught us how to live; and (oh too high 
The price for kuowledge] taught us how to die. 
Thou hill, whoſe brow the antique ſtructures 
grace, 
Rear d by bold chicfs of Warwick's noble race, 
Why, once ſe lov'd, whene er thy bower appears, 


O er my dim eye-halls glance the ſudden tears ! 


How {weet were once thy pro pects freſh and ſair, 
Thy floping walls, and unpolluted air! 
How ſweet the glowms beneath thy aged trees, 
Thy noon-tide ſhadow, and thy evening breeze! 
His image thy forſaken bowers reſtore ; 
Thy, walks and airy proſpeds charm no more; 
No more the ſummer in thy glooms allav'd. 
Thy evening breezes, and thy noon-day ſhade, 
From other hills, however Fortune frown'd; 
Some reſuge in the Maufſc's art | found ; 
ReluQant now I touch the trembling ring, 
Bercft of him, who taught me how to ſing; 
And theſe fad accents, murmur'd oer {is urn, 
Berray that abſence, they attempt to monru, * 
O! muſt Ithen (now freſh +y boſom blecde, 
ou Cries zu oth :e Add en zurceed. 


ros 
== 
Theſe works divine, which on his 
To thee, O Craggs, th expiring ſage convey'd, 
Great, but ill omen'd, monument of fame, 
Nor he fſurviv'd to give, nor thou to claim. 
Swift after him thy ſocial ſpirit flies. 
And cloſe to his, ſoon ! thy coſſim lies. 
Bleſt pair! whoſe union future bards ſhall tell 
In future tongues : each other's boaſt ! farewell, 
* join d in fame, in friendſhip 


try 
No chance could ſever, nor the grave divide. 


COLIN AND LUCY. 
A BALLAD. 


F Leinſter, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace ; 
Nor e er did Liffy's limpid ſtream 
Reflect ſo ſweet a face : | 
Till lucklefs love, and pining care, 
Impair'd her roſy hue, 
Her coral lips, and damaſk cheeks, 
And eyes of gloſſy blue. 
Oh! have you ſeen a hly pale, 
When beating rains deicend ? 

So droop'd the flow-cenfuming maid, 
Her life now near its end. 

By Lucy warn'd, of flattering ſwains 
Take heed, ye cafy fair: 

Of vengeance due to broken vows, 
Ye perjur'd ſwains, beware. 

Three times, all in the dead of night, 
A bell was heard to ring; 

And ſhrieking at her window thrice, 
The raven flap'd his wing. 

Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 
The ſolemn boding ſound : 

And thus, in dying words, beſpoke 
The virgins weeping round : 

% I hear a voice, you cannot bear, 
„Which ſays, | muſt not ſtay; 

I ſce a hand, you cannot ſee, 
„Which beckons me away. 

* By a falſe heart, and broken vows, 
In carly youth I die: 

Was 1 to blame, becauſe his bride 
„Was thrice as rich as | ? 

« Ah, Colin! give no: her thy vows, 

Vos due te me alone: 

Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiſs, 
Nor think him all try own. 

% To-morrtow, in the church to wed, 
« Irrpaticnt, both prepare 

«6 But know, fond maid ; and know, falſe man, 
„That Lucy will be there! 

4 Then bear my corſe, my comrades, bear, 
This bridegroom blithe ro meet, 

. He in his wedding-trim ſo gay, 
„lin my winding-ſheet.“ 


TICKELL' 


s POEMS. 


| 


| 


| 


| 


1 

She ſpoke, the dy d, her corſe was borne 
The bri blithe to meet, | 

He in his wedding trim ſe gay, 

She in her winding-ſheet. 

Then what were perjur'd Collin's thoughts ? 
How were theſe nuptials kept ? 

The brideſmen flock d round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 

Confuſion, ſhame, remorſe, defpair, 
At once his boſom ſwell : 

The damps of death bedew'd his brow, . 
He ſhook, he groan d, he fell. 

Frem the vain bride, ah, bride no more, 
The varying crimſon fled, 

When, ſtreten'd before her rival's corſe. 
She ſaw her huſband dead. 

Then te his Lucy's — grave, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 
CT TICS an? 6s, 

For ever he remains. 

Oſt at his grave, the conſtant hind 
And plighted maid are ſcen; 

With garlands gay, and true-love knots, 

ſacred green; 

But, ſwain foreſworn, whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear ; 
Remember Collin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him there. 


TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 


/ AT HIS COUNTRY SEAT. 


Whitton's ſhadcs, and Hounflow's airy 


laim, 
Thou, Kneller, tak ſt thy ſummer flights in vaiu, 
In vain thy wiſh gives all thy rural hours 
To the fair villa, and ſhcll-ordered bowers; 
To court thy pencil carly at thy gates, 
Ambition knocks, and fleeting beauty waits; 
The boaſtful Muſe, of others fame ſo ſure, 
Implores thy aid to make her own ſecure ; 
The Great, the Fair, and, if aught nobler be, 
Aught more belov'd, the Arts ſolicit thee, 

How canſt thou hope to fly the world, in vais 
From Europe ſever'd by the circling main ; 
Sought by he tinge of every diſtant land, 

And every hero worthy of thy hand ? 

Haſt thou forgot that mighty Bourbon fear'd 
He ſtill was mortal, till thy draught appear'd ? 
That Coſmo choſe thy glowing ſorm to place, 
Amidſt her maſters of the Lombard race? 
See on her Titian's and her Guido's urns, 

her falling arts forlorn Heſperia mourns ; 


M hile Britain wins each garland from her brow, 
Her wit and freedom her painting now. 
Let the faint copicr, on old Tiber's Rom, 


| Nor mean the taſk, cach breathing buſt explore. 
Line aſter line, with painful patience trace, 


his Roman grandeur, that Athenian grace: 
Vain care of parts; if, impotent of ſoul, 

Th' induſtrious workman fails to warm the whole 
Each theft betrays the marble whence it came, 
Aud a cold ſtatue ſtiffens in the frame. 


| 


Thee Nature taught, nor Art her K. 


* 
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Thus wept, inſidious, Churchill, o'er thy urn; 
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The tindeft miſtreſs, and the ſureſt guide, 
To catch a likeneſs at one picrcing ſight, | 
And place the faireſt in the faireſt light; 

Ere yet thy pencil tries her nicer toils, 

Or on thy palette lie the blended oils, 

Thy careleſs chalk has half atchiev'd thy art, 
And her juſt image makes Cleora ſtart. 

A mind that graſps the whole is rarely found, 
Half learn'd, half painters, and haif wits abound ; 
Few, like thy genius, at proportion aim, | 
All great, all graceful, and throughout the ſame. 

Such be thy life, O ſince the glorious rage 
That fir d thy youth, flames unſubdued by age; 


mind, 
Still tinge the canvas, bounteous to mankind ; 
Since after thee may riſe an impious line, 
Coarſe manglers of the human face divine, 
Paint on, till Fate diſſolve thy mortal part, 
And live and dic the mpnarch of thy art. 
> > ——— —— —  — * 
eon THE DEATH or THE EARL OF CADOGAN. 
F Marlborough's captains, and Eugenio's 
friends, 
laſt, Cadogan, to the grave deſcends : 


Low lies each hand, whence Blenhcim's glory 


ſprung, 

The chicks whoconquer'd, and the bards who ſung. 
From his cold corſe though every friend be fled, 
Lo! Envy waits, that lover of the dead : 

Thus did ſhe feign o'er Naſſau's hearſe to mourn; 


To blaſt the living, gave the dead their due, 

And wreaths, herſelf had tainted, trim'd ancw. 

Thou, yet unnam'd to fill his empty place, 

And lead to war thy country's growing race, 

Take every wiſh a Britiſh heart can frame, 

Add palm to palm, and riſe from fame to fame. 
An hour muſt come, when thau ſhalt hear with, 


Thyſelf ira due d. and curſe à thankleſs age: 

Nor yet for this decline the ſtrile, 

Theſe ills, brave men, ſhall quit thee with thy life, 

Alive though ſtain'd by every abject flave, 

Secure of and juſtice in the grave. 

Ah! no—when once the mortal yields to Fate, 

Fhe blaſt of Fame's ſweet trumpet ſounds too late, 

Too late to ſtay the ſpirit on its flight, 

Or ſooth the new inhabitant of light; — 

Who hears regardleſs, while fond man, diſtreſs'd, 

Hangs on the abſent, and laments the bleſt. 
* ill ſought thro' fields and 


Farewel unfaithful promiſer of good : 

Thou muſic, warbling to the deafen'd ear 

Thou incenſe waſted on the funeral bier ! 
Through life purſued in vain, by death obtain'd, 
When aſk d deny'd us, and when given diſdain'd. 


AN ODE INSCRIBED TO 


| Ang near the Maid the * Balance hung. 
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| Whoſe vacant ſeats, by Virtues bought, 
Ambitious emperor: have ſought : 

Where Britain's foremoſt names are found, 
In e belov'd, in war renown'd, 

Who made the hoſtile nations moan, 

Or brought a bleſſing A RE : 


Once more a ſon of Spencer waits, 
A name familiar to thy gates; 
Sprung from the chief whoſe proweſs gain'd 
| The Garter while thy founder reign'd, 
He oſſer d here his dinted ſhield, 
The dread of Gay's in Creſſi s field, 
Which, in thy high arch'd temple rais'd, 
| Far four long centurics = blaz d. 

I. 

Theſe ſeats our ſires, a hardy kind, 
To the fierce ſons of war coufin' d, 
The flower of chivalry, whodrew, 
With finew'd arm the ſtubborn yew : 
Or with heav'd pole-ax clear'd the field ; 
Or who, in jults and tourneys ſxill'd, 
Before their ladies eyes rceoown'd, 
Ihrew horſe and — to the ground. 


ly aſter - times, as courts refin'd, 
Our patriots in the liſt were join'd. 
Not only Warwick, ſtai:''d with blood, 
Or Marlborough near the Danube's flood, 
Have in their crimſon croſſes glow- d; 
But, on juſt lawgivers beſtow d, 
" Theſe emblems Cecil did inveſt, 
And gleamꝰ d on wiſe Godolphin's breaſt. 

V. 

So Greece, ere arts began to riſe, 
Fix'd huge Orion in the ſkies, 
And ftern Alcides, fam'd in wars, 
Beſpangled with a thouſand ſtars; 
Till letter'd Athens round the pole 
Made gentler couſtellations roll ; 
In the blue heavens the lyre ſbe ſtrung, 


Sk VI. 
Ihen Spencer, mount amid the band, 
Where knights and kings promiſcuous ſtand. 
What though the hero's flame repreſs'd 
Burns calmly in thy generous breaſt ! 
Yet who more dauntlcſs to oppoſe 
In doubtful days our home-bred foes ! 
Who rais'd his country's wealth ſo high, 
Or view'd with leſs defiring eye 

VII 
the ſage who large of foul ſurveys 
The globe, and ali its empires weighs, 
Watchſul the various climes to guide, 
Which ſeas, and tongues, and faiths, divide, 
A nobler name in Windſor's ſhrine 
Shall leave, if right the muſe divine, 
Than ſprung of old, abhorr'd and vain, 


THE EARL OF SUNDERLAND 
HOU dome, where Edward firſt enroll'd 


From ravag'd realms and myriads ſlain. 
VIII. 
Why praiſc we, prodigal of fame, g 
The rage that ſets the world on flame ? 8 


* Nemes of Conftallatien :. 
P 2 
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My guiltleſs Muſe his brow ſhall bind 

V hoſe godlike bounty ſpares mankind. 
For thoſe, whom bloody garlands crown, 
The braſs may breathe the marble frown, 
To him through cvery reſcued land, 


Ten thouſand living trophies ſtand. 


KENSINGTON GARDEN. 
Campos, ubi Troja ſuit.” 


VV HERE Kenſington, high o'cr the neighbour- 
ing lands 

Midſt greens ard ſwects, a regal fabric, ſtands, 
And ſees each ſpring, luxuriant in her bowers, 

A ſnow of blofſoms, aud a wild of flowers, 

The dames of Britain oft in crowds repair 

To grave] walks, an vrpollutcd air. 

Here, while the town iu damps and darkneſs lies, 
They breathe in ſur-ſhine, and ſee azure ikies ; 
Each walk, with robes of _— dycs befpread, 
Seems ſrom afar a moving tulip- bed, 

Where rich brocades and gloſſy Camaſts glow, 
And chints, the rival of the ſhowery bow. 


Here England's daughter, darling of the land, 
Sometimes, ſurrounded with her virgin band, 
Gicams through the ſheaves. She, rovecring o'er 
the reſt. 

Stands faireſt of the fairer kind conſeſt, | 

Form'd to gain hearts, chat Brunſwick's cauſe de- 
ny'd, 

And charm a people to her father's fide, 

Long have theſe groves to royal gueſts becn 

Iuown, 

Ner Naſzu firſt prefer'd them to a throne, 

Ere Nor:nan banners wav'd in Brnifh air; 

Ere lordiy Hubba with tc golden hair 

Peur'd in his Dancs ; ere clder Julius came; 

Or Dardan Bruty: gave our ie a name; 

A prince of Albion's lineage grac'd the wood, 

Tae ſcene cf wars, and ſtau.'d with lovers blood. 


You, who thro' gazing crowds, your captive 
thro: g, 
Throw pan s and paſhons as you move along, 
Turn on your left, ye fair, your zadient eyes, 
Where ail unlevel'd the gay garden lies: 
If genercus anguiſh for another's pains 
Er2 heay'd your hearts, or ſhiver'd through your 
vc ins, 

Look den attentive un the picaling dale, 
Aud liſten to my melancholy tale. 

That hollow ſpace, nere now in living rows 
Lme above line the yew's d verdure grows, 
L. as, ere the planter's hand its beauty gave, 
A common pit, a rude unfaſhion'd c ve 
The landſk ip now fo ſwert ſhe well miay praiſe : 
Bu: far, far ſweeter in its niit days, 
Far ſweeter was it, Muhen its p ple ground 
Wah far domesard dazzling towers wet crown'd. 
Where in the midit thoſe verdant pillers tpring, 
Role the proud palace of the Elfin king; 
For evciy hedge of vegetable green, | 


In happicr cars à cruwded ſtecet was feen ; 
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Nor all thoſe leaves ti at now the proſpect grace, 
Could match the numbers of its pg my race, 
What urg'd this mighty empire to its ize, 

A tale cf woe and wonder, I relat-. 

When Albion rul'd the land, whoſe lineage came 
From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame, 
Their midnight prunks the ſprightly fairies play'd 
On every hill, and Canc'd in every ſhade: 

But, ſocs to {un-ſhiive, moſt t ey took delight 

In dells and dales conceal'd from hum ſtaht: 
There hew'd their houſes in the arching rock; 
Or ſcoup'd the boſom of the blaſted on; 

Or heard, o'erſhadcowed by ſome ſhelvinz hill, 
The diſtant murmurs of the falling ri!!. 

They, rich in pilfer'd ſpoils, indulg'd their mirth, 
And pity'd the huge wretched ſons of earth. 
Ex 'n now, tis ſa . d the hinds o'erh-ar their ira, 
And ſtrive to view their airy forms in van : 

"They to th: ir cells at man's approach repair, 
Like the ſhy lcverct, or the mother-hare, 

The whiiſt poor mortals ſtartle at the ſound 

Of unzeca ſootſteps on the haunted ground. 


Amid this garden. then with weeds o'crgrown, 
Stood the lov'd feat of royal Oberon. 
From evcry region to his palace- gate 

Came peers and princes of the fairy Nate, 

Who, rank'd in council round the ſacred ſhade, 
Their monarch's will and great brhefts obey d. 
From Th mes“ fair banks. by lofty towers atlorn'd, 
With loads of plunder oft their chio{s retura'd; 
Hence in proud robes, and colours hright and gay, 
Shene every knight and cvery lovely fay. 
Whoe'cr en Powell's dazzling ſtage diſplay'd, 
Hath fam'e Kin: Pepin and his Court ſurvey'd, 
May guefs, if old by modern things we trace, 
1 ke pomp and iplendor of the fairy-race. 

Ly magic ſenc'd, by ſpells enzcmpaſs'd round, 
No mortal touth'd this interdicted ground ; 
No mortal cnter'd, thoſe alune who came 
Sto!'n from the couch of ſ me torreticial dame: 
For t of babes they robb'd the matron's bed, 
And leit ſome ſickly changeling in the r ſtead. 

it chanc'd a youth of Albion's royal blood 
Was fofter'd here, the wonder of the wood. 
Milkah for wiles above her pcers renown'd, 
Deep-ſkill'd in cherms, and many a myſtic ſound, 
As through the regal dome the ſought for prey, 
Obſcrv'd the infant bien where he lay 
in mar»les broidered o'cr with gorgeous pride, 
And ſtole him from the fleeping mother's fie. 


Who now but Milkah triumphs in her mind! 
Ah, wretched nymph, to ſuture evils blind ! 
1 he time ſhall come when thou ſhelt dearly pay 
Ihe theft, hard-hrarted, of that guiity day : 
1 hou in thy turn, ſhalt like the Quren repine, 
And all ler ſorgows doubled ſhull bc thine ; 
He who adorns thy houſe, the lovely boy 
Who now adorns it, ſhall at lengih Cclirey, 
Tow RL nioons in their pale courſe had 
cen | 
The gay- rob'd fairies glimmer on the green, 
| And Albicn now had reach'd in youthiul prime 
10 ninttien year-, as mortals meuſurc tine 


Fluſh'd 
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Fluſh'd with reſiſtleſ cherms he ſir'd to love 

Each nymph and lictle Dry ot thic grove ; 

For :iifu! Rilkh ſpor'd not to employ 

Her u:imotPt art to rear the priucely i 

Euch ſimple limb ſhe ſwath'd, and tener bane, 

And tn the fin ſtandardq kent hin gowns; 

She rabh'd dwart-elders of their frag tant fruit, 

And fed him early with the daity's root, 

Whence through lis veins the powerlul juices ran, 

And form'd in beanteous miniature the man. 

Vet fill, two inches rallcr thin the reſt 

His lofty port his human birth confelt ; 

A foot in height, how ſtately did be fhow ! 

How lool inperior on the crowd below! 

What kni. Jt like him ccul rofs the ruſhy lance ! 
lo move ſo ſrac-ſul in the mazy dance! 

A ſhape fo nice. or ſreaturcs half to fair | 

What elf could bout ! or inch a op of hair! 

Brieht Kenna ſaw, a pria-ets born to rain, 

And felt the: chariner burn in every vin. | 

She, h-irc {> to this emp.rc's 99 ard, 

Prais'd like the Rars, and noxt the moon ador'd. 

She, whom at Ciltence thrones aud prinecdoms 

view'd, 
To whom proud Oricl and *.zuri-l ſucd, 
In her high palace lanwuith'tl, ved of joy, 
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as here one noon, the gaudicſt of the May, 
The till, the fecret, filunt hour of day, 
Beneath a lofty tutp's ample ſhade 

Sat the yeuny, lover and th' immortal maid. 
They tiwaphe ail fairics flept, ah, luckleſs pair! 
id, but in vain, in the ſun's noon -tide glare! 
When Alhion, leaning on his Kenna“ breaſt, 
Thus ali the Joltnefs of bis ſoul expreſt: 


All things are huſh'd. The ſun's meridian rays 
Veil the horizon in one mighty baze : 
© Nor moon nor ſtar in he, ven's bluc vrch is ſeen 
ich kiudly rays to filvcr oer the gruen, 
Grateful to fen eyes, they ſecret take 
© The rot, and oule vrctehed mortals wake. 
his dad of day I fly to thee alone, 
* A work! to we, a multitude in one. 
* Oh, freer 453 dew drops on theſe flowery lawns. 
* When the ſay opens, and the evening dawns ! 
Straight es the pink, that towers fo high m air, 
Soft ens the blew-bc!31 as the daiſy, fair? 
© Bielt bc the keur, when firſt 1 was cou vey d 
An infant captive to this bl. ful ſnade! 
Aus bick the haud that aid my form re inc, 


| « Ard firauk my flute ta a metch with thine! 


hd! fer thee renounce the royel birth, 
Ang l! the riant-daughtcrs of the earth. 


And piu'd in ſecret for à mortal boy. 

He too was ſmitten, and Gilcrivt zz frove 
By courtly deeds to gain the viren luv. 
For her ac cull'd the tairef Duwers that grew, 


Thou, ii thy breaft with equal ardor burn, 
* Renoumice thy kind, and inc for love return, 
« 50 from us two, combin d by ruptial tics, 

A rac: urknown of demi-gods ſhall rife, 


Tre morning ſuns had drain'd their fra raut dew; © © ipeak wy jove! my vows with vows repay, 


He chac'd the ho-net in his mid-day Bight, 
And broucht her glow-worns in tic noon of 
niglit; 

When on ripe fruits ſne caſt à wiſting eye, 

Did ever Albion think the tre too unh! 

He ſnowꝰ'd her where the pre nant goldſinch hung, | 
And ihe wren-m ther brocdin- oer her young; | 
To her tt inſ-ription ou their egos he read, 


© And fweet!ly ſwear my riſing fears away.” 
To whom the ſhining azur of her cycs 
Merc bi ighten dj thueth* enamoured maid replies: 
* By all the ſtars, and firſt the glorious moon, 
by ! ſwear, and by the head of Oberon. 
A drcaCtvi cath 1 no prince of fairy line 
Shall cer iu wedlock plight his vows with mine. 


(Admire, ye clerks, the yourh whom Milkah bred) 


To her he huw'd cach herb of virtuous juice, | 


Their powers dittinguiſn'd, and dcfcrtb'd their 
uſe : | 
All vain their powers, ales to Kenna prove, 


And well ſung Ovid, here's no erb for love.“ 


As when a chuſt, enlar g d ſrom rcalas below, 

Sceks its old friend to tell tome fecret voe, 

The poor ſhace ſhivering ſtands, and muſt not 
trez : 

His pamſul filence til! the mortal ſpeak : 

So Tar'd it with the little love-fick maid, 

For bid to utter, what her cyes stray'd. 

He ſaw her anguiſh. and reveal'd his flame, 

Aud ipur'd the bluſhes of the tongur-ty'd dane. 

The day would ail me, ſhould I r:ckon o'er 

The fighs they laviſh'd. an. the oatis they ſwore 

In words lo melting, that compar'd with theſe 

The niceſt courthip of terreſtrial beaux | 

Would ſbund like compliments, from country 
ClOWwns 

Tored-chcek'd ſweet-hearts in their home-ſpun 
60 ns. 


L 


| 
| 
| 


All in a lawn of many a various liue | 


4 
* 
| & Where-e er m footſteps in the dance are ſeen, 
c 
* 


May to.diteo:s riſe, ad milde us blaſt the green, 
Ma, the keen caſt-wind blight my ſavourite 
flowera, | 
And ſnahes and ſpotted adders haunt my bowers, 
Coni'd wholc ages in an hemlock ſhade 
There rather pine i a ne lected mail, 
Or worſe, exiPd from Cynthia's gentle rays, 
Parch : tha fun 2 thoulend ſumm-r-days, 
© Tran ary prince, a prince o fairy line, 
© In ſacr-d wedlock plight his vows wich mine. 
She ended, and with lips of raſy hue 
Dirp'd five times over in ambroſial dev, 
Stn his words, When from his covert rex 'd, 
the frowni:g brow of Oberon aphgar'd. 
A fur-Rower's trunk was near, whence (Elling 
ſicht t, | 
The march iſſued, half an ell in height: 
Full on the air a furious lock he 2ſt, 
Nor fruke, but av his bugle-horn a blatt 
That through the wondland echoes?! tar and wide, 
And drew a ſwarm of ſul; &s to his fide. 
A TunOret chaſen kat hes in war rcenovn'd, 
Drive Albion baniſh'd from tic acred ground; 


A bed of flowers (a fairy fort) grew; | 


And 


And twice ten myriads 
Wher: the proud king, amidſt his 

For Kenna s ſudden bridal bids prepare, 

And to Azuriel gives the weeping fair 

If fame in arms, with ancient birth combin'd, 
A faultlcſs beauty, and a ſpotleſs mind, 

To love and praiſe can generons ſouls inc! ine, 
That love, Azuricl, and that praiſe, was thine. 
Blood, ouly leſs than royal, fill'd thy veins, 
Proud was thy roof, and large thy fair domains. 
Where now the ſkies high Holland-houſe invades, 
And ſhort-liv'd Warwick ſadden'd all the ſhades, 
Thy dwelling ſtood : nor did in him afford 

A nobler owner, er a lorelier lord. 

For thee a hundred fields produc'd their 

And by thy name ten thouſand vaſſals ſwore ; 

do lov'd thy name, that, at the monarch's choice, 
All fairy ſhouted with a general voice. 

Oricl alone a ſccret rage ſuppreſt | 
That from his beſom heav'd the golden veſt. 
Along the banks of Thame his empire ran, 
Wide was his range. and pt his clan. 
When cleanly ſcrvants, if we truſt old tales, 
Beſide their wages had fairy vai 
Whole heaps of ſilver tokens, nightly paid, 
The careſul wiſe, or the neat dairy-maid, 
He gain'd the leaders of his neighbour tribes, 
And ere the night the face of heaven had chang d, 
Beneath his banners half the fairies rang'd. 

Meanwhile, driven back to earth, a lonely way 
The chcarlcſs Albion wender'd half the day, 


A long, long journcy, choak'd with hrakes and 


Ill- meaſured by ten thouſand barley-corns 

Tir id out at length, a ſpreading ſtream he 

Fed by old i hame, a daughte: of the tide: 

Lo a ſpreading ſtream, though now, its 
ame 


Obſcur'd, it bears the Creek's inglorious name, 
And creeps, as through contracted bounds it trays, 
A leap for boys in theſe degenerate days. 

On the clear cryſtal's verdant bank he ftood, 
And thrice look'd backward on the fatal wood, 
And thrice hegroan d, and thricche beat his breaſt, 
And thus in tears his kindred gods addreſt. 

* If true, ye watery powers, my lincage came 
* From Neptune mingling with a mortal dame, 
* Down to his court, with coral garlands crown'd, 
: a = your grottos waft my plaintive 

ound, | 
* And urge thegod, whoſe trident ſhakes the carth, 
« To grace his offspring and aſſert my birth.” 

He ſaid. A gentle Naiad heard his prayer, 
And, touch'd with pity for a lover's care, 
Shoots to the ſea, w low benca h the tides 
Old Neptune in th* unſathom'd deep reſides. 
Rouz'd at the news, the ſea's ſtern ſultan ſwore 
Revenge, and ſcarce from preſcnt arms ſorbore ; 
But ſiri the nymp}: his harbinget he ſends, | 
And to her care thc favourite boy commends. 

As through the 1 hames her backward courſe 
ſhe guides, 
Driv'n up his current by the refluent tides, 


guard the bright abode 8, 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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Along its banks the pigmy legions ſpread 
She ſpies, and haughty Oriel at their head. 
Soon with wreng'd Albion's name the hoft ſhe 
fires, 
And counts the ocean's god among his fires; 
The ocean's god, by whom ſhall te 0 
* (Styx heard his oath) the tyrant Oberon. 
* Sec here beneath a toadſtoo]'s deadly gloom 
Lies Albion: him the fates your leader doom. 
Hear, and obey ; tis Neptune's powerful 
* By him Azuriel and his king ſhall fall.” 
She ſaid. 1hey bow'd: and on their ſhielde 


up-bore 
With ſhouts their new-ſaluted emperor. 

Ev'n Oriel ſmil'd.: at leaſt to ſmile he ſtrove, 
And hopes of vengeance triumph'd over love. 
Sce now the mourner of the lonely ſhade 

By gods protected, and by hoſts obey d, 
A ſlave, a chief, by fickle fortune's play, 
r 

Vhat wonder if the youth; fo ſtrangely bleſt, 
Felt his heart flutter in his little breaſt ! 
His thick embattled, troops, with ſecret pride, 
He views extended half an acre wide; 
Mo e light he treads, more light he ſeems to riſe, 
And ſtruts a ſtraw-breadth nearer to the ſkies. 


O for thy Muſe, great Bard, “ whoſe lofty ſtrains 


In battle join'd the Pigmies and the Cranes! 
Zach gaudy knight, had I that warmth divine, 
Each colour d legion in my verſe ſhould ſhine. 


| But ſimple I, and innocen: of art, 


The tale, that ſooth*d my infant years, i 

The tale | heard whole winter-eves, untir'd, 

And fing the battles, that my nurſe inſpir d. 

| zpes, echoing loud to arms, 
To rank and file reduce the ſtraggling ſwarms. 
Thick rows of ſpears at once, with ſudden glare, 
A grove ef. necdles, glitter in the air; 

Looſe in the winds ſmall ribbon-ſtreamers flow, 


{ Dipt in all colours of the heavenly-bow, 


And the gay heſt, that now its march purſues, 

Gleams o'er the meadows in a thouſand hucs. 
On Buda's plain, thus formidably bright, 

Shone Aſia's ſous, a pleaſing dreadfu! fight. 

In various robes their filken troops were ſcen, 

The blue, the red, and prophet's ſacred green : 

Lens = hs Brunſwick, near the Danube's 


Firſt ſtain d his maiden fword in Turkiſh blood. 
Unſeen and filent march the low bri 

Through pathleſs wilds, and unfrequented ſhades 

In hope already vanquiſh'd by ſurprize, 

m Albion's power the fairy empire lies; 


| Alrcady has he ſcized on Kenna's charms, 


And the glad beanty trembles in his arms. 
The march concludes: and now in proſpect 


near, 

But fenc'd with arms, the hoſtile towers appear, 
For Oberon, or Druids falſely ſing, 

Wore his prime viſier in a magic ring, 

A ſubtle ſpright, that opening plots ſoretold 
By ſudden dimncls on the beamy gold. 


Hence 


„ 
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Hence, in a creſcent ſorm'd, his legions bright 
With beating boſoms waited for the fight; 

To charge their ſoes they march, a glittering band, 
And in their van doth bold Azuriel ſtand. 

What rage that hour did Albion's ſoul poſſeſs, 
Let chiefs imagine, and let lovers gueſs! _ 
Forth iſſuing from his ranks, that ſtrove in vain 
To check his courſe, athwart the dreadful plain 
He frides indignant : and with haughty cries 
To ſingle fight the fairy prince defies. 

Forbear ! raſh youth, th unequal war to try; 
Nor, ſprung from mortals, with immortals vic. 
No god ſtands ready to avert thy doom, 

Nor yet thy grandſire of the waves is come. 
My words are vain—no words the wretch can 


move, 
By beauty dazzled, and bewitched by love : 
He longs, he burns, to win the glorious prize, 
And ſees no danger. while he ſees her eyes. 

Now from each hoſt the eager warriors ſtart, ! 
And ſurious Albion flings his haſty dart. 
"Twas feather'd from the bee's tranſparent wing, 
And its ſhaft ended in a hornet's ſting ! 2 
But, toſt in it New without a wound, 
High o'er the foe, and guiltlefs picrc'd the ground. 
Not ſo Azuricl's : with unerring aim, 
Too near the needle-pointed javelin came, 
Drove through the ſcven-fold ſhield, and filken 

v 


eſt. | 

And lightly ras'd the lover's ivory breaſt. 
Rouz'd at the ſmart, and riſing te the blow, 
With his keen ſword he cleaves his fairy foe, 
Sheer from the ſhoulder to the waiſt he cleaves, 
And of one arm the tottering trunk bereaves. 

His uſeleſs ſteel brave Albion wields no more, 
But ſternly ſmiles, and thinks che combat o'er : 
$0 had it been, had aught of mortal ſtrain, 
Or leſs than fairy, felt the deadly pain. 
But empyreal forms, howe'er in fight 
Gaſh'd and diſmember d, eaſily unite. 
As ſome frail cup of China's pureſt mold, 
With azure varniſh'd, and bedropt with gold, 


Though broke,if cur'd by ſome nice virgin's hands, 


In its old and priſtine beauty ſtands ; 

The tumults of che boiling bohea braves, 

Aud holds ſecure the coffee's ſable waves: 

So did Azuriel's arm, if fame ſay true, 

Rejoin the vital trunk whence firſt it grew; + 

And, whilſt in wonder fix'd poor Albion ſtood, 

Plung'd the curs'd ſabre in his heart's warm blood. 

The golden broidery, tender Milkah wove, 

The breaſt, to Kenna ſacred and to love, 

Lie rent and mangled: and the gaping wound 

Pours out a flood of purple on the graund. 

Lhe jetty luſtre ſickens in his eyes; 

On his cold cheeks the bloomy freſhneſs dies; 

* Oh Kenna, Kenna, thrice he try'd to ſay, 

Kenna farewel!“ and figh'd his foul away. 
His fall the Dryads with loud fhricks de 

By fifter Naiads echo'd from the ſhore, 

Thence down to Neptune's ſecret realms convey'd, 

heme | wa and glooms, and many à coral 

a 


The ſea's great fire, with looks denouncing war, 
The trident ſhakes, and mounts the pearly car: 


| With one ſtern frown the wide-fpread deep deforms, 
And works the madding ocean into ſtorms. 
O'er ſoaming mountains, and through burſſ ing 
tides, 
Now high, now low, the bounding chariot rides, 
Tillthroughthe Thames in a loud whirlwind's roar 
It ſhoots, and lands ham on the deſtin'd ſhore 
Now fix'd on earth his towering ſtature ſtood, 
Hung o'cr the mountains, and o'erlook'd the wood, 
To Brumpton's grove one ample ſtride he took, 
(The valleys trembled, and the foreſts ſhook ) 
The next huge ſlep reach'd the devoted ſhade, 
Where choak'd in blood was wretched Albion laid: 
Where now the vanquiſh'd with the victors join'd, 
Beneath the regal banners ſtood combin'd. 
Th' embattled dwarfs with rage and ſcorn he 


paſt, 
And on their town his eye vindictive caſt. 
In deep ſonndations his ſtrong rrident cleaves, 
And high in air th' up-rooted empire heaves; 
Ou his broad engine the vaſt ruin hung, 
Which on the foe with force divine he flung : 
Aghaſt the legions, in th' approaching ſhade, 
Th' inverted ſpires and rocking domes ſurvey'd, 
That downward tumbling on the hoſt below 
Cruſh'd the whole nation at one dreadful blow. 
Towers, arms, nymphs, warriors, are together loſt, 
And a whole empire falls to ſooth ſad Albion's 


| tech Tres the pooled, loan ceffenta's by fone, 
And ſuch the downfall of the fairy ſtate. 

This dale, a pleaſing region, not unbleſt, 

| This dale poſſeſt they ; and had ſtiil poſſeſt ; 
Had not their monarch, with a ſather's pri 
Rent from her lord th' inviolable bride, 

Raſh to diſſolve the contract ſeal'd above, 

The ſolemn vows and ſacred bonds of love. 
| Now, where his elves ſo ſprightly danc'd the round, 

No violet breathes, nor daiſy paints the ground, 
His towers and people fill one common grave, 

A ſhapcleſs ruin, and a barren care. 

Beneath huge hills of ſmoking piles he lay, 
Stunn'd and confounded 2 whale ſummer's day, 
At length awak'd (for what can long reſtrain 

Unbody'd ſpirits!) but awak'd in pai 
And as he ſaw the deſolated wood, 
And the dark den where once his empice flood, 
Grief chill'd his heart: to his kalf-open'd eyes 
In every oak a Neptune ſeem'd to riſe : 

He fled : and leſt, with all his trembling 
The long poſſeſſion of « thouſand years. 
Through buſh, through brake, through groves 


and gloomy dales, 
33 and dry, o'er ſtreams and flowery 


es, 

Dire& they fled; but often look d behind, 
And ſtopt td ſtarted at each ruſtling wind. 
Wing'd with like fear, his abdicated bands 
Diſperſe and wander into different lands. 

Part hid beneath the Peak's deep caverns lie, 
In ſilent gloom, impervious to the {ky ; 

Part on fair Avon's margin ſeck repoſe, 
Whoſe ſtreams o'cr Britaia's midmolt region flows, 
Where formidable Neptune never came, 

| And ſeas and oceans are but known by fame: 


| Some 
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Some to dark woods and ſreret ſhade retreat: 
And ſome on mountains chooſe their airy ſeat. 
Ther» haply by the ruddy camfcl ſeen, 
Or ſhepherd boy, they ſeatly ſoot the green, 
Wile from their tens a circling verdure (prings: 
But fly from towrs, and dread the courts of Ling 
i ean-while ſad Kenna loth to quit the grove, 
Hung 9er the body of ker |r-athieſs love, 
Try'd every art, (vain arts! / to change his doom, 
And vow'd (vain vows! to join him in the tomb. 
What could ſhe do ? the farcs alike deny 
dead to live, or fairy ſerms to die. 
An _ there grows (the ſame old * Homer 
tells 
Ulyſſes bore to rival Circe*« ſpells) 
Its root is echon-b'acl, but ſends to light 
A ſtem that bend: with flowrets milky wt ite, 
Moly the plant, which Gods and fairies know. 
But ſecret kept from mortal men below. 
On his pale limbs its virtuons juice ſhe ſhed, 
And murmur d niyſtic numbers o'er the dead, 
When lo! the little ſhape by magic power 
Grew leſs and lefs, contracted to a flower; 
A flower, that firſt in this ſweet garden ſmil'd, 
To virgins ſacred, and the ſnow-drop ſtyl'd. 
The new-born plant with ſweet regret the 
view'd, 
Warm'd with her ſighs, and with her tcars be- 
dew'd, 
Its ripened ſeeds from bank to hank convey'd, 
And with her lover whiten'd half the ſhade. 
Thus won from death, each ſpring ſhe ſees him 


grow 

And glories in the vegetable ſnow. 

Which now increas'd through wide Britannia's 
plains, 


Its parent's warmth and ſpotleſs name retains, 
Firſt leader of the flowery race aſpires, 
And foremoſt catches the uns genial fires, 
Mid ſroſts and ſnows triumphant dares appear, 
Mingles the ſeaſons, and leads on the year. 
- Deſerted now of all the pigmy race, 
Nor man nor fairy rouch'd this guilty place. 
In heaps on heaps, for many a rolling age, 
It lay accurs'd, the mark of Neptune's rage, 
Till great Naſſau recloath'd the deſart ſhade, 
Thence ſacredꝗ to Britannia's monarch's made. 
Twas then the qreen-rob'd nymph, fair Kenna, 
came, 

(Kennathat gave theneighbouringtown its name.) 
Proud when ſhe ſaw tli ernobled garden ſhine, 
With nymphs and heroes of her lover's line, 
She vow d to grace the manſions once her own, 
And picture out in plants the {airy town. 
To far-fam'd Wiſe her flight unſeen ſhe ſped, 
And with gay proſpects fill'd the craftiman's head, 
Soft in his fancy drew a pleaſing ſcheme, 
And plann'd that landſkip in a morning dream. 

With the ſweet view the fire of gardens fir'd, 
Attempts the labour by the nymph inſpir'd, 
The walls and ſtreets in rows of yew deſigns, 
And forms the town in all its ancient lines ; 
The corner trees he lifts more high in air, 
Aud girds the palace with a verdunt ſquare ; 

* Odyſl. Lib. x. 
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Nor knows, while round he views the riſing fcenes, 
He builds a city as he plants his greens. 

ith a ſad plcaſure the atrial maid 
This image of her ancient realms ſurvey'd. 
How chang*d, how fall'n from its primev.l tate! 
Yet here cach moon, the h-ur her lover dy'd, 
Each moon his ſolemn obſequies ſhe pays 
And leads the dance beneath pale Cynthia's rays ; 
Tiezs'd in theſe ſhades o head her fairy train 
And grace the groves where Albiun's kinſmen 


reign. 


TO A LADY BEFORE MARRIAGE. 
H ! ſorm'd by nature, and reſin'd by art, 


heart! 
By thouſands ſunght. Clotilda, canſt thou free 
Thy crowd of c:ptives, and deſcend to he: 
C:ntent in ſhades obſcure to waſte thy life, 
A hidden beauty, and a country wiſe. 
TIT! liſten white thy ſummers are my theme, 
Ah! ſooth thy partner in his waking dream! 
In ſome ſmall hamict on the lonely plain, 
Where Tharmcs, through meadows, rolls his mazy 
train; 
Or where high Windſor, thick with greens ar- 
ray d. 
Waves his old oaks, and ſpreads his ample ſhade, 
Fancy has figur'd out our calm retreat; 
Alrcady round the viſionary ſear | 
Our limes begin to ſhoot, our flowers to ſpring, 
| The brooks to murmur, and the birds to ſing. 
M here doſt thou lie, thou thinly-peop!cd green ? 
Thou ramelets lawn, and village yet unſcen? 
M here ſons, contented with their native ground, 
Ne*cr trovel'd turther than ten furlongs round; 
And th: tann'd peaſant, and his ruddy bride, 
Were horn together, and together died. 
Where early larks beſt tell the morning light, 


And only. Philomel diſturbs the night; 


Midſt gardens here my humble pile ſhall riſe, 

With fwects ſurrounded, of ten thouſand dies; 

A ſavage where th* embroider'd gardens end, 

The havnt of cchoes, ſhall my woods aſcend ; 

And oh! if heaven tht ambitions thought approve, 

A rill ſhall warble crofs the gloomy grove, 

A little rill, o'cr pebbly beds convey'd, 

Guih down the ſtecp, and glitter through the 
eladc. 

What cheating ſcents thoſe bordering banks ex- 

hae ! 

How loud that heiſet lows from vonder vale ! 

That thruſt how farill ! his note {6 clear ſo high, 

He drown's each frather'd minſtrel of the ſky. 

Here let me trace. beneath the purpled morn, 

The deep-moutlid eagle, and the fprightly hora; 

Or lure th- trout with well-diſſembled flies. 


Or fetch the fluttering partridge ſrom the ſkies. 


Nor Wall thy hand diſdain to crop the vine, 
the downy peach, or flavour'd nectarine; 


a | Or rob the ber-hive of its poiden loud, 


And bear z. unbovught Luxuriance to thy board. 
Sometimes 


Vith charms to win, and ſenſc to fix the 
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Sometimes my books by day ſhall kill the hours, 
While from thy needle riſe the ſilken flowers, 
And thou, by turns, to caſe my feeble fight, - 
Reſume the volume, and deceive the night. 

Oh 1! when 1 mark thy twinkling eyes oppreſt, | 


Soft whiſpering, let me warn my love to reſt , 


Then watch thee, charm'd, while flcep locks 
every ſenſe, 

And to ſwcet heaven commend thy innocence, 

Thus reign'd our fathers o'er the rural fold, 

Wiſe, hale, and honeſt in the days of old; 

Till courts aroſe, where ſubſtance pays for ſhow, 

And ſpecious joys are bought with real woe. 

Sce Vlavia's pendants, large, well-ſpread, and 
right, 

The ear that wears them hears a fool each night : 

Mark how th' embroidered colonel ſneaks away, 

To ſhun the withering dame that made him gay ; 

7 hat knave, to gain a title, loſt his fame ; 

That rais'd his credit by a daughter's ſhame ; 

This coxcomb's ribband coſt him haif his land, 

And oaks unnumber d, bought that fool a wand. 

Fond man, as all his drrows were too few, © 

Acquires ſtrange wants that nature never knew, 

By midnight lamps he emulatcs the d. y. 

And ficeps, perverſe, the chearful ſuns away; 

From goblets high-emboſt, his wine muſt glide, 

Round his clos d ſight the gorgreus curtain flide ; 

Fruits cre their time ro grace his pomp muſt riſe, 

And three untaſted courſes glut his cyes. 

For this are nature's gentle calls withſtood, 

The voice of conſcicnce, and the bonds of blood; 

This wiſdom thy reward for every pain, 

And this gay glory all thy mighty gain. 

Fair phantums woo'd and ſcorn'd from age toage, 

Since bards began to laugh. or pricſts to rage. 

And yet, juſt curſe on man's afpiring kind, 

Prone to ambition, to example blind, 

Our childrens* children ſhall our ſteps purſue, 

And the ſame errors be ſor ever new. 

Mean while in hops a guiitleſs country ſwain, 

My reed wich warblirgs chears th' imagin's plain. 

Hai! humble ſhades where truth and filence dwcil! 

Thou noiſy town, and faithleſe court, farewell! 

Farewell anibition, once my darling flame! 

The thirit of lucre, and the charm of fame ! 

In life's by-road, that winds through paths un- 
known, 

My days, though number'd, ſhall be all my own. 

H:re ſhall they end (O]! might they twice begin) 

Aud all be white the fates intend to ſpin. 


- 


A POEM IN PRAISE OF THE HORN-BOOK. 


WRITTEN UNDER A FIT OF THE GOUT. . 


* Magni Magna patrant, nos non niſi ludicra— 

— Podagra hc otia fecit.“ 
AlL! ancient book, moſt venerable code! 

Learning's firſt cradle, and its laſt abode ! 

The huge unnumber'd volumes which we ſec, 

By lazy plagiaries arc ſtol'n from thee. 

Let future times, to th? ſufficient ſtore, 

Shall ne*cr pteſume to add one letter more, 

You V. 
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Thee will 1 ſing, in comely wainſcot bound, 
And golden verge encloſing thee around; 
The faithful horn before, iram age to age, 
Preſerving thy invaluable page; | 
Behind, thy patron ſaint in armour ſhines, 
With ſword and lance, to guard thy ſacred lines: 
Beneath his courſcr's ſeet the dragon lies | 
Transfix'd ; his blood thy ſcarlet cover di-s; 
Th” inſtructive handle's at the bottom fix d. 
Leſt wrangling critics ſhould gun the text. 

Or if to ginger-bread thou ſhalt deſcend, 
And liquoriſh learning to thy babes extend; 
Or ſugar'd plane, o' erſprcad with beaten gold, 
Does the ſweet treaſure of thy letters hold; 
Thou ſtill ſhalt be my ſong ——Apollo's, choir 
I ſcorn t' invoke; Cadmus my verſe inſpire : 
"Twas Cadmus who the firit materials 
Of all the learning which has ſince been taught, 
Soon made compleat, for mortal> nc'cr ſha'l know 
More than contain d of old the Chriſt-croſs row; 
What maſters dictate, or what doctors preach, 
Wiſe matrons hence, e en to our children teach: 
But as the name of every plant and flower 

So common that each pcaſant knows its power) 
Phyſicians in myſterious cant expreſs, 
T' amuſe their patient, and enhance their fees ; 
So from the letters of our native tongue, 
Put in Greek ſcrawls, a myſtery too is ſprung, 
Schools are erected, puzzling grammars made, 
And artful men ſtrike out a gainful trade; 
Strange charaQters adorn the learned gate, 
And heedleſs youth catch at the ſhining bait 
The pregnant boys the noiſy charms declare, 
And » Tau's, and Delta's, make their mothers 
ſtare z 


Th' uncommon ſounds amaze the vulgar car, 

And what's uncommon never coſts too dear. 

Yet in all tongues the horn-book is the ſame, 

Taught by the Grecian maſter, or the Engli ſu 
dame. 


But how ſhall 1 thy endleſs virtues tell, 
In which thou doſt all other books cxcell ? 
No greaſy thumbs thy ſpotleſs leaf can ſoil, 
Nor crooked dogs-cars thy ſmooth corners ipoil z 
ln idle pages no errata ſtand, 
To tell the blunders of the printer's hand : 
No fulſome dedication here is writ, 
Nor flattering verſe, to praiſe the author's wit: 
The margin with no tedious notes is vex d, 
Nor various reading to confound the text ; 
All parties in thy literal ſenſe agree, 
Thou perſe& centre of concordancy ! 
de arch we the records of an ancient date, 
Or read what modern hiſtories relate, 
They all proclaim what wonders have bcea done 
By the plain letters taken as they run: 
« + Too high the floods of paſſion us d to roll, 
„% And rend the Roman youth's impaticut ſoul ; 
« His haſty anger furniſh'd ſcenes of blood, 
And frequent deaths of worthy men enſued : 
„ In yain were all the weaker methods try'd, 
„None could ſuffice to ſtem the furious tive, 


The Greek letters T, a 
+ The. advice given to ..uguſtus, by A thenodo- 


rus the ſtoic philoſopher. 
bs” ra lop! » he 
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« "Thy ſacred line he did but once 


Reputation ever tearing 


repeat, | X 
*« And laid the form, and cool'd the raging heat.“ Ever deareſt friendſhip ſwearing. 
Ihy heavcnly notes, like angels' mulic cheer, 


arting ſouls, and ſooth the dying ear. 
O—_ peaſant, on his lateſt bed, 


Wiſh'd for a friend ſome godly book to read; 
The pious grau dſon thy known handle takes, 
And (eyes lift up) this ſavory lecture makes: 


Great A, he gravely read; th* important ſound 


"The empty walls and hallow roof rebound : 
"I'h* expiring ancient rear'd his drooping head, 


Judgement weak, and paſſion ftrong ; 

Always various, always wrong : 

Provocation never waits, 

Where he loves, or where he hates. 

Talks whate'er comes in his head, 

Wiſhes it were all unſaid. | 
Let me now the vices trace, 

| From his ſather's ſcoundre! race, 
Who could give the looby ſuch airs ? 


And thank'd his ſtars that Hodge had learn'd to | Were they maſons ? Were they butchers ? 


read. 


Great B, the younker bauls; O heavenly breath 
What ghoſtly comforts in the hour of death ! 
What hopes I fecl! great C, pronounc'd the boy; 


he grandfire dies with cxtaſy of joy. 
Yet in ſome lands ſuch ignorance a 


8. 
V hole pariſhes ſcarce know thy uſe ſul ſounds, 


Of Eſſex hundreds fame gives this report, 


But fame, 1 ween, ſays many things in ſport. 
Ecarce lives the man to whom thou 'rt quite un- 


known 


Though ſew th* extent of thy vaſt empire own. 


Whatever wonders magic ſpells cen do 
On carth, in air, in ſea, in ſha des below; 


Hcrald lend the Muſe an anſwer, 
From bis atavus and grandſire; 

| 1 his was dexterous at his trowel, 
That was bred to kill a cow well: 
Hence the greafy clumſy mein, 
In his dreſs and figure fecn : 
Hence that mean and ſordid foul, 
Like his body, rank and ſoul : 
Hence that wild ſuſpicious pecp, 
Like a rogue that ſteals a ſheep : 
Hence he learn'd the butcher's guile, 
How to cut a throat and ſmile : 
Like a butcher doom d for lite, 

In his mouth to wear his knife. 


What words profound and dark wiſe Mahomet | Hence he draws his daily ſood, 


3 angel's figure took ; 


What ſtrong enchantments ſage Canidia knew, 
Or Horace ſung, ficrce monſters to ſubdue, 
O ! mighty book, are all contain'd in you 


All human arts, and every ſcience meet, 
Within the limits of thy ſingle ſheet : 


3 


From thy vaſt root all learning's branches grow, 
And all her ſtreams from thy deep fountain flow. 


And, lo! while thus thy wonders 1 indite, 


Inſpir'd 1 feel the power ef which I write ; 


The gentler gout his former rage forgets, 
Leſs frequent now, and lefs ſevere the fits: 


From his tenant's vital blood. 
Laſtly, let bis gifts be try'd, 
Borrow'd from the maſon-ſide 
Some, ps, mey think him able 
In the ſtate to build a Babel ; 
Could we place him in a ſtation 
To deſſroy the old Foundation. 
Irue, indeed, I ſhould be gladder 
Could he learn to mount a ladder. 
May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead defcend. 
In him tell me, which prevail, 
Female vices moſt, or male ? 


Looſe grew the chains which bound my uſcleſs | What produc'd them, can you tell ? 


fect ; * 


Stiffneſs and pain from every joint re*reat ; 
Surpriſing ſtrength comes every moment on, 


I ſtand, I ſtep, I walk, and now Irun. 


Here let me ceaſe, my hobbling numbers ſtop, 


Aud at * thy handle hang my crutches up. 


THERISTES; Os, Tue LORDLING, 


Human race, or imp of hell ? 


O X F O R D: 
A POEM *, 
INSCRIBED TO LORD LONSDALE C, 170. 
1] *© Unum opus eſt intactæ palladis urbem 
| © Carmine perpetuo celebrare*'— 
| Hon. 10D. vii. 


THE GRANDSON OF A BRICKLAYER, GREAT= HILST you, my Lord, adorn that ſtately 
| ſea 


GRANDSON OF A BUTCHER. 


1982 of amphibious breed, 
Motley fruit of Mongrel iced : 
By the dam from Lordlings ipr ung, 
By the fire exhal'd from dung : 
1 hink on every vice in both, 
Look on him, and fee their growth. 

View him on the mother's fide, 
Lilhd with falſcheod, ſpleen, and pride, 
Politive and over-bearing, 
Chanę ing ſtill, and ſtill adhering, 
pitelui, peeviſh, rude, untoward : 
Vierce v toneue, in heart a coward : 
When his iric:&s he moſt is hard on, 
Crin, ing comes to beg their pardon ; 

* Vutiva Tabula. Hor, 


t, 

V here ſhining beauty makes her ſoft retreat, 
Enjoying all thoſe graces, uncontrol'd, 

M hich nobleſt youths would die but to behold ; 
Added by the expreſs direction of Dr. John- 
ſon ; by whom they were originally appended to 
his liſe of Tickell, with this introduction : The 
| © two poems which follow would have been in» 
ſerted in the Collection, if the compilers could 
have obtained copics of them. To complete 
the poetical works of Tickell, they are here 
copied from the Select Collection of Miſcella- 
„ neous poems, 1790.“ N. 

b Wy Richard, ſccond lord viſcount Lonſdale. He 


of the ſmall pox, Dec. 1, 1713. * 


_—— 
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TICKELL's POEMS. 


Whilſt you inhabit Lowther's awſul pile, 

A ſtructure worthy of the founder's toil ; 

Amaz'd we ſee the ſormer * Lonſdale ſhine 

In cach deſcendant of his noble line : 

But moſt tranſported and ſurpriz'd we view 

His ancient glorics all reviv'd in you, 

Where charms and virtues join their equal grace, 

Your fathe: s godlike ſoul, your mother's lovely 
f 


ace. 

Me Fortune and kind Heaven's indulgent care 
To famous Orford and the Muſes bear, 
Where, of all ranks, the blooming youths com- 

bine 

To pay duc homage to the mighty Nine, 
And ſaatch, with ſmiling joy, the laurcl crown, | 
Due to the learned honvurs of the gown. 
Here l, the meaneſt of the tuneſul throng, | 
Delude the time with an unhallow d ſong, 
Which thus my thanks tomuch-lov'd Oxford pays, 
In no ungratefu!, though wiartful lays. 

Where ſhall | firſt the beauteous ſcene diſcloſe, 
And all the gay variety expoſe ? 
For whereſoc'cr | turn my wondering eyes, 
Aſpiring tower; and verdant groves ari 
Immortal greens the ſmiling plains array, 
And mazy rivers murmur al! the way. 

O! might your eyes behold each ſparkling 

ume, | 

And freely o'er the bounteous proſpect roam, 
Leſs raviſh'd your own Lowther you'd ſurvey, 
Though pomp and ftate the coſtly frat diſplay, - 
Where Art ſo niccly has adorn'd the place, 
That Nature's aid might ſeem an uſcleſs grace ; 
Yet Nature's ſmiles ſuch various charms impart, 
That vain and needleſs arc the ſtrokes of art. 
In equal ſtate our riſing ſtructures ſhine, 
Fram'd by ſuch rules, and form'd by ſuch deſign, 
That here, at once ſurpriz'd and ple:s'd, we view 
Old Athens loſt and conquer'd in the new ; 
More ſweet our ſhades, more fit our bright abodes 
For warbling Muſes and inſpiring Gods. 

a Vanbrook's ſelf might own cach artful 

ught ; | 

Equal to — in his curious thought, 
Nor ſcorn a fabric by our plans to frame, 
Or in immortal labours ũng their fame; 
Beth ways he ſaves them from deſtroying fate, 
If he but praiſe them, or but imitate. | 

See, where the ſacred + Sheldon's haughty dome 
Rivals the ſtatcly pomp of ancient Rome, 
Whoſe form, fo great and noble, ſeems deſign'd 
I expreſs the grandeur of its founder's mind. 
Here, in one lofty building, we bekol4 
Whate'er the Latian pride could boaſt of old, 
True, no dire combats ſced the ſavage cye, 
And ftrew the ſand with ſportive cruclty ; 


* Sir John Lowther, one of the early promo- 
ters of the Revolution, was conſtituted Vice- 
chamberlain to King William and Queen Mary 
on their advancement to the throne ; created Ba- 
= Lowther and Viſcount Lonſdale, May 28, 
1695; and appointed Lord Privy-tcal in 169 | 
He died July 10, 170b. N. 0 ET 
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But, more adorn'd with what the muſe inſpires, 
It far outſhines their bloody theatres. 
Delightful ſcene ! when here, in equal verſe, 
he you: hful bards their godlike Queen rehearſe, 
To Churchill s wreaths Apollo's laurcl join, 
And ſing the plains of Hockſtet and Judoign. 

Next let the Mulc record our Bodley's feat 5, 
Nor aim at Numbers, like the ſubjoct, great: 
All hail, thou ſabrick, ſacred to the Nine, 
Thy fame immortal, and thy form divine 
Who to thy praiſe attempts the dangerous flight, 
Should in thy various tongues be taught to write; 
His verſe, like thee, a lofty dreſs ſhould wear, 
And breathe the genius which inhabi:s there; 
Thy proper lavs alone can make thee live, 
And pay that fame, which firſt thyſelf didſt give, 
So fountains, which through ſecret channels flow, 
And pour above the floods they take below, 
Back to their Father Occan urge their way, 
And to the ſea, the ſtreams it gave, repay. 

No more we ſcar the military rage, 
Nurs'd up in ſome obſcure barbarian age ; 
Nor dread the ruin of our arts divine, 
From thick-ſcu!!'d heroes of the G.thi- line, 
Though pale the Romans ſaw thoic arms advance, 
nd wept their learning loft in ignorancc. 
Let brutal rage around its terrors ſpread, 
The living murder, and conſume the dcad, 
in impious fires let nohleſt writings burn, 
Ind with their authors ſhare a common urn; 
Only, ye Fates, our lov'd Bodlcian ſpare, 
Be IT, and Learning's ſelf ſhall be your care, 
Here every art and every grace ſhall join, 
Collected Pacbus here alone ſhall ſhine, 
Each other ſeat bg dark, and this be all 3 
Thus when the Greeks imperial Troy defac'd, 
nd to the ground its {atal wall debas'd, 
In vain they burn the work of hands divine, 
nd vow deſtruction to the D-rdan line, 
Whilſt good Zncas flies th' uncqual wars, 
And, with his guardian gods, lalus bears, 
Old Troy for ever ſtands in him alone, 
And all the Phrygiau kings ſurvive in one. 
| Here ſtill preſides each ſage's reverend thade, 
In ſoft repoſe and eaſy grandeur laid; 
heir deathleſs works forbid tacir fame to die, ? 


* 


No. time itſelf their perſons ſhall deſtroy, 
Preſerv'd wir ain the living gallery +. 
What greater gift could bounteous heaven beſtow, 
1 han to be ſeen above, and read below ? * 
With deep reſpect 1 bend my duteous head; 

To lee the faithful likencts of the dead, 

But OI what Muſe can equal warmth impart ? 
'; he Painter*> {kill tranſcends the Poet art. 

hen round the pictur'd Founders 1 deſcry, 

With goodneſs ſoft, and great with majcity, 

So much of life the artful colours give, 

Scarce more within their Colleges they live; 

My blood begins in wilder rounds to roll, \ 

And pleaſing tumults combat in my foul ; 
An humble awe my downcaſt eycs betray, 
And only leſs than adoration pay. | 


— 


$ The Bodleian Library. T. 


Sir John Vanbrugh. N. + The 8 T. 
| 2 


| + The picture Gallery. T. 
Such 
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Buch were the Roman Fathers, when o'ercome, 
hey ſaw the Gauls inſuit o'er conquered Rome; 
Each captive ſecm'd the haughty viQor's lord, 


— And proftrat- chieſs their awful flaves ador'd. 


ö 


Such art as this adorns your Lowther's hall, 
Where feaſting Gods carouſe rpor the wall, 
The nec ar, which creating paint ſupplics, 
Intoxicates each pleas'd ſpectaior s eyes ; 

Who vicw, amaz'd. the figures heavenly ſair, 

nd think they breathe the true Elyſian air. 

With itrokes ſo bold, great Verriv's hand has 
dra un 

The Gods in dwellings brighter than their own. 

Fir 'd with a thouſand raptures, 1 behold 
What lively features ;-rac'd each Bard of old; 
Such lips, I think, did guide his charminggongue, 
In ſuch an air as this the poet ſung ; 

Such eyes as theſe glow d with the ſacred fire, 
And hands like theſe employ'd the vocal lyre. 
Quite raviſh'd, I purſue each image o'er, 

And ſcarce admire the r Ce ulleis labours more. 
See where the gloomy Scaliger appears, 

Each ſhade is critick, and each feature ſneers; 
The artful Ben ſo ſmartly ſtrikes the cye, 

I more than ſee a fancy'd co.nedy; 

The muddy Scotus crowns the motley ſhew, 


— An metaphyſicks cloud his wrinkled brow ; 


But diſtant aue invades my beating breaſt, 
To ſec great Ormond in the paint expreſt; 
With fear 1 view the figure from afar, 
Which burns with noble ardour for the war; 
But near approaches free my doubting mind, 

To view ſuch ſweetneſs with ſach grandeur join'd. 
Here ſtudious heads the graver tablet ſhews, 
And there with martial warmth the picture glows; 
The blooming youth here boaſts a brighter hue, 

And painted virgins far outſhine the true. 


Hail, Colours, which with Nature bear a ſtrife, | 


And only want a voice to perf. & life ! 

The wondering ſtranger makes a ſudden Nand, 

And pays low — to the lovely band; 

Within each frame a real Fair believes, 

And vainly thinks the mimic canvaſs lives; 

Til, undeceiv'd, he quits th* enchanting ſhew, 

Pleas'd with the art though he laments it too. 

So when his Juno bold Ixion woo'd, | 

And aim'd at pleaſures worthy of a god, 

A beavteous cloud was form'd by angry Jove, 

Fit to invite, though not indulge his love; 

The Mortal thought he ſaw his Goddeſs ſhine, 

And all the lying graces look d divine; 

But wil ea with heat he claſp'd her ſancy'd charms, 

"The empty vapour baulk'd his eager arms. 

Loth to depart, I leave th inviting ſcene, 

Yet ſcatte ſorbear to view it o'er again; 

But ſtill new objects give a new delight, 

And various pruſpects bleſs the wandering fight. 
Aluſt in ſtate the airy towers ariſe, 

And with new luſtre dock the wondering ſkies ; 

Lo ! to what height the ſchools aſcending reach, 

Built with that art which they alone can teach; 

The lofty dome expands her ſpacious gate, 

Where all the decent graces jointly wait ; 

In every ſhape the God of Art reſorts, + 

And crouds of ſages fill th' extended courts, 


| 


| 


| 


& 
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With wonders fraught. the bright Muſcum ſee, 
Itſelf the greateſt curioſity ! 

Where Nature's choiceſt treaſure, all combin'd, 
Dehght at once, and quite confound the mind ; 
Ten thouſand fplendors ſtrike the dazzled eye, 


| And form on carth another galaxy. 


Here colleges in ſweet confuſion riſe, 
There temples icem to reach their native ſkies ; 
Spircs, towers, aud groves, compole the va: iuus 


cw, 
And mingled proſpects charm the doubring view; 
Who can deny their charaQer divine, | 
Without relpicndetit, and infpir'd within? 
But, ſince above my weak and artleſe lays, 
Let their wn poets ſing their equal praiſe. 

One labour more my grateful verſe renews, 
And rears aloft the low-deſcending Muſe ; 
The building “, parent of my young eflays, 
Aſks in return a tributary praile. . 
Pillars 1ublime bear up the learned weight, 
Ard antique Sag-s tread the pompous height; 
Whilſt guardian Viuſcs ſhade the hippy piles, 
And all aro:ind d:ffuſe propicious ſmiles. 
Here Lancaſter adorn d with every grace, 
Stands chief in merit, as the chief in place: 
To his lov q name our earlieſt lays belong, 
The theme at once, aud patron of out ſong. 
Long may he o'cr his much-tov'd Queen's preſide, 
Our arts en-ourage, and our counies guide; 
Till aſt-r-ages, fill'd with glad ſurprize 
Beh:01d his image all majettic riſc, a 


Where now in pomp a venc:able hand. 


Princes and Queens, and holy F::h rs, ſtand. 
Good Fyplesfield + claims homage from the cye, 
And the hard ſtone ſeems ſoft with picty; 
The mighty monarchs ſti!l the iame appcar, 
nd every marble frown provokes the war; 
Whilſt rupged rocks, mark*d with Phil:ppa's face, 
Soſten ro charms, and glow w th new-born grace. 
A ſight leſs noble did the warriors yield, 
Trausform'd to ſtatues by the Gorgon ſhield 
Diſtorting fear the coward's form conſeſt, 
And fury ſeem'd to heave the hero's breaſt ; 
The lifeleſs rocks each various thought betray'd, 
And all the ſoul was in the ſtone diſplay d. 

Too high, my verſe, has been thy dar ng flight, 
Thy ſofter numbers now the groves invite, 
M here ſilent fades provoke rhe ſpeaking lyre, 
And chearful objects happy ſongs inſpire, 
At once beſtow rewards, and thou; hts infuſe, 
Compoſe a gariand, and ſupply a Muſe. 

Behold around, and ſce the living green 
in native colours paints a blooming ſcene ; 
h eternal buds no deadly inter fear, 
But ſcorn the coldeſt ſeaſon of the year; 
Apollo ſure will bleſs the happy place, 
Which his «wn Daphne condeſcends to grace; 
For here the everlaſting laurcls grow, 
In every grotto, and un every brow, 
Proſpects ſo gay demand a Congreve's ſtrains, 
10 call the gods and nymphs upon the plains ; 


* Queen's College Library. 
+ Robert Ezglcsficld, B. D. the ſounder, 1349» 
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TICKELL Ss POEMS. 


Pan yi-!ds his empire o'er the ſylvan throng, 
Pieas d to ſubmit to his ſuperior ſong ; 
Great Denham's genius louks with rapture down, 
And Spenſer's ſhade reſigns the rural crown. 
Fiil'd with great thoughts, a thouſand Sages 
rove, | 
Through every field and ſolitary grove 
Whole ſouls, aſcending an exalted height, 
Out-ſoar the drooping Muſe's vulgar flight, 
That longs to ſee her darling votaries laid 
Beneath the covert of ſome gentle ſhade, 
Where purling ſtreams and warbling birds conſpire 
To aid th* enchantment of the trembling lyre. 
Bear me, ſome God, to Chriſt-Church, royal ſeat, 
And lay me ſoftly in the green retreat, 
Where Aldrich holds o'cr Wit the ſovercign 
power. . e 
And crowns the Poets which he taught before. 
To Aldrich Britain owes her tuneful Boyle, 
The no6bleſt trophy of the conquer'd iſle; x 
Who adds new warmth to our poetic fire, 
And gives to England the Hibernian lyre. 
Philips, by Fhœbus and his Aldrich taught, 
Sings yrs = heat wherewith his Churchill 
— 1 1 
Unfetter'd, in great Milton's ſtr2in he writes, 
Like Milton's angels whilſt his hero fight: ; 
Purſues the Bard, whilſt he with honour can, 
Equals the Poet, and excels the man. 


O'er all the plains, the ſtreams, and woods 
around : . 


The pleafing lays of ſweeteſt Bards reſound ; 

A faithful echo every note returns, | 

And liſtening River-Gods neglect their urns. 

When Codrington * and Stee!c their verſe unreip, 

And form an ealy, unaſſe ded ſtrain, 

A double wreathe of laurel binds their brow, 

As they are pcets and are wartiors too. 

Trapp's loſty ſcenes in gentle numbers flow, 

Like Dryden great, as ſoft as moving Rowe. 

When youthful Harriſon,+ with tuneful ſcill, 

Makes — Park ſcarce yield to Cooper's 
ill ; | i 

Old Chaucer from th' Elyſian Fields looks down, 

And ſecs at length a genius like his own ; 

boner = oak od. which reach the ſhades be- 


Fair Roſamonda intermits her woe, 
Forgets the anguiſh of an injur d ſoul, 
The fatal poignard, and invenom'd bowl. 

Apollo ſmiles on Magd 'len's peaceful bowers, 
Perfumes the air, and paints the grot with flowers, 
Where Yalden learn'd to gain the myrtle crown, 
And every Muſe was fond of Addiſon. 
Applanded min! for weightier truſts deſign'd, 
For once diſdain not to unbend thy mind': 

Thy mother Iſis and her groves rehearſe, 

A ſubje& not unworthy of thy verſe ; 

So Latian Fields will ccaſe to boaſt thy praiſe, 
Aud yield to Oxford, painted in thy lays : 

And when the age to come, from envy free, 
What thou to Virgil giv'ſt ſhall give to the, 
Ide great beneſactor to All- ſouls College. N. 
* whom, ſee Select Collection. 


— 
— 


—— 


Ifis, immortal by the Poet's ſkill, 
« Shall, in the ſmooth deſcription, murmur {till 1 


| New beauties ſhall adorn our ſylvan ſcene, 


And in thy numbers grow for ever green. 

Danby's ſamꝰ d gift * ſuch verſe as thiue requires, . 
Exalted raptures, and celeſtial fires ; 
Apollo here ſhould plenteouſly impart, 


| As well his finging, as his curing art ; 


Nature herſelf the healing garden loves, 
Which kindly her declining ſtrength 1mproves, 
Baffles the ſtroke of unrelenting death, | 
Can break his arrows, and can blunt his teeth. 
How ſweet the landſkip! where, m living trees, 
Here frowns a vegetable Hercules 
There ſam'd -. chilles learns to live again, 
And looks yet augry in the mimic ſcene ; 
Here artful birds, with blooming arbours ſhew, 
Seem to fly higher, whillt they upwards grow, 
From the ſ:me lcavcs both arms and warriors riſe, 
Aud every bongh a different charm ſupplies. 

So when on: world the great Creator made, 


And, unadorn'd, the fluggiſh chaos laid, 
Horror and Beauty own'd their firc the ſame, 


And Form itſeli from Parent Matter came, 
That lumpiſh maſs alone was ſource of all, 


And Zards and I'hemes had one original. 


In vain the groves demand my longer ſtay, 


| The gentle Iſis waſts the Muſe away; 


With eaſc the river guides her wandering ſtream, 
And haſtes to mingle with uxorious Thame, 
Attempting Poets on ber banks lie down, 
And quaff, inſpir'd, the bitter Helicon, 
Harmonious ſtrcams adorn their various themes, 
Sweet as the banks, and flowing as the ſtreams. 
Bleſs'd we, whom bounteous Fortune here has 
thrown, - . 
And made the various bleſſings all our own! 
Nor crowns, nor globes, the pageantry of ſtate, 
Upon our humble, caſy ſlumbers wait; 
Nor aught that is Ambi ion's loſty theme 
Diſturbs our ſleep, and guilds the gaudy dream. 
Touch'd by no ills which vex th* unhappy great, 
We only read the changes in the ſtate, 
Triumphant Marlborough's arms at diſtance hear, 
And learn from Fame the rough events of war; 
With pointed rhymes the Gallic ryrant pierce, 
And mate the cannon thunder in our verſe. 

Sce how the matchleſsyouth their hours improve, 
Aud in the glorivus way to knowledge move! 
Eager for fame, prevent the riſing ſun, 

And watch the midnight labours of the moon. 
Not tender years their bold attempts reſtrain, 
Who cave dull time, and haſten into man, 
Pure to the ſoul, and pleaſing to the eyes, 
Like angels youthful, and like angels wiſe, 

Some learu the mighty deeds of ages gone, 
And, by the lives of heroes, form their own; 
Now vicwthe Granique choak' d withheaps of flain, 
And warring worlds on the Pharſalian plain; 


| + Letter ſrom Italy, by Mr. Addiſon. T. 


* The Phyſic garden at Oxford. This kint was 


Lappily taken up in 2713, by Dr, Evans, Sec Se- 


tet Culicction, 17%0. 
Now 


Now hear the % changour from afar, 


- And all the dreadful harmony of war; 


Now trace thoſe ſecret tricks that loſt a ſtate, 
And ſcarch the fine-ſpun arts that made it great, 


Correct thoſe errors that its ruin bred, 


And bid ſome long-loſt empire rear its ancient 
head. 
Others, to whom ve arts belong. 


(Words in their looks, and muſic on their tongue), 


Inſtructed hy the wit of Greece and Rome, 
Learn richly to adorn their native home, 
Whilſt liſtening crowds conſeſa the ſweet ſurvrize, 


on” in their breaſts, and wonder in 


Here yo" IR the latent ſeeds 5 
And Nature's darkeſt labyrinths ex 5 
Whilſt greater ſouls the diſtant wer . 
Pierce to the out- ſtretched borders of the ſky, 0 


Lire the ſearching mind, ard broad cxtcad 


O you, whoſe riſing years ſo great began, 
In whoſe Vote punk $rendehs ſhining man, 
O L-nſdale, know what nobleſt minds approve, 
The thoughts they cheriſh, and the arts they love: 
Let theſc examples your young boſom fire, 
And bid your ſoul to beundleſs height aſpire. 
Methinks I ſce you in our ſhades retir'd, 
Alike aduiring, and by al admir'd 
Your eloquence now charms my raviſh'd car, 
Which future ſenates ſhall tranſported hear; 
Now mournful verſe inſpires a pleaſing woe, 
And now your checks with warlike fury glow, 
Whilſt on the paper fancy'd fields appear, 
And sof ima war; 
—— wrt foes ald 's fatal plain, 
Or fights the fam'd Ramilia o'er again. 

But I in vain theſe lofty names rehearſe, 
Above the faint attempts of humble — 
Which Garth ſhould in immortal ſtrains 
Or Addiſon exalt with warmth divine : 
A meaner ſong my tender voice requires, 
And fainter lays confeſs the fainter fires, 
By Nature fitted ſor an humble theme, 
A pair.ted proſpect, or a murmuring ſtrcam, 
To tune à vulgar note in Echo's praiſe, 
Whilſt Echo's ſelf reſounds the flattering lays; 
Or, whilſt I tell how Mara's charms ſurprize, 
Paint roſes on her checks, and ſuns within her 


eyes. 

O, did p ion d height to me belong, 
Great Anua'sname ſhould grace th ambitious ſong 
Illuſtrious dames ſhould round their Queen reſort, 
And Lonſdale's mother crown the ſplendid court; 
Her aoble ſon ſhould boaſt no vulyar place, 

But ſhare the ancient honours of his race; 

Whilſt cach fair daughter's face and conquering 
eyes | 

To Venus only ſhould ſubmit the 


O matchleſs beauties ! more than — fair, 


Your looks reliſtleſs, and divine your air, 


TICKELL's POEMS. 


Let your bright eyes their bounteous beams diffuſe, 
And no ond Bard ſhall afk an uſcleſs Mule 
Their kindling rays excite a noble fire, 

Give beauty to the ſong, and muſic to the lyre, 

This charming theme I ever could purſue, 
and think the inſpiration ever new. 

Did not the God my wandering pen reſtrain, 
And bring me to his Oxford back again. 

Oxford, the Goddeſs Muſe's native home, 
Inſpir'd like Athens, and adorn's.like Rome ! 
Hadſt thou of old been Learning's fam'd retreat, 
And Pagan Muſes choſe thy lovely ſeat, ' 

O, how unbounded had their fiction been 
What fancy d viſions had adorn'd the ſcenc ! 
Upon each hill 2 Sylvan Pan had ſtood, 

And every thicket boaſted of a God; 

gatyrs had friſk'd in each Poetic grove, 

And not a ſtream without its N — could move; 
Each ſummit had the train of Muſes ſhew d, 
And Hi in every fountain flow d; 
The tales, adorn'd with each poetic 

Had look d almoſt as as the place. 

Ev'nnow we hear the world with tranſports 
Thoſe py 


own 
more wond rous truths out dont: 
Here keeps her holy ſcat, 
And — . 
Our chaſter Graces own refin'd deſires, 
And all our Muſes burn with veſtal fires; 
Whilſt Guardian-angels our Apollo's ſtand, 
Scattering rich favours with a bounteous hand, 
To bleſs the happy al, and ſan tiſy the land. 

O pleaſing ſhades! O ever - green retreats ! 
Ye learned grottos and ye ſacred ſeats! 
Never may you politer arts refuſe, 
But entertain in peace the baſhſul Muſe ! 
So may you be kind heaven's diſtinguiſh'd care, 
And may your fame be laſting, as tis fair! ö 
Let greater Bar ds on fam'd Parnaſſus dream, 
Or taſte thꝰ inſpir d Heliconian ſtream ; 
Yet, whilſt our Oxford is the bleſt abode 
Of every Muſe, and every tuncful God, 
Parnaſſus owns its honours far outdone 

And Ifis boaſts more Bards than Helicon. 

A thouſand bleflings 1 to Oxford owe, 
But you, my Lord, th' inſpiring Muſe beſtow; 
Grac'd with your name th* unpoliſh'd ſhines, 
You guard its faults, and conſecrate | 5 
O might you here meet my deſiring eyes, 
My drooping ſong to nobler heights would riſe ; 
Or might I come to breathe your Northern air, 
Yet ſhould 1 find an equal pleaſure there ; 
Your preſence would the harſher climate ſooth, 
Huſh every wind, and every mountain ſmooth ; 


| Jain d. 


HAMMOND's ' 
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LOVE ELEGIES. 


ELEGY I. 
On his falling in love with Neæra. 
AREWELL that liberty our fathers gave, 
In vain they gave, their ſons recciv'd in vain : 
1faw Nezra, and her inſtant flave, 


Though burn a Briton, hugg d the ſervile chain. 


Her uſage well repays my coward heart, 
Meanly ſhe triumphs in her lover's ſhame, 
No healing joy relieves his conſtant ſmart, 
No ſmile of love rewatds the loſs of fame. 


Oh, that to feel theſe killing pangs no more, 
On Scythian hills I lay a ſenſeleſs ſtone, 
Was fix d a rock amidſt the watery roar, 
And in the vaſt Atlantic ſtood alone. 


Adieu, ye Muſes, or my paſſion aid, 

Why ſhould 1 loiter by your idle ſpring? 
My humble voice would move one only maid, 
And ſhe contemns the trifles which I ſing. 


I do not aſk the loſty Epic ſtrain, 

Nor ſtrive to paint the wonders of the ſphere ; 
I only ſing one cruel maid to gain, 

Adieu, ye Muſes, if ſhe will not hear. 


No more in uſeleſs innecence Ill pine, 


Since guilty preſents win the greedy fair, 


Il tear its honours from the broken ſhrine, 
But chiefly thine, O Venus! will I tear, 


Deceiv*'d by thee, I lov'd a beauteous maid, 
Who bends on ſordid gold her low deſires: 
Nor worth nor paſſion can her heart perſuade, 
But Love muſt act what Avarice requires. 


Unwiſe who firſt, the charm of nature loſt, 
With Tyrian purple ſoil'd the ſnowy ſheep; 
Uuwiſer ſtill who ſ:as and mountains croſt, 


10 dig the rock, and ſearch the pearly deep; 


Theſe coſtly toys our ſilly fair ſurpriſe, 

The ſhining follies cheat the'r feeble ſight, 
Their h-arts ſecure in trifles, love deſpiſe, 
Tis vain to court them, but more vain to write. 


Why did the gods canceal the little mind, 
And earthly thoughts Lencath a hea venly face ; 
Forget the worth that dignifics mankind, 
Vet ſinooth and polith ſo each outward grace? 


Hence all the blame that Love and Venus bear, 
Hence pleaſure ſhort, and anguiſh ever long. 
Hence tcars and ſighs, and hence the pet viſh ſair, 
dhe i1yward loyer—hence this angry ſong. 


N 


E LE GT II. 


Unable to ſatisfy the covetous Temper of Neara, 
he intends to maks a Campaign, and try, if 
poſſible. to forget her. 

A RED guard my cruel fait, 

No more I'll fit in roſy fetters bound, 

My limbs have lcarnt the weight of arms to bear, 

My rouſing fpirits ſeel the trumpet's ſound, - 

Few are the maids that now on merit ſmile, 

On ſpoil and war is bent this iron age : 

Yet pain and death attend on war and ſpoil, 

Unſated vengeance and remorſeleſs rage. 

To purchaſe ſpoil, even love itſelf is ſold, 


Her lover's heart is leaſt Neœra's care, 


And I through war muſt ſeek deteſted gold, 


Not for myſelf. but for my venal fair : 


That while ſhe bends beneath the weight of dreſs, 
The ſtiffen'd robe may ſpoil her eaſy mien; 

/.nd art miſtaken make her beauty lefs, 

While ſtiil it hides ſome graces better ſeen. 

But if ſuch toys can win her lovely ſmile, 

Hers be the wealth of Tagus' golden land, 

Hers the bright gems that glow in India's ſoil, 
Hers the black ſons of Afric's ſultry land. 


To pleaſe her eye let every loom contend, 


For her be rifled Ocean's pearly bed. 
| But where, alas! would idle fancy tend, 


and ſooth with dreams a youth{ul poet's head? 
Let others buy the cold unloving maid, 
In forc'd embraces act the tyrant's part, 
While I their ſelfiſh luxury vupbraid, 

And ſcorn t..e perſon where i doubt the heart. 
Thus warm d by pride, 1think I love no m 
And hide in threats the weaknels of ry — 
In vain,.—though Reaſon fly th: hatad door, 


Yet Love, the coward Love, fall lags behind. 


— ——— 


ELEGY III. 


He upbraids and threatens the Avariee of Nezra, 
and refolyes to quit her. 


HOULD Jove deſcend in floods of liquid 
8 nd golden torrents ſtream from every — 
nat craving boſom ſtill would hea ve for mare, y 
Not al! the gods could ſatisfy thy licart. 
Unt may thy folly, which*an thus diſdain 
My heueſt love, the mighty wrong repay 
May m dnight fire involve thy ſordid gain, 
And en che thining heaps of rapine prey 


on 


May all the youths, like me, by love deceiv'd, 

Not quench the ruin, but applaud the doom; 

And, when thon dy'ſt, may not one hcart be 
griev'd, 

May not one tear bedew the lonely tomb. 

But the deſcrving, tender, generous maid, 

Whoſe only care is her poor lover's mind, 

Theugh ruthleſs age may bid her beauty fade, 

In every friend to love, a friend ſhall find : 

And, when the lamp of life will burn no more, 

When dead the ſeems as in a gentle fleep, 

The pitying neighbonr ſhall her loſs deplore, 

And round the bier aſſembled lovers. weep : 

With flowery garlands ea h revolving year, 

Shall ſirew the grave where love and ſoſtneſs reſt, 

Then home retiring, drop the pious tear, 

And bid the turf lic eaſy on her breaſt, 


— — 


E LEGI IV. 


To his Friend, written under the confinement of 
a loug Indiſpofition. 


Y — 
ſhade, 


And loſe in pleaſing thought the ſummer-day, 
Or tempt the wiſh of ſome unpractis'd maid, 
Whoſe heart at once inclines and fears to itray: 
The ſprightly vigour of my youth is fled, 
Lonely and fick, on death is all my tho 
Oh, ipare, Perſephone, this guiltleſs head, 
Love, too much love, is all thy ſuppliant's fault. 
No virgin's eaſy faith 1 c'er betray'd, 
My tongue ne'er boaſted of a ſcign'd embrace; 
No poiſons in the cup have I convey'd, 
Nor veil'd deſtruQtion with a friendly face : 
No ſecret horrors gnaw this quiet breaſt, 
Tuts pious hand ne er robb d the ſacred fane, 
e diſturb'd the ge- cternal ret. 
L Ju have pray d in vain. 
With curſes louw;—Þvt oft have pray d in van 
No fiealth of time has thinn'd my Jowing hair, 
Nor age yet bent me with his iron hand: 
Ah! why io ſoon the tender bloſſom tear ! 
Fre autumn yet the ripen d ſruit demand ? 

, whoc'er in gloomy ſhades below, 
Te gn tread your melancholy round; 
Now wandering view the paleſul rivers flow, 
And muſing bearken to their ſolemn ſound z 

Rill enjoy th' chearful day 

2 28 o'er me roll'd, 
Pleas'd in my age, | trifle life away, 
And tell how much we'lov'd, ec I grew old. 


ap? — of pleaſure the gay moments ſpend, 
By quick en t heal love's pleaſing wound, 


Aud grieve for gothing but your abſent fricad. 


| 


„ 


— 


ith ſeſti lands crown'd 
who now, with feſtive gar 2 | They dim the eye, and dull the jealous miud, 


— 
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ELEGY V. 


The Lover is at firſt introduced ſpeaking to his. 
Servant, he afterwards addreſſes himſelf to his 
Miſtreſs, and at laſt there is a ſuppoſed Inter- 
view between them. 


| Wirn wine, more wine, deceive thy maſter's 


Till creeping lumber ſooth his troubled breaſt, 
Let nut a whiſper ſtir the filent air, 
If hapleſs love a while conſent to reſt. 


Untoward beſet my Cynthia's doors, 

| And cruel locks th* impriſon'd fair conceal, 

May lightnings blaſt whom love in vain implores, 
And Jove's own thunder rive thoſe bolts of ſleel. 


Ah, * door, attend my humble call. 

Nor let thy ſounding hinge our thefts betray 
So all my curſes 2 thee ſhall fall, ; 
We angry lovers mean not half we ſay. 


Remember now the wreaths I gave, 
When firſt I told thee of my bold defires, 
Nor thou, O Cynthia, fear the watchſul ſlave, 
Venus will favour what herſelf inſpires. 


She guides the youth whoſeenot where tready 
the ſhews the virgin how to turn the — 
Soſtly to ſteal from off her ſilent bed, 

And not a ſtep betray her on the floor. 


The ſcarleſs lover wants no beam of light, 

The robber knows him, nor obſtructs his way, 

Sacred he wanders through the pathleſs night, 
longs to Venus, and can never ſtray. 


ſcorn the chilling wind and beating rain, 
Nor heed cold watchings on the dewy ground, 
if all the hardhhips I for love ſuſtain, 
With love's victorious joys at laſt be crown'd: 
With ſudden ſtep let none our bliſs ſurp i 
Or check the — of ſecure 2 
Raſh man beware, and ſhut thy curious eyes, 
Leſt angry Venus ſnatch their guilty fight. 


But ſhould'ſt thou ſee, th' importaut ſecret hide, 
Though queſtion'd by the powers of carth and 
heaven, 

The prating tongue ſhall love's revenge abide, 
Still ſue for grace, and never be forgiven. 

A wizard-dame, the lover's ancient friend, 

With magic charm has deaft thy huſband's car, 
At her command | ſaw the liars deſcend, 

Aud winged lightnings ſtop in mid carcer. 

I ſaw het ſtamp, and cleave the ſolid ground, 
While ghaſtly ſpectzes round us wildly roam; 

I ſaw them hearken to her potent ſound, 

Till, ſcar'd at day, they ſought their dreary home. 
At her command the vigorous ſummer pines, 
And wintery clouds obſcure the hopeful year ; 
At her ſtrong bidding, gloomy winter ſhines, 
And vernal roſes on the ſuow s appear. | 
She gave theſe charms, which 1 on thee beſtow, 


For me they make a huſbaud nothing know, 
For me, and caly me, che; make him blind: 


] 
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Wich oft repeated giſts of flowers and tears: 


NAMMON D, POEMS. | 


Nut what did moſt this faithful heart ſurprize, 
She boaſted that her ſkill could ſet it free; 
This faithful heart the boaſted freedom flics ; 
How could it venture to abandon thee ? 


— 


E LE GI VI. 
He adjures Delia to pity him, by their Friendſhip 
with Czlia, who was lately dead. 


1 would ſeek the laſting pcace of | 
death, 

Ard in that harbour ſhun the ſtorm of care, 
Officious hope ill holds the fleeting breath, 
She tells them ſtill, To- morrow will be fair, | 
She tells them, Delia, I ſhall thce obtain, 
But can 1 liſten to her ſyren ſong, 

Who ſeven flow months have dragg'd my painful 


chain, 
So long thy lover, and deſpis d ſo long? | 
By all the joys thy deareſt Czlia gave, 
Let not her once-lov'd friend unpiticd burn; 
So may her aſhes find a peaceful grave, 
And ſleep uninjur'd in their ſacred urn. 
To her 1 firſt avow'd my timorous flame, 
She nurs'd my hopes, and taught me how to ſue, 
She ſtill would pity what the wiſe might blame, 
And feel for weakneſs which ſhe never knew : 
Ah, do not grieve the dear lamented ſhade, 
That hovering round us all my ſufferings hears, 
She is my ſaint,—to her my prayers are made, 


To her ſad tomb at midnight I retire, ' 

And lonely fitting by the ſilent one, 

I tell it all the griefs my wrongs inſpire, 

The marble image ſeenis to hear my moan : 

Thy friend's pale ghoſt faall vex thy fleepl:fs bed, 
And ſtand before thee all in virgin white; 
1 hat ruthleſs boſom will diſturb the dead, 

And call forth pity from eternal night 

Ceaſe, cruel man, rhe mournful theme forbear, 
Though much thou ſuffer, to thyſelf compla.n : 
Ah, torecal the ſad remembrance ſpare, 

One tear from her, is more thau all my pain. 


ELEGY VI. 


en Delia's being in the Country, where he ſup- | 
| Poſes ſhe ſtays to ſee the Harveſt, 


OW Delia breathcs in woods the fragrant air, 
Dull are the hearts that ſtill in town remain, 
Venus herſelf attends on Delia there, | 
And Cupid ſports amid the ſylvan train. 
Oh, with what joy, my Delia to behold, 
I'd preſs the ſpade, or wield the mighty prong, 
Guide the flow plough- hare thro* the ſtubborn 


— 


— 


| 


—_— 


And patient goad the loitezing ox long :. 
Vol. V. 


The ſcorching heats l d carelcſsly de ſpiſe, 
Nor heed the bliſters on my tender hard ; 
The great Apollo wore the ſame diſguiſe, 
Like me ſubdued to love's ſupreme command. 


No healing herbs coutd ſooth their maſtcr's pain, 
The art of phyſic loſt, and uſcicf. lay, 

To Peneus ſtream, and Tempe's ſhady plain, 
He drove his herds beneath the ncot tide r. : 


Ofr with a bleating lamb in either arm, 
His bluſhing Siſter ſaw him pace along; 
Oft would his voice the ſilent valley charm, * 
Till lowing oxen broke the tender ſong. 


pere are his triymphs ? where his warlike toil? 
Where by his darts the creſted Pithon lain? 
Where are his Delphi ? his delightful ifle ? 

Ihe God himſelf is grown a cottage ſwain. 

O, Ceres! in your golden fields no more, 

With Harveſt's chearful pomp my fair detain,- 
Think what for loſt Pruſerpina you bore, 

And in 2 mother's anguiſh feel my pain. 

Our wiſer ſathers leſt their ſields unſown, 
Their ſood was acorns, love their ſole employ, 
They met, they lik'd, they ſtaid but till 

And in each valley ſnatch'd the honeſt joy. 

No wakcful guard, no doors to ſtop deſire. 
Thrice happy times! —But, oh 1 fondly rave, 
Lead me to Delis, all her cycs infpire | 
II do —1'l plough, or dig as Delia's ſlave. 


E LE GX VII. 
He deſpairs that he ſhall ever poſſeſs Delia, 


H, what avails thy lover s. pious care? 
His laviſh incenſe clouds the ſky in vain; 

Nor wealth nor greatucls was his idle prayer, 
For thee alone he pray d, thee hop'd to gain: 
With thee 1 hop'd to waſte the pleaſing day, 
111! in thy arms an age of joy was paſt, 
Then, old with love, inſenſibly decay, 
And on thy boſom gently breathe my laſt. 


I ſcorn the Lydian river's golden wave, 

And all the vulgar charms of human life, 

| only aſk to hve my Delia's fave, 

And, When 1 Jong have ſerv'd her, call her wiſe : 
only aik, of her I love poſſoſt, 

To ſink. ob ercome with bliſs, in ſafe repoſe, 
Co ſtrain her yielding beauties to my breaſt, 
And kiſs her wearied eye-lids till they cloſe. - 
Attend, O Juno! with thy ſober ear, 
Attend, gay Venus, parent of deſire; 

This one fond wiſh, if you refuſe to hear, 
Oh, let me with this ſigh of love expire. 


ELEGY IX. 
He has loſt Delia. | 
H * who could firſt two gentle hearts unbind, 


And rob a lover of his weeping fair, 
Hurd was the man, but harder, in my mind, 


The lover ſtill, who died vt of deſpair : 
KR Wub 
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With mean diſguiſe let others nature hide, 
And mimic virtue with the paint of art, 

I ſcorn the cheat of reaſon's fooliſh pride, 
And boaſt the grateful weakneſs of my heart. 


J he more I think, the more 1 feel my pain, 
And learn the more each heavenly charn: to prize; 
While fools. too light for paſſion, ſaſe remain, 
And dull ſenſatien keeps the ſtupid wile. 

Sad is my day, and ſad my lingering night, 
When, wrapt in ſilent grief, I weep alone, 
Delia is loſt, and all my paſt delight 

Is now the ſource of unavailing moan. 

Where is the wit that heighten'd beauty*®s charms? 
V here is the face that ſed my longing eyes? 
Where is the ſhape that might have bleſt my arms? 
Where arc thoſe hopes r<lentleſs Fate denies ? 

} When ſpent with endleſs grief I dic at laſt, 
Delia may come, and ſee my poor remains, 
Oh, Delia! after ſuch an abſcnce paſt, 
Canſt thou till love, and not forget my pains ? 
Wilt thou in tears thy lover's corſe attend, 

With eyes averted light the ſolemn pyre, 

Till all around the ul flames aſcend, 
Then, flowly ſinking, by degrees expire? 

To ſooth the hovering ſoul, be thine the care, 
With plaintive cries to lead the mournful band, 
In ſable weeds the golden vaſe to bear, 

And cull my aſhes with thy trembling hand! 
Panchaia's odours be their coſtly ſeaſt, 

And all the pride of Aſia's fragrant year; 

Give them the treaſures of the fartheſt Faſt, 

— And, what is ſtill more precious, give thy tear. 

Dying for thee, there is in death a pride, 

Let all the world thy hapleſs lover know, 

No ſilent urn the noble paſſion hide, 

But deeply graven thus my ſufferings ſhow : 

Here lies a youth, borne down with love and 

He could not long his Delia's loſs abide, 

Joy leit his boſum with the parting fair, 

Arg when he durſt no longer hope, he dy'd. 


ELEGY X 
On Delia's Birth-day. 
HIS day, which faw my Delia's beauty ri 
Shall more than ali or ſacred days be 15 
The world enamour'd of her lovely eyes, 
Shall grow as good and gentle as her breaſt. 
By all our guarded fighs, and hid defires, 
Oh, may our guiltleſs love be fill the ſame ! 
I burn, and glory in the pleuſing fires, 
If Delia's beauty ſhare the mutual flame. 
Thou happy genius of }.cr natal hour, 
Accept her incenſe, if her thoughts be kind ; 
But let her court in vain thy angry power, 
II all our vows are blotted from her mind. 
And thou, O Venus, hear my righteous prayer, 
Or bind the ſhepherdefs, or looſe the ſwain, 


Yet rather guard them both with equal care, 
Aud let them dic together in thy chain: 


| 


| 
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What 1 demand. perhaps her heart defirex, 

But virgm fe ars her nicer tongue reſtrain ; 

The ſecret thought, which bluſhing love inſpires, 

The conſcious eye can tull as well explain. 
— — 


E LEGI XI. 
Againſt Lovers going to War, in which he philo- 
ſophica!ly prefers Love and Delia co the more 


\ ſerious Vanities of the World. 


"THE man who ſh d firſt the warlike ſteel, 
How fe!l and deadly was his iron heart, 

He gave the wound encountering nations feel, 

And death grew ſtrnger by his fatal art: 


Yet not from ſteel debate and battle roſe, 
Tis gold o'crturns the even ſcale of lite, 
Nature is free to all, and none were ſocs, 
Till partial luxury began the ſtrife. 

Let ſpcil and victory adorn the bold, 

While 1 inglorious neither nor fear, 
Periſh the thirſt of honour, thirſt of gold, 
Ere for my abſence Delia loſe a tear: 

Why ſhould the lover quit his pleaſing home, 
In ſearch of danger on ſome ſorcign ground; 


Far from his weeping fair ungrateſul roam, 
Ard riſc in every ſtroke a double wound? 


Ah, b-tter far, beneath the ſpreading ſhade, 
With chearful friends to drain the ſprightly bowl, 


1 To ſing the beauries of my darling maid, 


And on the ſwect idea feaſt my ſoul; 


Then full cf love to all her charms retire, 
And fold ker bluſhing to my eager breaſt, 
Till, quite o ercome with ſoftneſs, with deſire, 
Like me the pants, ſhe fainrs, and finks to reſt. 


ELEGY XIL 
To Delia. 


O ſecond love ſhall e er my heart ſurprize, 
N Tnis ſol: mn league did firit our paſſion bind: 
Thou, only thou, canſt pleaſe thy lover's eyes, 
1 hy voice alone can ſooth his troubled mind. 


Oh, that thy charms were only fair to me, 
Diſpleaſe all others, and ſecure my reſt, 
No need of envy,—let me happy be, 

| little care that others know me beſt. 


With thee in gloomy deſerts let me dwe!l, 
Where never human footſtep mark'd the ground; 
Thou, ight of life, all darkneſs can expel, 

And ſcem a world with ſolitude around. 


| ſay too much my heed eſs words reſtore, 

My tongue undoes me in this loving hour; 

Thou know'it thy ſtrength, and thence infulting 
more, 


Will make me feel the weight of all thy power: 


Whate'er 1 fcel thy fla ve Iwill remain, 

Nor fly the burden I am form'd to car, 

in chains Ill fit me down at Venus fane. 

She knows gry wrongs, and will regard my prayer. 
- ELEGY 
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ELEGY XIII. 


He imagines himſelf married to Delia, and that 
content with each other, they are retired into 
the Country. 


ET others boaſt their heaps of ſhining gold, 
L And view their ficlds, with waving plenty 
crown'd, 
v hom neighbouring ſoes in conſtant terror hold, 
And trumpcts break their ſlumbers, never ſound : 


While calmly poor | trifle life away, 

Enjoy ſweet leiſure by my chearful fire, 

No wanton hopes my quiet ſball betray, 
But. cheaply bleſt, I'll ſcorn each vain deſire. 


With timely care l' ſow my little field, 

And pant my orchard with its maſter's hand, 
Nor bluſh to ſpread the hay, the hook to wield, 
Or range my ſheaves ulong the ſunny land. 


If late at duſk, while careleſoly I roam, 

I mect a ſtrolling kid, or bleating lamb, 
Under my arm I'll bring the wanderer home, 
And not a little chide its thoughtleſs dam. 


What joy to hear the tempeſt how] in vain, \ 
And claſp u ſcarful miſtress to my breaſt ? 
Or. Jull'd to lumber by the beating rain, 
Secure and happy, fink at laſt to reit ? 
Or, if the ſur in flaming Leo ride, 

By ſhady rivers indolently ſtray, 

And with my Dedia, walking fide by ſide, 
Hear how they murmur, as they glide away? 


What joy to wind along the cool retreat, 

To ſtop, und gaze on Delia as 1 go ? 

To mingle ſweet diſcourſe with kiſſes ſweet, 
And teach my lovely ſcholar all I know? 


Thu p eas'd at heart, and not with fancy's dream, 
In filent happineſs I reſt unknown ; 

Content with what 1 ara, not what 1 ſeem, 

I live for Delia and myſelf alone. 


Ah, fooliſh man who thus of her poſſeſt, 
Could float and wander with ambition's wind, 
And if his outward trappings ſpoke him bleſt, 
Nor heed the ſickueſs of his conſcious mind! 


With her 1 ſcorn the idle breath of praiſe, 
Nor trult to happineſs that's not our on: 
The ſuule of fortune might ſuſpicion raiſe, 
But here 1 know that 1 am lov'd alone. 


Stanhope, in wiſdom as in wit divine, 

May riſe, and plead Britannia'- glorious cauſe, 
With fteady rein his eager wit confine, 

While manly ſcnſ- the decp a'tentian draws. 


* 


Let Stanhope ſpeak his liſtening country's wrongs, 


My humble voice ſhall pleaſe one partial maid ; 
For her alume | pen my tender ſong, 

Securely ſitting in his friendly ſhade. 

Stanhope ſhall come, and grace his rural friend, / 
De lia ſhall wonder at her noble guelt, 

With bluſhing awe the riper fruit commend, 
And for her huſband's patron cull the beſt. 

Hers be the care of all my little train, 7 
Vhite | with tender indolence am bleſt, 

Ihe favour;tc iuljec of her gentle reign, 

By love alone Jutingviſh'd Lem the rst. 


| 


| 
| 
| 
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For her I'll yoke my oxen to the plough, 
In gloomy foreſts tend my lonely flock ; 
For her a goat-herd climb the mountain's brow, 
And fleep extended on the naked rock: 


Ah, what avails to preſs the ſtatcly bed, 


| And far from her *midſt taſteleſs grandeur weep, 


By marble fountains lay the penſi ve head, 

And, while they murmur, ſtrive in vain to ilcep ? 
Delia alone can plea” , and never tire, — 
Excced the paiat of thought in true delight, 
With her, enjoyment wakeus new deſire, 

And equal rapture glows through every night: 
Beauty and worth in her alike contend, 

To charm the fancy, and to fix the mind ; 

In her my wife, my miſtreſs, and my friend, 

I taſte the joys of ſenſe and reaſon join'd. 

On her I'll gaze, when others loves are o'er, 
And dying preſs her with my clay-cold hand, — 
Thou weep'ſt already, as I were no more, 


Nor can that gentle breaſt the thought withſtand, 
Oh, when I die, my lateſt moments ſpare, 

Nor let thy grief with ſharper torment kill. 
Wound not thy checks, nor hurt that flowing hair, 
Though 1am dead, my ſoul ſhall love thee ſriil. 
Oh, quit the room, oh, quit the deathful bed, 

Or thou wilt die, ſo tender is thy heart; 

Oh, leave me, De ia, cre thou ſee me dead, 
Theſe weeping friends will do thy mouraſul part: 
Let them, extended on the decent bier, 

Convey the corſe in melancholy ſtate, 

Through all the village ſpread the tender tear, 
While pitying maids our wonderous loves relate: 


ELEGY XiV, 
" To Delia. 


W bliſs my raptur*dfancy fram'd, 


In ſom: lone {por with Peace and theerctir'd! 


Though reaſon then my ſanguine fondneſs blam'd, 


| itil! believ d what flattering love inſpir d: 

But now my wrongshave taughtmy humbledmind, 
To dangerous blils no longer to pretend, 

In bouks a calm, but fix'd content to find, 

Safe joys, that on ourſelves alone depend: 


With them the gentle moments I begui 

In learned eaſe, and clegant delight, 

Com the beautics of each different ſtile, 
Each various ray of wit's diffuſive light : 

Now mark the ſtrength of Milton's tacred lines, 
Senſe rais*d by genius, fancy rul'd by art, 
Where all the glory of the Godhead ſhines, 
Aud earlieſt innocence enchants the heart. 
Now, fir'd by Pope and Virtue, leave the age 
In low purſuit ol ſcif-undoing wrong, 

And trace the author through his moral page, 
Whoſe blame leſs life ſtill anſwers to his ſong. 


If time and books my lingering pain can heal, 
And reaſon fix its empire c'er my heart, 
My patriot breaſt a noble warmth ſhall feel, 
And glow with love, where weakneſs has no part. 
Thy heart, © Lyttleton, ſhall be my guide, 
Its fire ſhall warm me, and its worth impreve ; 
Thy heart, above all envy, and all pride, 
Firm as ma's ſenſe, and {uit as woman love. 

N. 3 
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And you, O Weft, with her your dear, | 
— Whom ſocial mirth and uſeful ſenſe commend, | 
With learning* ſeaſtmy — mind ſhall chear, 
Glad to eſcape from love to ſuch a friend. | 
But why, ſo long my weaker heart deceive? 
Ah, #:11 11ove, in pride and reaſon's ſpite, 
No books alas! my painful thoughts relieve, 
And while I threat, this Elegy | write. 
E L EG XV. | 
To Mr. George Grenville. 


H. form'd ulike to ſerve ns, and to pleaſe; 
Polite with honeſty, and learn'd with eaſe; 
With heart to act with genius to retire ; 
Open, yet wiſe; though gentle, full of fire: 
Wirh thee 1 ſcorn the ow conſtraint of art, 
Nor ſe:r to truſt the follies of my heart; 
Hear then from what my long de ſpair aroſe, | 
The faithful ſtory of a lover's woes. | 
Wen, in a ſober melancholy hour, 
keduc'd by ſickneſs under reaſon's power, 
{ view'd my ſtate, too little weigh'd beforc, 
And Love himſe!f could flatter me no more, 
My Delia's hopes | would no more deceive, 
But wt on: ray paſſion hurt, through friendſhip leave; 
I choſe the coldeſt words my heart to hide, 
And cure her ſex's weakneſs through its pride : 
The prudence which I taught, I ili purſued, 
The charm my reaſon broke, my heart renew d: 
Agam ſubmiſhve to her ſeet I came, 
And prov'd too well my paſſion by my ſhame; 
While ſhe. ſecure in coldneſe, or diſdain, 
Forgot my love, or trivmph'd in its pain, 
Began with higher views hcr thoughts to raiſe, 
And ſcorn'd the humble poet of her praiſe : 
She Jet each httle lic o'er truth prevail, 
And ſtrengthen'd by her faith each groundleſs tale, 
Believ'd the g oſſe ſt arts that malice try'd, 
Nor once in thought was on her lover's fide : 
Oh, where were then the ſcenes of fancied life ? 
+ Oh, where the friend, the miſtreſs, and the wife ? 
Her years of promis'd love were quickly paſt, 
Not two revolving moons could ſee them 
To Stow's delightful iccnes 1 now repair, 
In Cobham's ſmile to loſe the gloom of care ! 
Nor fcar that he my weakneſs ſhould deſpiſe, 
In nature learned, and humanely wile. | 
There Pitt, in manners ſoſt, in friendſhip warnr, 
With mild advice my liſtening grieſ ſha! charm, 
With ſenſe to counſel. and with wit to pleaſe, 
A Roman's virtue with a courtier's caſe. | 
Nor you, my friend, u hoſe heart is ſtill at reſt, 
Contemn the human weakneſs of my breaſt ; 
Reaſon may chice the faults ſhe can not cure, 
And pains, which long we ſcorn'd, we oft endure ; 
Though wiſer cares cmpioy your ſtudious mind, 
Form'd with a ſoul o ele gantly kind, 
Your breafi may loſe the caim it long has known, 
and learn my woes to pity, by its own. 


| 


q 


n 
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ELEGY XVI. 
To Miſs Daſhwood. 


's POEMS. 


SAY, thou dear poſi lor of my breaſt, 
Where's new my boalted liberty and reſt! | 


Where the gay mome..*s whichl once have known! 
O, where that heart I Adly thought my own ! | 
From place to place I ſolitary roam, 

Abroad unenſy, not content at home. 

I ſcorn the beauties common eyes adore, 

The more 1 view them, ſeel thy worth the mare; 


{ Unmov'd 1 hear them ſpeak, or ſee them fair, 


Ard only think on thee, who art not there. 

In vain would books their formal ſuccour lend, 
Nor wit nor wiſdom can relieve their friend ; 
Wit can't deetive the pain I now endure, 


And wiſdom ſhews the ill without the cure. 


When from thy ſight I waſte the tedious day, 
A thouſand ſchemes 1 form, and things to ſay ; | 
But when thy preſence gives the time | ſeek 
My heat:'s fo full, 1 wiſh, but cannot ſpeak. 

And could I ſpeak with eloquence and caſe, 
Till now not ſtudious of the art to pleaſe, 
Could I, at woman who ſo oft exc aim, 
Expoſe (nor bluſh thy triumph and my ſhame, ] 
Abjure thoſe maxim; I ſo lately priz'd, 
And court that ſex I fooliſhly deſpis d, | 
Own thou haſt ſoſten d my obdurate mind, F 
And thus reveng'd the wrongs of wemankind ; | 
Loſt were my words, and fruitleſs all my pain, 
In vain to tell thee, all I write in vain, 
My humble fighs ſhall only reach thy cars, ' 
And all my cloquence ſhall be my tears. 

And now (for more 1 never muſt p 
Hear me not as thy lover, but thy friend; 
Thouſands will fain thy little heart cnſnare, 
For without danger none like thee are fair ; 
But wiſely chooſe who beſt deſerves thy flame, 
So ſhall the choice ĩtſelf become thy fame; 
Nor yet deſpiſe, though void of winning art, 
The plain and honeſt courtſhip of the heart: 
The ſxilſul tongue in love's perſuaſive lore, 
Though leſs it feels, will pleaſe and flatter more, 
And, meanly learned in that guilty trade, 
Can long abuſe a fond, unthinking maid. 
And ſince their lips, ſo knowing to deceive, 
Thy unexperienc'd youth might ſoon believe ; 
And fince their tears, in falſe ſubmiſſion dreſt, 
Might thaw thc icy coldneſs of thy breaſt ; 
O ! ſhut thine eyes to ſuch deceitful wee : 
Caught by the beauty of thy outward ſhow, 
Like me they do not love, whate*cr they ſcem, 
Like me—with paſſion ſounded on eiteem. 


PROLOGUE 
TO LILLO's ELMERICK. 

O labour'd ſcenes to-night adorn our ftage, 

Lillo's plain ſenſe would here the heart en- 

gage. x 

He knew no art, no rule; but warmly thought * 
From paſſiou's force, and, as he felt, he wrote. BH 
His Barnwell once no critic's teſt could bear, 
Yet from each eye {lill draws the natural tear. 
With generous candour hear his lateſt trains, | 
And let kind pity ſhelter his remains. J 
Depreſt by want, afflicted by diſeaſe, 
Dying he wrote, and dying wiſh'd to pleaſe. 
Oh, may that wiſh be now humanely paid, 


_ E —— 9 


| And no harſh critic vex his gentle ſhade. 


"Tis yours his unſu 
And bid one laur 


orted fame to ſave, 
grace his humble grave. 
SQMERVILE's | 


For this what darling ſon ſhall feel thy fire, 


From him, ye Britiſh youths, a vigorous race, 
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SOMERVIL 


E's POEMS. 


To WILLIAM SOMERVILE, E. 


ON ulis FOEM CALLED 


THE CHACE. 
. to 
ame, 


And honours due todeathleſs merit claimm 
Toa weak Mauſe a kind indulgence lend, 
Fond with juſt praiſe your labours to commend, 
And tell the world that Somervile's her ſriend. 
Her incenſe guiltleſs of the forms of art 
Breathes all the huntſman's honeſty of heart; 
Whoſe fancy till the pleaſing ſcene retains | 
Df Edric's villa, and Ardenna's plains : 

oys, which from change ſuperior charms receiv'd, 

e horn hoarſe ſounding by the lyre reliev'd : 
When the day crown'd with rural chaſte delight, 
Reſigns obſcquious to the feſtive night; 
The feſtive night awakes th' harmonious lay, 
And in ſweet verſe recounts the triumphs of the 

day. 
strange that the Britiſa Muſe ſhould leave fo 
long, 

The Chace: the ſport of Britain's kings, unſung ! 
Dittinguifh'd land! by Heaven indulg'd to breed 
The ſtout, ſagacious hound, and generous ſteed; 
In vain ! while yet no bard adorn'd our iſle, | 
Io celebrate the glorious ſyivan toil. 


God of th* unerring bow, and tuneful lyre ? 
Our yows are heard—Artend, ye vocal throng, | 
Somervile meditates th* adventurous ſong. | 
Rold to attempt, and happy to excel, 

His numerous verſe the huntſman's art ſhall tell. 


| 
| 
Imbibe the various ſcience of the chace ; | 
And while the wcll-plann'd ſyſtem you admire, | 
Know Brunſwick only could the work inſpire ; 
A Georgick Muſe awaits Auguſt an days, 
And Semerviles will fing, when Fredericks give 


the bays, 
| | JOHN NIXON. 


TO THE AUTHOR OF 


THE CHACE. 
NCE more, my friend, I touch the trembling 


lyre, 


And in my boſom ſeel poetic fire. 

For thee 1 quit the law's wore rugged ways, 

To pay my humble tribute to thy lays. 

What, though | daily turn each learned ſage, 
And labour through the uncnlighten'd page: 
Wak'd by thy lines, the borrow'd flames 1 feel, 


Thy genius in ſuch colours paints the chace, 
The real to fictitious joys give place. 


When the wild muſic charms my raviſh'd ear, 


How dull, how taſteleſe Handel's notes appear 


 Ev'n Farinelli's ſelf the palm reſigns, 


He yields—but to the muſick of thy lines. 
if friends to can yet be found ; 

Who without bluſhing ſenſe prefer to ſound ; 
Then let this ſoft, this ſoul-enfeebling band, 
Theſe warbling minſtrels, quit the beggar'd lands 
They but a momentary joy umpart, 

Tis you, who touch the ſoul, and warm the hearts 
How tempting do thy ſylvan ſports appear ! 
Ev'n wild ambition might vouchſafe an ear, 
Might her fond luſt of power a while compoſe, 
And gladly change it for thy ſweet repoſe. 

No fierce, unruly ſenates, threaten here, e 


= axe, uo ſcaffold, to the -N 

o envy, diſa intment, ir. 

Here, bleſt vieiſiende, whene'er Dre 
You ſtep from exerciſe to learned eaſe: 

Turn oer each claſſic page, cach beauty trace, 

| The mind unwearied in the pleaſing chace. 

Oh! would kind Heaven ſuch happineſs beſtow, 
Let fools, let knaves, be maſters here below. 
Grandeur and place, thoſe baits to catch the wiſe, 
And all their pageant train, I pity and deſpiſe. 

| J. TRACY, 


_ 


THE CHACE. 
BOOK I. 
THE ARGUMENT. 


The ſubje& propoſed. Addreſs to his Royal High- 
neſs the Prince. The origin of hunting. The 
rude and unpoliſhed manner of the firſt hun- 
ters. Beaſts at firſt hunted for food and ſacri- 
fice, The grant made by God to man of the 
beaſts, &c. The regular manner of hunting 
firtt brought into this iſland by the Normans.— 
The beſt hounds and beſt horſes bred here. 
The advantage of this cxerciſe co us, as iſlan- 
ders. Addreſs to gentlemen of eſtates. Situ- 

ation of the kennel and its ſeveral courts. Ihe 

diverſion ana employment of hounds in the 
kennel. The diſferent ſorts of hounds for cach 
different chace. Deſcription of a perfe& hound. 

Of ſizing and ſorting of hounds, the middle- 

ſized hound recommended. Of the large deep- 

mouthed hound for hunting the tag and otter. 

Of the lime- hound; their uſe on the borders of 

England and Scotland. A phyſical account of 

ſceuts. Of good and bad ſcenting days. A 

ſhort admonition to my brethren of the coup'es. 


As flints give fire when aided by the lieel. 
Though in ſulphureous clouds of ſmoke confin'd, 
4 hy rural ſcenes Ipring freſh into my mind. 


HE — ſing, Hounds, and their various 
r 


| And no leſs various uſe, O thou Great Prince 
| Whem 
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Deign thou to bear my bold, inſtructive ſong. 
While grateful citizens with pous ſhew, &5 
Rear the triumphal arch, rich with th' exploits 
Of thy illuſtrious houſe ; while virgins pave 
Thy way with fiowers, and, as the Royal Youth 
Paſſing they view, admire and ſigh in vain ; 
While crowded theatres, tov fondly proud 
Of their exotic minſ.rels, and ſhrill pipes, 
The price of manhood, hail thee with a ſong, 
And airs ſoft-warbling ; my hoarſe-ſounding horn 
Invites thee to the Chace, the ſport of kings ; 
Image of war. without its guiit The Muſe 15 
Aloft on wing ſhall ſoar, conduct with cate 
Thy ſoaming courſer o cr the ſtecpy rock, 
Or on the river bank receive thee ſafe, 
, Light-bounding o'erthe wave from ſhore to ſhore. 
Ze thou our great protector, gracious Youth ! 20 
And if in future times, ſ me envious prince, 
Careleſs of right and guileful, ſhould invade 
Thy Britain's commerce, or ſhould ſtrive in vain 
To wrelt the balance from thy qual hand; 
The hunter-train, in chearful green array'd, 25 
( A band undaunted, and inur'd to toi!s) 
Shall compaſs thee around, die at thy feet, 
Or hew thy paſſage through th' embattled foe, 
And clear thy way to fame : inſpir d by thee 
The gobler chace of glory ſhall purſue 30 
hang and ſmoke, and blood, and ficlds of 


— 


Nature, in her productions flow, aſpires 
By juſt degrees to reach PerſeQion's height: 
So mimic Art works leiſurely, till Time 
Improve the piece, or wiſe Experience give 
The finiſhing. When Nimrod bold, 
That mighty hunter, firſt made war on beaſts, 
And ſtain'd the woodland green with purple dye, 
New, and unpoliſh d was the huntſman's art; 
No ſtated rule, his wanton will his guide. 40 
With clubs and ſtones, rude implements of war, 
He arm'd his ſavage bands, a multitude 
Untrain d; of twining ofiers form'd, they pitch 
Their artleſs toils, then range the deſert hills, 
And ſcower the plains below; the trembl...g herd 
Start at th unuſual ſound, and clamorous ſhout 
Unheard before ; ſurpriz'd alas! to find 
Man 4 "aa ſoc, whom erſt they deem'd their 

, 
But mild and gentle, and by whom as yet 
Secure they graz'd. Death ſtretches o'cr the plain 
Wide-waſting, and grim flaughter red with blood: 
Urg'd on by hunger keen, they wound, they kill, 
Their rage licentious knows no bound ; at laſt, 
inc umber d with their ſpoils, joyful they bear 
Upon their ſhoulders broad the bleeding prey. 35 
Part on their altais ſmoke a ſacrifice 
Tothat all-gracious power, whoſe bounteous hand 


35 


his wide creation; what remains | 


On living coals they broil, inclegant 
Of taſte, nor ſ{kill'd as yet in nicer arts 60 
of 'd luxury. Devotion pure, 
IS neceſſity, thus firſt began h 
The chace of beaſts : though bloody was the deed, 


| 


ol aue perfeQion. 
10 


* 


| 
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Yet without guilt. For the green herb alone 
Unequal to ſuſtain man's labouring race, 65 
Now cvery moving thing that liv d on earth 
Was granted him for food. So juſt is Heaven, 
To pive us in proportion to our wants. 

Or chance or induſlry in aſter- time 
Some ſew improvemcuts made, bur ſhort as yet 
In this ifle remote 
Our painted anceſtors were low to learn, 
To arms devote, of the politer arts 
Nor |1:1'd nor ſtudious; till from Neuſtria's coaſts 
ViRorious William, to more decent rule 75 
Subdu'd our Saxon fathers, taught to ſpeak 
The proper diale&t, with horn and voice 
To cheer the buſy hound, whole well-known cry 
His iſtening peers approve with joint acclaim. 
From him ſucceſive huntſmen learn'd to join 80 
In bloody ſocial teagues, the multitude 
Difpers'd, to ſize, to ſort their various tribes, 


To rear fed, hunt. and diſcipline the pack. 


Hail, happy Britain, highly favour'd iſle, 
And Heav'n's peculiar care to thee tis given '8; 
Co train the ſprightly ſtecd, more flect than thoſe 
Begot by winds, or the celeſtial br-ed 

hat bore the great Pelid=s through the preſs 
Of heroes arm'd, and broke their crowded ranks ; 
Which proudly neighing, with the ſun begins 90 
Chearful his courſe ? and ere his beams decline, 
Has meaſur'd half thy ſurſact unfatigu'd. 
In thee alone, fair land of liberty! 
ls bred the perſe & hound, in ſcent and ſpeed 
As yet unrival'd, while in other clin es 
Their virtue fails, a weak degenerate race. 
In vain. malignant teams and winter ſog: 
Loud the dull air, and hover round our coaſts, 
The huntſman ever gay, robuſt, and bold, 
Defies the noxious vapour, and confides 
In this Jdelightiul exer iſe, to raiſe 
His Grcoping herd, and chear his heart with joy. 
Ve vigorous youths, by ſmiling fortune bleſt 
With large demeſnes, hereditary wealth, 
Heap'd copious Ly your wiſe forefathers' care, 105 
Hear and attend! While I the means reveal 
[*cnj 'y thole pleaſures, for the weak too ſtrong, 
Too coltly for the poor. To rein the ftced 
dwift- ſtretchiug o'er the plain, to chear the pack 
Opening in contorts of harmonious joy, Ito 
But breathing death. What though the gripe ſevere 
Of brazen- ſiſted Time, and flow diſcaſe 
Creeping through every vein, and nerve unſtrung, 
Afflict my ſhattered frame, undaunted ill, 
Fix'd as a mountain aſh, that braves the bolts 115 
Of angry Jove; though blaſted, yet unfallen ; 
Still can my foul in Fancy's mirrour view 
Deeds glorious once, recal the joyous fcene 
In all its ſplendor- deck d, o'er the full bowl 
Recount y triumphs pait, urge others on 129 
With hand and voice. and point the winding way: 
Pleas d with that ſocial ſweet garrulity, 
The poor di manded veteran's ſole delight. 
-— Firſt let the Kennel be the huntiman's care, 
Upon ſome little cminence erect, 


95 


125 


Gen. clap iz. ver. 3. 


| Ant 


Ms. —_—_ 


LES. 2 


I 4.” —_— 


LESS. 2 


I 4 TT.” ou—_—_—— 


SOMERVILE's POEMS, 


And fronting to the ruddy dawn ; irs courts 

On either hand wide opening to receive 

The ſun's all-chearing beams, when mild he 
ſhines, 

And gilds the mountain tops. For much the 


ck 
(Rous's f rom their dark alcovcs) delight to ſtretch 
And baſk in his inv goratiug ray: 
Warn'd by the ſire-ming liglit and merry lark, 
Forth ruſh the joliy clan; with tuncſul throats 
They carol loud, and in gr nd chorus join'd 
Salute the new-born day. For not alone 
The vegetable world. but men and brutes 
Own his reviving influence, and joy | 
At his approach. Fountain of light! if chance 
Some envious cloud veil thy refulgent brow, 
In vain the Muſes aid; untouch'd. unſtrung, 140 
Lies my mute harp, aud thy deſponding bard 
Sits d.rkiy muſing o'er th' unfiniſh'd lay, 
Let no Corinthian Pillars prop the dome, 
A vain expencs, on charitable deeds 
Better diſpos'd, to clothe the tattcr'd wretch, 145 
Vl. o ſhrinks beneath the blaſt, to feed the poor 
Pinch'd with afflictive want: For vſc, not ſtate, 
Graceſully plain, let each apartment rife. 
O'er all let cleanlinels preſide. no ſcraps 
Beſtrew the pavement, and no ha:{-pick'd bones 
To kindle fierce debate, or to diſguſt 
That nicer ſenſe, on which the ſportſman's hope, 
And all his future triumphs, muſt depend. 
Soon as the prowhug pack with cager joy 
Have lapp'd their ſmoking viands, morn or eve, 
From the ſull ciſtern lead the ductile ſtreams, 
To waſh thy court well pav'd, nor ſpare thy 

1 | OY 

For much to health will cleanlineſs avail. 
Seck'ſt thou ſer huunds to climb the rocky fleep. 
And bruſh th entangled covert, whole nice ſcent 
O'er grealy fallows and frequ<nted roads 
Can pick the dubious way ? Baniſh far off 
Each noiſome ſtench, let no offenſive ſmell 
Invade thy wide incloſure, but admit 
The nitrous air and purifying brecze. 

Water and ſhade no leſs demand thy care: 
In a large ſquare th* adjacent fi-1d incloſe, 
There plant iu equal ranks the ſpreading elm, 
Or fragrant lime; moſt happy thy deſign, . 
If at the bottom of thy ſpacious court 170 
A large canal, fed by the cryſtal brook, | 
From irs tranſparent boſom ſhall reflc&t 
Downward thy ſtructure and inverted grove. 
Here when the ſun's ioo potent gleams annoy 
The crowded kennel, and the drooping pack, 175 
Reſileſs and faivt loll their unmoitten'd tongues, 
And drop their tccble tails, to cooler ſhades 
Lead _ the pauting tribe; ſoon ſhak thou 
The cordial breeze thrir ſainting hearts revive : 
Tumultuous ſoon they plunge into the ſtream, 
Ther: lave their recking ſides, with greedy joy 
GCulp down the flying wave, thi way aud that 
From ue to ſhure they ſwim. while clamour 

oud 


And wild uproar torments the troubled flood: 


135 


105 
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| 


| 


129 


Then on the ſunny bank they roll and ſtretch 185 
The r dripping lunbs, or elſe in wanton rings 
Courſing ar-wund, purſuing and purſued, 

The merry mult: tude Gifporting play. 

But here with watchiul and obſcrvant eye, 
Atrend their frolicks, which too oftcn end 199 
I: bloody broils and death. High o'er thy head 
Wave thy rcſounding whip, and with a voice 
Fierce-mer.acing, o'cr-rule the fern debate, 
And quench their kindling rage; for oft in ſport 
B-cur., combat enſucs, growling they ſnarl, 195 
Ihen on their haunches rear d, rampant they 

ſcize 
Fach otier's throats, with teeth and claws in gore 
Beſmear d, they wound, they rear, till on the 

ground, h 
| Panting, half dead the conquer'd champion lies: 
Then ſudden all the haſe ignoble crowd 200 
Loud-clamour:ng ſcize the helplels worried wreich 
And thirſting for his blood, dr: g diffcrent ways 
His mangled carcafe on th' enſanguined plain. 
O breaſts of pity void ! t' oppreis the weak. 
10 point your vengeance at the ſriendleſs head, 
And with one mutual cry inſult the fall'n ! 
Emblem too juſt of man's degencrate race. 

Others apart, by native initinct led, 

Knowing iuſtructor! *mong the ranker graſs 
Cuil each ſalubrious plant, ith bitter juice 210 
Concoctive ſtor d, and potent to allay 

Each vicious ferment. Thus the hand divine 

Of Providence, beneficent and kind 

Yo all his creatures, for the brutes preſcrib-s 

A ready remedy, and is himſcif 215 
Their great phyſician. Now grown ſtiff with a 
And many a painful chace, the wiſe old hound, 

\ Regardleſs of the frolick pack, attends 

His maſter's ſide, or flumbers at his caſe 

| Beneath the bending ſhade; there many a rin 
Runs o'er in dreams; now un the doubtful fo 


| Puzzles perplex'd, or doubles ntricate 


Cautious unſolds, then wing'd with all his ſpeed, 

| Bounds o'er the lawn to ſeize his panting prey : 

| And in impeꝛ ſect whimperings ſpeaks his joy. 225 
A different hound for every different hace 

Sclect with judgment; nor the timorous hare 

Q*ermatch'd deſtroy, but leave that vile offence 

To the mean, murderous, courling crew ; intent 

On blood and ſpoil. O blaſt their hopes, juſt 

Heaven! | 

And all their pai::ful drudgerics repay 

With d:{appointmeut and ievere remorſe. 

But huſbaud thou thy pleaſures, and give ſcope 

To all her ſubtle play: by nature led 

A thouſand ſhifrs ſhe tries; t' unravel theſe 233 

Th' mduſtrious beagle twiſts his waving tail, 

Through all her labyrinths purſues, and rings 

Her dol-ful knell. See there with countenance 

bliche, | | 

And with a courtly grin, the fawning hound 

Saluces thee cowering, his wide opening nuſe 240 

Upward he curl and his large No. lack eyes 

Mcit in {oft bl ugith: nents. and hum le joy; 

His gloſſy ſkin, vr yol;ow ped, or bluc, 

ln lights or ſhades by Nature's pencil drawn, 


| Reflects 


180 


Reflect the various tints; his ears and legs 245 
Fleck'r here and there, in gay enamel'd pride, 
Rival the ſpeckled pard ; his ruſh- grow n tail 
Ober his broad back bends in an ample arch; 

On ſhoulders clean, upright and firm he ſtands ; 


And his low cheſt, confeſs his ſpeed, | 
His ſtrength, his wind, or on the ſteepy hill, 
Or far- extended plain; in every part 
So well proportion'd, that the nicer ſxill 
Of Phidias himſelf can't blame thy choice. 255 
Of ſuch compoſe thy pack. But here a mean 
Obſerve, nor the large hound prefer, of ſize 
Gigantick ; he in the thick-woven covert | 
Painfully tugs, or in the thorny brake 
Torn and embarraſs'd bleeds : But if too ſmall, 
= pigany brood in every furrow ſwims; 
oil'd in wing clay, panting th | 
— 8 eo ens © 
Benumb'd and faint beneath the ſheltering thorn. 
For hounds of middle ſize, active and ſtrong, 265 
Will better anſwer all thy various ends. ; 
And crown thy pleaſing labours with ſucceſs, | 
As ſome brave captain, curious and exact, 
By his fix'd ſtandard forms in equal ranks © 
His gay battalien, as one man they move 270 
Ktep after ſtep, their ſize the ſame, their arms | 
Far-gleaming, dart the ſame united blaze : 
Reviewing generals his merit own ; 
— oe 171 And all his cares 
Are w id, if mi George approve. 2 
— thou thy if honour touch "y 
y generous ſoul, and the world's juſt applauſe. 
But a take heed, nor mix thy hounds | 
Of different kinds; diſcordant ſounds ſhall grate 
cm—_ offended,” and a lagging line 280 
ing curs diſgrace thy broken-pack. | 
But if th' amphibious otter be thy chace, | 
| 


Or lately ſtag, that o'cr the woodland reigns ; 
Or if the harmonious thunder of the field 
Delight thy raviſh'd cars, the deep-flew'd hound 
Brecd up with care, ſtrong, heavy, flow, but ſure; | 
cad | 
Shall ſweep the morning dew, whoſe clanging 
voice | - 
Awake the mountain echo in her cell. | 
| And ſhake the foreſts : The bold Talbot kind 290 | 
Of theſc the prime ; as white as Alpine now; 
And great their uſe of old. Upon the banks 
of why = flow winding tkrongh the vale, the 


Of war and rapine once, ere Britons knew | 
The ſweets of peace, or Anna's dread commands 
To laſting leagues the haughty rivals aw'd, | 
There ot pilfering race; well train'd and 
a a 

In all the myſteries of theſt ; the ſpoil 

I beir only lubſtance, feuds and war their ſport : 

| Not more expert in every fraudſul art 300 
Th' arch * felon was of old, who by the tail 
Drew back his lowing prize: in vain bis wiles, | 


| 
| 
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In yain the ſhelter of the covering rock, 

In vain the ſooty cloud, and ruddy flames 

That iſſued from his mouth; for ſoon he paid 
His forſeit life : a debt how juſtly due 

To d Alcides. and avenging Heaven! 
Veil'd in the ſhades of night they ford the ſtream, 
Then prowling far and ncar, whate'er they ſeize 
Becomes their prey; nor flocks nor herds are ſafe, 
Nor ſtalls protect the ſteer, nor ſtrong-barr's 


Secure the favourite horſe. Soon as the morn 
Reveals his wrongs, with ghaſtly vifage wan 
The plunder'd owner ſtands, and from his lips 
A thouſand thronging curſcs burſt their way: 
He calls his ſtout allics, and in a line 


| His faithful hound he leads, then with a voice 


That utters loud his rage, attentive chears : 

Soon the ſagacious brute, his curling tail 
Flouriſh'd in air, low bending plies around 3206 
His buſy noſe, the ſleaming vapour ſnuffs 
Inquiſitive, nor leaves one tw. untried, 

Till, conſcious of the recent ſtains, his heart 
Beats quick; his ſnuffling noſe, his active tail, 
Arteſt his joy ; then with deep opening mouth, 
That makes the welkin tremble, he proclaims 
Th* audacious felon ; foot by foot he marks 

His winding way, while all the liſtening crowd 
Applaud his reaſonings. Oer the watery ford, 
Dry ſandy heaths, and ſtony barren hills, 3:0 
Ober beaten paths, with men and beaſts diſtaiu d, 
Unerring he purſues ; till at the cot 

Arriv'd, and ſeizing by his guilty throat 

The caitif vile, redeems the captive prey : 


So exquiſitely delicate his ſenſe ! 335 
Should ſome more curious ſportſman here en 
quire 


Whence this ſagacity, this wondrous power 

Of tracing ſtep by ſtep, or man or brute ? 

What guide inviſible points out their way, 

O'er the dark marſh, bleak hill, and ſandy plain? 
The courteous Muſe ſhall the dark cauſe reveal. 
The blood that from the heart inceflant rolls 
In many a crimſon tide, then here and there 

In ſmaller rills diſparted, as it flows 

Propell'd, the ſerous particics evade 345 
'Th th* open pores, and with the ambient 
ES air | 
Entangling mix. As fuming vapours riſe, 

And hang upon the gently purling brock, 

There by th' incumbent atmoſphere compreſs d. 
The panting chace grows warmer as he flics, 350 
And through the n=t-work of the ſkin perſpires; 
Leaves a long-ſtreaming trail behind. which by 
The cooler air condens'd, remains, unleſs 
By ſome rude ſtorm diſpers d, or rarified 
By the meridian ſun's intcuſer heat. 

To every ſhrub the warm effluvia cling, 

| Hang on the graſs, impregnate earth and ſkies, 
Wich noſtrils ſpreading wide o'er hill, o'er dale 
The vigorous hounds purſue, with every breath 
Inhale the grateful Ream, quick pleaſures ſting 
Their tingling nerves, while they their thanks 
| re pay, 


355 


* Cacus, Virg. En. lib. vit. 
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| Andin triumphant melody conſeſe 
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The titillating joy. Thus on the air ; | 
Depend the hunter s hopes. When ruddy ſtreaks 
At eve ſorebode a bluſtering ſtormy day, 365 
Or lowering clouds blacken the mountain's brow, 
When nipping froſts, and the keen biting blaſt« 
Of the dry parching eaſt, menace the trees 
With tender bloſſoms teemirg, kindly ſpare 
Thy flecping pack, in their warm beds of ſtraw 
Low-finking at their eaſe ; liſtleſs they ſhrink 
Into ſome dark receſs, nor hear thy voice 
Though oft invok'd ; or haply if thy call 
Rouſe up the Numbering tribe, with heavy eyes 
Glaz'd, lifcleſs, dull, downward they drop then 
tails 375 
Inverted ; hiv on their bent backs erect 
7] heir pointed v riſtles ſtare. or mong the tufts 
Of ranker weeds, each ſtomach- healing plant 
Curious they crop, fick, ſpiritleſs, forlorn. 
Theſe inauſpicious days, on other cares 380 
Employ thy precious hours; th' improving friend 
With open arms embrace, and from his lips 
Glean ſcience, ſeaſon'd with good-natur'd wit. 
But if th* inclement ſkies and angry Jove 
Forbid the pleaſing intercourſe, thy books 385 
Invite thy ready hand, each ſacred page 
Rich with the wiſe remarks of heroes old. 
Converſe familiar with th' illuſtrious dead; 
With great examples of ol! Greece or Rome, 
Enlarge thy free-born heart, and bleſs kind Hea- 
ws 390 
That Britain yet enjoys dear Liberty, 
That balm of life, — ſweeteſt bleſſing, cheap 
Though purchas'd with our blood. Well-bred, 


polite, 

Credit thy calling. See ! how mean, how low, 
The booklcſs ſauntering youth, proud of the ſcut 
That dignifies his cap, his flouriſh'd belt, 

And ruſty couples gingling by his fide. — 
Be thou of other mold; and know that ſuch 
Tranſpotting pleaſures were by Heaven ordain'd 
Wiſdom's relief, and Virtue s great reward. 400 


| 
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BOOK II. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


Of the power of inſtinct in brutes. Two remark- 
able inſtances in the hunting of the roebuck, 
and in the hare going to ſeat in the morning. 
Of the variety of ſeats or ſorms of the hare, 
according to the change of the ſcaſon, weather, 
or wind. Deſcription of the hare hunting in 
all its parts, interſperſed with rules to be ob- 
ſerved by thoſe who follow that chace. Tranſi- 
tion to the Aſiatick way of hunting, particu- 
larly the magnificent manner of the Great 
Mogul, and other Tartarian princes, taken 
from Monficur Bernier, and the hiſtory of 
Gengiſkan the Great. Concludes with a ſhort 
reproof of tyrants and opprefſors of mankind. 


OR will it leſs delight th' attentive ſage 
T' obſerve that luſtinet, which unerring 
guide: | 
Vol. V. 


To chuſe her ſoft abode : Wich ſtep revers'd 


| Their moving 


131 
The brutal race, which mimicks reaſon's lore, 


Loiters at "aſe before the driving pack 3 
And mocks their vain purſuit, nor far he flies, 
But checks his ardour, till the ſteamin e ſcent 
That freſhens on the blade, provokes their rage. 
Urg'd to their ſpeed, his weak deludcd ſoes 
Soon flag fatigued ; ſtrain'd to exceſ« each nerve, 
Each flacken'd ſinew fails; they pant, they foam; 
Then o'er the lawn he bounds, o'er the high hills 
Stretches ſecure, and leaves the ſcatter'd crowd 
To puzzle in the diſtant vale below. 

Tis inſti: that direQs the jealous hare Is 


She forms the doubling maze ; then, ere the morn 
8 CI leaps to her cloſe re- 


As wandering ſhepherds on th* Arabian plains 
No fettied reſidence obſcrve,*but ſhift 20 
now, on ſome cooler hill 
With cedars crown'd, court the refreſhing breeze; 
And then, below, where trickling ſtreams diſtil 
From ſome penurious ſource, their thirſt allay, 
And feed thcir fainting flocks : So the wiſe hates 
Oft quit their ſeats, leſt ſome more curious eye 
Should mark their haunts, aud by dark trrache- 

rous wiles 
Plot their deſtruction; or perchance in hopes 
Of plenteous forage, near the ranker mead, 
Or matted blade, wary and cloſe they fit. 30 
When ffring ſhines forth, ſcaſon of ove and joy, 
In the moiſt marſh, mong beds of ruſhes hid, 
They cool their boiling blood: When ſummer 
ſuns 


Bake the cleft earth, to thick wide-waving ficlds 
Of corn full-grown, they led their helpl. ſs young: 
But when autumnal torrents and fierce rains 
Deluge the vale, in the dry crumbling dank 
Their forms they delve, and cautiouſly avoid 
The dripping covert : Yet when winter's cold 
Their limbs benumbs, thither with ſpeed return'd 
In the long graſs they ſkulk, or ſkrinking creep 
Among the wither'd leaves, thus changing ſtill, 
As fancy prompts them, or as food invites. 
Bur every ſeaſon careſully obſcrv'd, 

Th' inconſt ant winds, the fickle clement, 
The wiſe experienc'd hunt i man ſoon may find 
His ſubtle, various game, nor waſte in vain 
His tedious hours, till his impatient hounds. 
W ith diſappointment vex d, each ſpringing lark 
Babbling purſue, far ſcatter d o'er the fields. 30 


Now golden Autumn from her open y 
Her ſragrant bounties ſhowers; the fields are 


ſhoru; 
Inwardly ſmiling, the proud ſarmer views 
The riſing pyramids that grace his yerd, 
And counts his large increaſe; his barns are or d 
And groaning ſtaddles bend beneath their load. 
All now is free as air, and the gay pack 
In the rough briſt'y ſtubbles ropge unbiam'd; 
Not widow' tcars o'erflow, no ſecret curſe 
Swells in the ſarmer's breaſt, Which his pale lips 
Trembling conceal, by his ficrce landlord aw'd : 
But courteous now he levels every fence, 


8 J<ins 


45 
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232 


Joins in the common cry, and halloos loud, 
Charm'd with the rattling thunder of the field. 
Oh bear me, ſome kind power inviſible 65 
To that extended lawn, where the gay court 
View the ſwift racers ſtretching to the goal ; 
Games more renown'd, and a far nobler train, 
Than proud Elean fields could hoaſt of old. 

Oh! were a Theban lyre not wanting here, 70 
And Pindar's voice to do their merit right ! 

Or to thoſe ſpacious plains, where 


firain'd 
eye 
In the wide proſpect Joſt, beholds at laſt 
Sarum's proud ſpire, that o'er the hills aſcends, 
Ard pierces through the clouds. Or to thy 
downs, 


75 

Fair —_ where the well-breath'd beagle 
eli 

With matchleſs ſpeed, thy green aſpiring brow, 


} 


Rejoic'd | ſee thy purple mantle ſpread 


80 
U'er half the ſkies, gems pave thy radient way, 


And orient pearls from ſhrub depend. 
Farewel, Cleora ; here deep ſunk in down 
Slumber ſecure, with happy dreams amus'd, 
Till ſteams ſhall tempt thee to receive 85 
Thy early meal, or thy officious maids, 
The toilet plac'd ſhall urge thee to perform 
Th'im t work. Me cther joys invi 
The horn ſonorous calls, the awak'd 

Yo 90 
My courſer hears their voice: ſee there, with 


cars 
And tail erect, neighing he paws the ground; 
Fierce rapture kindles in his reddening eyes, 
And boils in every vein. As captive boys 
Cow'd by the ruling rod and haughty frowns 95 
Of pedagogues fevers, from their hard taſks 
If once diſmiſs'd, no limits can contain 
The tumult rais'd within their lirtle 
But give a looſe to all their frolick play : 
do from their kennel ruſh the joyous pack ; 
A thouſand wanton gaietics expreſs 
+ Their inward extaſy, their pleaſing ſport 
Once more indulg'd, and — reſtor d. 
The riſing ſun, that o'er th* horizon 
As many colours from their gloſſy ſkins 
Beaming reflects, as paint the various bow 
When April ſhowers deſcend. Delightful ſcene ! 
Where all around is gay, men, horſcs, dogs, 
And in each ſmiling countcuance appears 
Freſh blooming health, and univerſal! joy. 110 


R 


pa 

Submiſs attend, hear with reſpect thy whip 
Loud-clanging, and thy harſher voice obey : 
Spare not the ſtraggling cur that wildly roves ; 
But let thy briſk aſſiſtant on his beck 115 
Imprint thy juſt reſentments ; let each laſh 
Bite to the quick, till howling he return, 
And whiuing creep amid the trembling crowd. 
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o her known mew ſhe flies! Here, huntſmas, 


* 


| Here, on this verdant hoe, where Natur 


| Aﬀords the wandering bares a rich repaſt ; 


Throw off thy ready pack. Sce, where they 


ſpread, 
And range around, and daſh the glittering dew. 
if ſome ſtaunch hound, with his authentic voice, 
Avow the recent trail, the juſtling tribe 
Attend his call, then with one mutual cry, 


| The welcome news confirm, and echoing hills 


Repeat the pleaſing tale. See how they thread 
The brakes, and up yon furrow drive along ! 130 
But quick they back recoil, and wiſcly check 
Their eager haſte ; then o'ct the fallow'( 


ground 
How leiſurely they work, and many a pauſe 
Th' harmonious concert breaks; till more a 


ſur'd 
With joy redoubled the low vallies ring. 17 
What artful labyrinths their way ! 
Ah! there ſhe lies ; how cloſe ! ſhe pants, ſhe | 
doubts 


If now ſhe lives; the trembles as the fits, | 
With horror ſeiz d. The wicher' d graſs that 


c 
e 149 
Almoſt deceiv'd my fight, had not her eyes 
With life full-beaming her vain wiles betray'd. 
At diſtance draw thy pack, let all be huſh'd, 

No clamour loud, no frantic joy be heard, 
Leſt the wild hound run gadding o'er the plain 
UntraQtable, nor hear thy chiding voice. 
Now gently put her off; ſee how direct 


bring 
(But without hurry) all thy jolly hounds, | 
And lay them in. How low they ſtoop, 
And ſeem the plough the ground! then all ut } 
once 
With greedy noftrils ſnuff the fuming ſteam 
That glads their fluttering hearts. As winds let 
looſe 
From the dark caverns of thy Sang Go 
They burſt away, and ſweep dewy lawn. 155 
Hope gives them wings while ſhe's ſpurr'd on by 


car. | 
r ge ons dogs, hills, rocks, ad | 


w ; 

i RE 
youths. p 

8tripp'd for the chace, give all your ſouls 1 


Joy ! 
Sec how their courſers, than the mountain roe | 
More fleet, the verdant carpet ſkim, thick cloud 
Snorting they treathe, their ſhining hooſs ſcarce | 


t 
The at's ; with emulation fir'd 4 
They ſtrain to lead the field, top the barr'd gate, 
O'er the deep ditch exulting bound, and bruſh 
The thotrny-twining hedge : The riders _ 


*. 


, 
6) 


— 


turns 

Indulge their ſpeed, or moderate their rage. 

Where are their ſerrows, diſa wrongs, 
all are gong, 
ſar behind. 
in wide rings 

| „ in the ſame round 

Perſiſting ſtill, ſhe'll foil the beaten track. 
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oer their arch'd necks ; with Ready hands, by | 


But if ſhe fly, and with the favouring wind 57; 
Urge her bold courſe ; lefs intricate thy taſk : 
Puſh on thy pack. Like ſome poor exil'd wretch 
The frighted chace leaves her late dear abodes, 
O'er plains remote ſhe ſtretches ſar away, 
Ah! never to return ! For greedy Death 180 
Hovering exults, ſecure to ſcize his prey. g 
Hark ! from. yon covert, where thoſe towering 
oaks 


Above the — 2 riſe, 

What glorious tri $ in every 

Upon our raviih'd ears ! The hunters ſhout, 185 

Ihe clanging horas ſwell their ſweet- winding 
notes 


With various melody; from tree to tree 

The propagated cry redoubling bounds, 

And winged zephyrs waft the floating joy 190 

Through all the regions near: afflitive birch | 

No more the ſchool-boy dreads, his priſon broke, 

Scampering he flies, nor heeds his maſter's call; 

The weary traveller forgets his road, 

And — th' adjacent hill; the. ploughman 
caves 

Th' unfiniſhed furrow ; nor his bleating flocks. 

Are now the ſhepherd's joy ! men, boys, and girls, 

Deſert th* unpeopled vi ; and wild crowds 

Spread o'er the plain, by the ſweet frenzy ſeiz d. 

Look, how ſhe pants! and o'er yon opening 

Slips glancing by! while, at the further end, 

The puzzling pack unravel wile by wile, - 

Maze within maze. The covert's utmoſt bound. 

Slily ſhe ſkirts ; behind them cautious creeps 

And in that very track, ſo lately ſtain'd 

By all the ſteaming crowd, ſeems to purſue 

The foe ſhe flies. Let cavillers deny 

That brutes have reaſon ; ſure tis ſomething more, 

lis Heaven direQs, and ſtratagems inſpires 

Beyond the ſhort extent of human thought. 210 

But hold—1 ſee her from the covert break; 

Sad on yon little eminence crc, 

Intent ſhe liftens with one ear erect, 

Pondering, and doubtful what, new courſe to take, 

And how t' eſcape the fierce blood-thirſty crew, 

That ſtill urge on, and till in vollies loud 

Inſult her woes, and mock her ſore diſtreſs. 

As now 1n louder peals the loaded winds 

Bring on the gathering ſturm, her fears prevail, 

And o'er the plain, and o'er the mountain's 

220 
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ge, 

Away ſhe flies: nor ſhips with wind and tide, 
And all their canvaſs wings, ſcud half ſo faſt. 
Once more, ye jovial train, your cou , 
And cach clean courſer's ſpeed We * 
In pleaſing hurry and confuũon toſi; 


225 


ac. 
* 
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Oblivion to be wiſh' d. The patient 

Hang on the ſcent unweary'd, up they climb, 
And ardent we purſue ; our labouring ſteeds 

We preſs, we gore; till once the ſummit gain'd, 
Painfully panting ; there we breathe a while ; 230 
Then, like a foaming torrent, pouring down 
Precipitant, we ſmoke along the vale. 

Happy the man who with unrival'd ſpeed 

Can paſs his fellows, and with pleaſure view 

The ſtruggling pack ; how in the rapid courſe, 
Alternate they preſide, and joſtli 
To guide the dubious ſcent ; 


How, niggard of his ſtrength, the wiſe old hound 
Hang; in the rear, till ſome important po.nt 240 
Rouſe all his diligence, er till the chace 

Sinking he finds : — to the head he ſprings 
With thirſt of glory fir'd, and wins the pri 
Huntſman, take heed, they ſtop in full career 
Yon crowding flocks that at a diſtance gaze, 245 
Have haply foil'd the turf. Sec! that oll hound, 
How bulily he works, but dares not trutt 
His doubtful ſenſe ; draw yet a wider ring. 
Hark ! now again the chorus fills. As bells, 
Sally'd a while, at once their peal renew, 
And high in air the tuneſul thunder rolls. 
See, how they toſs, with animated rage 
Recovering all they Joſt !—Fhat cager haſte 
Some dovbling wile forcſhows.—Ah ! yet once 
more 


They're check'd,—hald back with ſpecd—or: eĩ- 
ther hand 


255 
They flouriſh round—ev'n yet — Tis right, 
Away they ſpring : the ruſtling ſtubbles bend 

the driving ſtorm. Now the poor chace 
Begins to flag, to her laſt ſhifts reduc'd. 
From brake to brake ſhe flies, and vilſi's all 260 
Her well-known haunts, where once ſhe rang'd 
ſec 


ure, 
With love and plenty bleſt. Sec! there ſhe goes, 
She reels along, and by her gait betrays 
Her inward weakneſs. Sce, how black the looks ! 
The ſweat, that clogs th* obſtruted pores, ſcarce 
leaves 265 

A lane uid ſcent. And now in open view 
Sce, ſee, ſhe flies? each eager hound exerts 
His utmoſt ſpecd, and ſtretches every nerve. 
How quick ſhe turns! their gaping jawseiudes, 
And yet a moment lives; till, round inclos'd 270 
By all the greedy pack, with infant ſcreams 
She yields her breath, and there reluctant dies. 
So when the furious Bacchanals afſail'd 
Threician Orpheus, poor ill-fated bard ! 
Loud was the cry; hills, woods, and Hebrus' banks 
Return'd their clamorous rage; diſtreſs'd he flies, 
Shifting ſrom place to place, but flies in vain ; 
For eager they purſue, till panting, faint, 
By noiſy multitudes o'crpowered, he ſinks 
To the relentleſs crowd a bleeding prey. 

The huntſman now, a deep inciſion made, 
Shakes out with hands impure, and daſhes down 
Her recking entrails and yer quivering heart. 
Theſe claim the pack, the bioody perquiſite 

32 | 


250. 
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For all their toils. Stretch'd on the ground ſhe lies 

A mangled corſe ; in her dim glaring eyes 

Cold death exults, and Niiffens every limb. | 

Aw'd by the threatening whip, the furious hounds 

Around her bay; or at their maſter's foot. 

Each — Ay ereqpon his kind applauſe, 

With humble adulation cowering low. 

All now is joy. With checks full-'lown they wind 
Her ſ\.lemn dirge, while the loud opening pack 
The coucert ſwell, and hills and dales return 

The fadly- x ſounds. Thus the poor hare, | 
A puny, daſtard animal, but vers'd 
In ſubtle wiles, diver:s the youthful train. 

But if thy proud, aſpiring ſoul diſdains 

So mean a prey, delighted with the 

Magnificence, and grandeur of the chace ; 300 
Hear what the Mule from faithful records ings. 


V hy on the banks of Indian ſtream, 
Line within ine riſe the pavilions proud, 


Their filken ſtreamers war ing in the wind? 
Why neighs the wartior horſe? From tent to 
tent, 


305 
Why preſs in crouds the buzzing multitude ? 
Why ſhines the poliſh'd helm, and printed lance, 
This way and that far beaming o'er the plain ? 
iſapour nur Gulcon<a rebel; 


Nor V 
Nor — — Sophy, with his numerous hoſt, 310 
Lays the provinces ;, nor glury fires - | 
To rob, and to deſtroy, bencath the name 
And ſpecious guiſe of war. A nobler cauſe 
Calls Aurengzcbe to arms. No cities fack' d. 
No mother's tears, no helpleſs orphan's cries, 375 
No violated leagues, with ſharp remorie ' 
Shall ſting the conſcious victor: but inankind 
Shall hail him good an juſt. For tis on beaſts, 
He draws his vengeful ſword ! on beaſts of prey · | 
4 Full-fed with human gore Sce, ſee, he comes 
Imperial De:hi, opening wide her gates, 
Pours out her thronging legions, bright in arms, 
And all the pomp of war. Before them ſound 
Clarions and trumpets, breathing martial airs, © 
And bold defiance. High upon his throne, 325 
Rorne on the back of his proud elephant, | 
Sits the great chief of Tamur's glorious race : 
Sublime he fits, amid the radiant blaze ; 
Of gems and gold. Omrahs about him crewd, 
And rew th* Arabian ſtecd, and wat; h his nod: 
And potent Rajahs, who themſelves preſide + 
O'er realms of wide extent; but here ſubmiſs 
Their homage pay, alternate kings and flaves. 
Next theſe, with prying cunuchs girt around, 
The {air ſultanas of his court: a troop. 
Of chuſen beauties, but with care conccal'd 
From each intruſive eye; one look is death. 
Ah cruel Eaſtern law! (had kings a power 
But equal to their wild tyrannic will) - 
To rob us of the ſuu's aring ray, 340 
Were leſs ſevere. The vulgar cloſe the march, 
Slaves and artificers ; and Delhi mourns 
Her empty and depopulated ſtreets. | 
Now at the camp arriv'd with ſtern review, | 
Through groves of ſpears, from file to file he 
darts 345 


1 


335 


His ſharp experienc'd eye; their order marks, 
Each in his ſtatiou rang d, exact and firms 


Inquiſitive; ſtrong dogs, that match in fight 
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Till in the boundleſs line his fight is loft. 

Not greater multitudes in arms appear d | 
On theſe extended plains, when Ammon's ſon 356 
With mighty Porus in dread hattle join'd, 

The vaſſal world the prize. Nor was that hoſt 
More numerous of old, which the great king * 
Pour d out on Greece from all th* unpeopled 


Eaſt ; 
That bridg'd the from ſhore to ſhore, 
And drank the rivers dr) Mean while iz troops 
The buſy hunter train mark out the ground. 
A wide circumference ; full many « lcague 
In compaſs round ; woods, es, Ul and 
plains. ? 
provinces; enough to gratify 
rem, of air higheſt aim, could reaſon bound Er 
an's crring will. Now fit in cloſe divan 
he mighty chicfs of this prodigious hoſt. 
He from the throne hi inent preſides, 
Gives out his mandatcs proud, laws of the chace, 
From ancient records drawn. With reverence 


low, | | 
And proftrare at his feet, the chiefs receive 
His irreverſible decrees, from which - 
T6 vary is to die. Then his brave bands 
Each to his tation leads; epcampin- round, 370 
Till the wide circle is compleatly for:n'd. 2 
Were de en. order re igus. What theſe command, 
Thoſe exccute with ſpeed, and punctual care ; 
In all che ſtricteſt diſcipline of ar 
As if ſome watchſul oe, with bold inſult, 375 
Hung lowering o er their camp. The high reſolve 
Thar flies on wings through ali th' encircling hne. 


z 
* 


| 
| 
| 


4 . 


ach motion ſtecrs, and animates the Whole. 


So by the ſun's attractive power coatroll'd, 
he planets in their ſphercs roll round his orb: 
Ou all he ſhines, and rules the machine. 


ekre yet the morn diſpels the flecting miſts, 


The ſignal given by the loud trumpet's voice, 
Naw high in air th' imperial ſtaudard waves, 
Emblauzou'd rich with gol, and gl:ttering gems 3 \ 
And like « ſheet of fire, through the dun gioom +: 
Streaming meteorous.. The ſoldiers“ ſhouts, - - 
And all the brazen inſtrument» of war, 
With mutual clamour, and united diu | 
Fill the large concave. While from to camp | 
They catch the varied ſounds, floating in air, | 
Round all the wide circumference, tigers fell 
Shrink ait the noiſe, deep in his gloomy den 
The lion Barts, and morſcls yet unchew'd 
p from his trembling jaws. : Now all at once 
Onward they march embattled, to the ſound 
Of martial harmony; fifes, corners, drums, 
That rouſe the flecpy ſoul to arms and bold 
Heroic deeds. In here and there 
Detach'd o'er hill and dale, the hunters range 


/ | 


The boldeil brute, around their maſters wait, 

S guard. No haunt unſcazch'd, they 
„ t 

From every covert, and from every den, 

The lurking ſavages. luceſſant ſhouts 405 


* 


og. * 


#* Xerxet 


— — 
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Gleam from the mountain tops; the foreſt ſeems 
One mingling blaze: like flocks of ſheep they fly, 
Before the flaming brand: fierce lions, pards, 
Boars, tigers, bears and wolves ; a dreadful crew 
Of grim blood-thirſty focs : growling along 
They talk indignant ; but fierce vengeance ſtill 
Hangs pealing on their rear, and pointed ſpears 
Preſent immediate death. Soon as the night 
Wrapt in her ſable veil forbids the chace, 413 
They pitch their tents, in even ranks, around 
The circling camp. The n 
At proper diltances aſcending riſe, | 
And paint th' horizon with their reddy light. 
So round ſome iſland's ſhore of large extent, 
Amid the gloomy — 
Seem all one flame, and the bright circuit wide 
a bulwack of furrounding fire. 3 
What dreadful howlings, and what hideous roar, 
Diſturb thoſe 
That the night ha. chear'd theliſtening groves 
With ſweet complainings. 'Throu. h the ſilent 

Oft they the guzrds aſſail: as oft repell'd 

They fly reluctant, with hoc boiling rage 430 
Stung to the quick, and mad with wild deſpair. 
Thus day by day they ſtil] tue chace renew, 

At night encamp; till now in ftreighter bounds 
The circle leſſens, and the beaſts perceive © 

The wall that hems them in on ev ry fide. 435 
And now their fury burſts, and knows no mean; 
From man they turn, and point their ill-judged 


, rage . . - 
Againſt their fellow-brutes. With teeth and claws 
The civil war begins; grappling they tear. 
Lions on tigers prey, and b ars on wolves : 
Horrible diſcord ] till the -rowd behind 
Shouting purſuc, and part te bloody fray. 
At once their wrath ſuhſides; tame as the lamb 
The hon hangs his head, the furious pard. 
— ſubducd, flies from the face oſ man, 445 

s one glance of his commanding cyc. 
So abjeR is a tyrant in diſtreſs! * 
At laſt, within the narrow plain confin'd, | 
A liſted field, mark'd out for bloody deedy, - 
An i more glorious far  * 450 
Than ancient Rome could boaſt, they crowd in 


„ heaps, 
y'd, and quite appall'd. In meet array 

= nee | 

vance: great lords of high imperial blood, 
Early reſolv d tꝰ' aſſert 4 wer race, 435 
And prove by glorious deeds their valour's growth 
Mature, ere yet the callow down has ſpread ' 
Its curling ſhade. On bold Arabian ſtcede 
With decent pride 


peaceful thades ! where erſt the bird 


Stretching along, the greedy tiger leave 

Panting behind. On foot their f:ithſul laves 
With javelirs arm d attend; each watchful eye 
Fix'd on his youthful care, for him aloue 465 
He fears, and, toredeem his liſe, unmov'd 


v5, 
v3 5 


* 


Would loſe his own. The mighty Aurengrebe, | 
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From his high- elevated throne, beholds | 

His blooming race; revolving in his mind 

What once he was, w his gay ſp:ing of life. 470 

When vigour hs nerves. Parental j 

Melts in his eye, and fluſhes in his check. 

Now the loud trumpet ſounds a charge. The 
; ſhouts 

Of eager hoſts, through all the circling line, 

And the wild howlings of the beaſts within 475 


Rend wide the welkin, flights of arrows wing'd 
Wich death, and javelins launch'd from every arm, 
Gall ſore the brutal bands, with many a wound 


mtr” | 
7 heir eyes dart fire; and on the ful band 
| They ruſh iraplacable. Ihey their broad ſhiclds 


uick incerpoſe ; on each devoted head 
ir flaming fatchions, as the bolts of Jove, 485 
Deſcend unerring. Proſtrate on the grou:.d 
The grinning monſters lic, and their foul gore 
Defiles the verdant plain. Nor idle ſtand 
The truſty flaves; with pointed ſpears they pierce 
Through their tough hides; or at their gaping 


m 
An eaficr paſſage find. The king of brutes 
In broken roarings breathes his 1a; the bear 
Grumbles in ; nor can his (potted ſkin, 
Though fleck it ſhine, with varied beaurics gay, 
Save 22 from unrelenting fate. 495 
The bat , grim Slaughter ſtrides along, 


| 


| 


I Glutting her —— grins o er her prey. 


Men, horſes; dogs, fierce beaſts of every kind, 

A ſtrange promiſcuous carnage, drench'd in blood, 

And heaps on heaps amaſs'd. What yet remain 

Alive, with vain aſſault contend to break 

Th' impenetrable line. Others, whom fear 

Inſpires with ſelf-preſervivg wiles, beneath 

The bodies of the ſlain for ſhelter creep. 

Aghatt they fly, or hide their heads diſpers'd. 305 

And now had Heaven but plcas'd) the 

—"—__ | he 

Of death had been compleat ; and Aurengzebe 

By one dread frown extinguiſh'd half their race. 

When lo! the bright ſultauas of his court 

Appear, and to his raviſh'd e;- 3 dilplay 

Thole charms but rarely to the day reveal'd. 
Lowly th:y bend, and humily fue, to fave 

The vanquiſh'd hoſt. What mortal can deny 

When ſuppliant beauty begs? At his command, 


510 


| Opening to right and left, the well-train'd troops 


Leave a large void for their retreating foes. 
Away they fly, on wings of fear upborn, 
To ſeek ou diſtant hills their late abodes, 

Ve proud oppreſſors, whoſe vain hearts exult 
In wantonneſs of power, gainſt the brute race, 5 20 
Fierce robbers like yourſclves, a guiltleſs war 
Wage uncontroll'd : here quench your chirſt of 

blood; 
| But learn from Aurengzebe to ſparc mankind. 


BOOK 
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BOOK III. | 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Of King Edgar, and his impoſing a tribute of 
wolves heads upon the kings of Wales; from 
hence a tranſition to fox-hunting, which is deſ- 
cribed in all its parts Cenſure of an over-nu- 
merous pack. Of the ſeveral engines to deſtroy 
foxes and other wild beaſts. The ſteel- trap de- 
ſcribed, and the manner of uſing it. Deſcription 
of the pitſall for the lion; and another ſor the 
elephant. The ancient way of hunting the ti- 
— with a mirror. The Arabian manner of 

unting the wild boar. Deſcription of the 
royal ſtag-chace at Windſor Toreſt. Concludes 
with an addreſs to his Majeſty, and an eulogy 
upon mercy. 
N Albion's iſle, when glorious Edgar reign'd, 
He, wiſely provident, from her white cliffs 
] .aunch'd half her foreſts, and with numerousflects 
Cover'd his wide domain: there proudly rode 


Lord of the deep, the great prerogative 5 
Of Britiſh monarchs. Each invader bold, | 


Dane and Norwegian, at a diſtance gaz d, 

And, diſappointed, gnaſh'd his teeth in vain. 
He ſcour d the ſras, and to remoteſt ſhores 
With ſwelling fails the trembling corſair fled. 10 
Rich commerce flourifh'd ; and wit; buſy oars 
Daſh'd the reſounding ſurge. Nor leſs at land 
His royal cares: wile, potent, ious prince ! 
His ſubjects from their cruel ſoes he ſav'd, 

And from rapacious ſavages their. flocks : Is 


Caunbria's 8 kings (though with reluctance) 
1 


Their tributary wolves ; head after head, 

In ful! account, till the woods yield no more, 

And all the ravenous race extinct is loſt, 

In fertile paſtures, more ſecurely graz'd 20 

"The ſocial troops; and ſoon their large increaſe 

With curling fleeces whiten'd all the plai 

But yet, alas! the wily fox remain'd, 

A fubtle, pilſcring ſoe, prowling around 

In midnight ſhades, and wakeful to deſtroy. 25 

In the full fold, the poor deſenceleſs lamb, 

Seiz'd by his guileſuſ art: with ſweet warm blood 

Supplies a rich repaſt. Ihe mournful ewe, 

Her deareſt treaſure loſt, throvgh the dun night 

Wanders perplex'd, and darkling bleats in vain. 30 

While in th* «Cjacent buſh, poor Philomel, 

(Herſelf à parent once, till wanton churls 

Deſpoil'd her neſt) joins in her loud laments, 

With ſweeter notes, and more mcelodious woe. 
For theſe nod urnal thieves, huntſman, prepare 

Thy ſharpeſt vengeance, Oh! how glorious tis 

To right th* oppreſſed, and bring the felon vile 

To juſt diſgrace! Ere yet the morning pcep, 

Or ſtars retire from the firſt bluſh of day, 

With thy ſar-echoing voice alarm thy pack, 420 

And rouſe thy bold compeers. Then to the copſe, 

Thick with entanyling graſs. or prickly furze, 

With ſilence læad thy muny-coloured hounds, 

In all their beauty's pride. See! how they range 

Diſpers d, how buſily this way, and that, 45 


They crols, examining with curious noſe, 


mouths 
Each Likely haunt. Hark! on the drag I hear The vollied thunder breaks, . 0 
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Their doubtful notes, preluding to 2 ery 

More nobly full, and ſwell'd with every mouth. 
As ſiraggling armies, at the trumpet's voice, 30 
Preſs to their ſtandard; hither all repair, 

And hurry through the woods ; with haſty ſtep 
Ruſtling, and full of hope ; now driven on 
qThey puſh, they ſtrive; while ſrom his kennel 

ſneaks 


The conſcious villain. See! he ſkulks along, 84 

Sleck at the ſhepherd's cult, and plump with 
meals 

Purioin'd. So thrive the wicked here below. 
| high his bruſh he bear, though tipt iti 

white 

It gaily ſhine ! yet cre the ſan declin'd 

Recal the ſhades of night, the pamper'd rogue 60 

Shall rue his fate revers'd ; and at his hcels 

Behold the juſt avenger, ſwift to ſeize 

l (His ſorfeit head, and thirſting for his blood. 


Heavens! what melodious ſtrains | how bent 
our hearts, 
Big with tumultuous joy ! the loaded gales 6g 


Breathe harmony ; and as the tempeſt drives 

From wood to wood, through every dark receſs 

The foreſt thunders, and the mountains ſhake. 

Ihe chorus ſwells ; leſs various, aud leſs ſweet, 

| The trilling | 

The feather'd choriſters ſalute the ſpring. 

And every buſh in concert joins ; or when 

The maſter's hand, in modulated air, 

Bids the loud organ breathe, and all the powers 

Of muſick in one inftrument combine, 75 

An univerſal minſtrelſy. And now 

In vain each earth he tries, the doors are barr'd 

, Impregnable, nor is the covert ſafe ; 

He pants for purer air. Hark! what loud ſhonts 

Shrill horns proclaim 
houn 


'Tis triumph all and joy. Now, my brave youths, 
Now give a looſe to the clean generous ſteed; 
Flouriſh the whip, nor ſpare the galling ſpur ; 85 
But, in the madneſ: of delight, forget 

Your ſears. Far o'er the rocky hills we range, 
And dangerous our courſc ; but in the brave 
True courage never fails. In vain the ſtream 

In foaming eddies whirls; in vain the dicch 90 
Wide-gaping threatens death. The craggy ſteep, 
Where the poor dizzy ſhepherd crawls with carc, 
And clings to every twig, gives us no pain ; 

But down we ſweep, as {toops the falcon bold 


eee to reach che diſtant pack. 


By the ſwiſt motion flung, we mount aloft : 
So ſhips in winter-ſcas now fliding fink 
Adown the ſteepy wave, then tols'd on high 
Ride on the billows, «nd deſy the ſtorm. 

What lengths we paſs! where will the wander- 

ing chace | 

Lead us bewilder'd ! ſmooth as fwallows frim' 
The new-ſhorn mead, and ſar more ſwiſt, we fly. 
See my brave pack; how to the head they preſs, 
Joſtling in cloſe array, then more diffuſe 
Obliquely wheel, while from their opening 


when in thoſe very groves, 70 


- 97 mg. rad he breaks away. 8 


To pounce his prey. Then up th* opponent hill, 5 


— 


o 


No labour ſpar'd ; who, when the flyi 
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Their annual voyage 

Their figure oft they change, and their loud c 
From cloud to cloud rebounds. How far behind 
The hunter-crew, wide ſtraggling o'er the plain ! 
The panting courſer now with trembling nerves | 
Begins to reel; urg'd by the goring ſpur, 

Makes many a faint effort : he ſnorts, he ſoams, - | 


ſteer, with wanton wi N 


The big round drops run trickling down his ſides, 
With ſweat and blood diſtain'd. Look back and 


view 
The ſtrange confuſion of the vale below 
Where ſour vexation reigns; ſee yon poor jade, 
In vain th' impatient rider frets and ſwears ; 
With galling ſpurs harrows his mangled ſides ; 
He can no more : his ſtiff unpliant limbs 139 
Rooted in earth, unmov'd aud fix'd he ſtands, 
For every cruel curſe returns a groan, 
And ſobs, and faints, and dies. Who without grief 
Can view that pamper'd ſteed, his maſter's joy, 
His minion, and his daily cate, well cloath'd, 125 
Well fed with every nicer cate ; no | 


Broke from the copſc, without a rival 
The numerous train: now a ſad ſpectacle 
Of pride brought low, and humble innocence, 130 
Drove like a pannier d as, and ſcourg'd along. 
While theſe, with !ooſen'd reinsand 2 
Hang on their reeli reys, that ſcarce 
Their weights; — 4 the treacherous | 
Lies floundering half ingulph'd. What bi 
thoughts | 
Torment th abandon'd crew ! Old age laments 
His vigour ſpent: the tall, plump, brawny youth 
Curſes his cumberous bulk! and envies now 
The ſhort pygmean race, he whilem kenn'd 
With proud in ſulting leer. A choſen few 140 
Alone the ſport enjoy, nor droop beneath | 
Their — 4 toils. Here, huntſman, reno 
eight 
Obſerve yon birds of ; if 1 can judge, | 
'Tis there the villain lurks : they hover round 
And claim him as their own. Was I not right ? 145 
See! there he c along ; his bruſh he drags, 
And ſweeps the mire impure ; from his wide jaws 
His tongue unmoiſten'd hangs ; ſymptoms _— 
Of ſudden death. Ha! yet he flies nor yields 
To black deſpair. But one looſe more, and all 150 
His wiles are vain. Hark! through yon villagenow | 
The rattling clamour rings. The barns, the cots, | 
And leafclcſs elms retura the joyous ſounds. 
Through every homeſtall, and through every yard, 
His midnight walks, panting, forlorn, he fie; 155 
Throughevery hole be ſneaks, theo; every jakes 
Plunging he wades belmear'd, and ſoudly hopes 
Di a luperior ſtench to loſe his own : 
But, faithful to the track, th' unerring hounds | 
With peals of echoing vengeance cloſe purſue. 160 | 
And now diſtreſs'd, no ſheltering covert near, 
into the hen-rooſt creeps, whoſe walls with gore 
Diſtain'd atteſt his guilt. There, villain, there 
Expect thy fate deſerv'd. And ſoon from thence 
The pack inquiſitive, with clamour loud, 165 
Drag out their trembling prize; and on his blood 
With dy tranſport feaſt. In bolder notes 


* 
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| Kens well the 


Each ſounding hora proclaims the fclon gad: 


137 


And all th' aſſembled village ſhouts ſor joy. 
The farmer, who bcholds his mortal foe 170 
Stretch'd at his feet, applauds the glorious deed, 
And grateful calls us to a ſhort repaſt : 
In the full glaſs the liquid amber tmiles, 
Our native product. And his old mate 
With choiceſt viands heaps the liberal board, 175 
To crown our triumphs, and reward our toils. | 
Here muſt th' inſtructive Muſe (but with re- 
ſpe) 
Cenſure that numerous pack, that crowd of ſtate, 
With which the vain profuſion of the great 
Covers the lawn, and ſhakes the trembling copſe. 
Pompous incumbrance! a magniſicence 
Uſeleſs, vexatious! For the wily fox, 
Safe in th* increaſing number of his foes, 
great advantage: ſiinks behind, 
And lyly creep» through the ſame beaten track, 
And hunts them ſtep by ſtep: then views, eſcap'd, 
With inward extaſy, the panting 
lu their own footſteps puzzled, foil'd and loſt. 
So when proud Eaſtern kings ſummon to arms 
Their gaudy legions, from far diſtant climes 196 
They flock in crowds, unpeopling half a world: 
But when the day of battle calls them forth 
To charge the well-train'd for, a band 
Of choſen veteraus ; they preſs blindly on, 
ln confus'd, by their own weapons ſall 193 
A ing carnage ſcatter d oer the plain. 
Nor hounds alone this noxious brood deſtroy : 
The plunder'd warrener full many a wile 
Deviſes to entrap his greedy foe, 
Fat with nocturnal ſpoils. At cloſe of day, 209 
With ſilence drags his trail; then from the ground 
Parcs 2 cloſe · graz d turf; there with nicc 
Covers the latent death, with curious ſprings 
Prepar'd to fly at once, hene er the tread 
Of man or bcaſt unwarily ſhall prefs 
The yielding ſurface. By th' indented ſteel 
With gripe tenacious held, the felon grins, 
And truggles, but in vin: yet oft tis 
When every art has fail'd, the captive for 
Has ſhar'd the wounded joint, ns with a limb 218 
Compounded for his life, But, if perchance 
In the deep pitfall plung d, there's no eſcape ; 
But unrepriev'd he dies, and blcach'd in air, 
The jeſt of clowns, his recking carcaſe Lau. 
Of theſe are various kinds: , even che ki 


205 


Hee leſs of fate, within its gaping jar: 

Expircs indignant. Whes the oricht 

With bluſhes im: the dawn; and all the race 227 
Cernivorous, with blood full-gorg d, retire 
iato their darkſome cells, their ſatiate ſnore 

O'er dripping offals, and the mangled img 
of men and beaſts; the painful foreſter 

Climbs the high hills, whoſe proud aſpiring top 
With the tall cedar crown'd, and taper fir, 
Aſſail che clouds. There mog the craggy rocka, 
And thickets intricate, trembling he views 

His foo:ſteps in the ſand; the diſmal t 
And avenue to death. Hither hg call; 225 


* 
. 
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His watchful bands; and low into the ground 
AKA pit they ſink, full many a fathom deep. 

1 hen in the midſt a column high is rear d. 
The butr of ſome fair tree ; upon whoſe top 


A lamb is p'ac'd, juſt raviſh'd from his dam. 235 
And next a wall build, with ſtoncs and earth 


Encircling round, and hiding from all vicw 
The dreadful precipice Now when the ſhades 


Of night hang lowering o'er the mountain's 
And hunger keen, and pungent chirſt of blood, 240 


Rouze up the flothful beaſt, he ſhakes his ſides, 
Slow-riſing from his lair, and ſtretches wide 
His ravenous paws, with recent gore diſtain d. 
The foreſts tremble, as he roars 


aloud, | 
Impatient to deſtroy. O'erjoy'd he hears 245 


The bleating innocent, that claims in vain 


"The ſhepherd's care, and ſeeks with piteous moan Th 


The foodful teat ; himſelf, alas! 'd 
Another's meal. For now the greedy brute 


Winds him from far; and leaping o'er the mound 
To ſcize his trembling prey, 1 


Ivto the deep abyſs. P:oſtrate he li 
Aſtunn'd and i Ah! what avail 
Thine eye-balls flaſhing fire, thy length of tail, 


That laſhes thy broad fides, thy jaws beſmear'd 255 


With blood and offals crude. thy ſhagg 


On diſtant Ethjopia's ſun-burnt coaſts, 
The black inhabitants a pitfall frame, 
But of a different kind, and different uſe. 
— wide capacious 


And hurdles 
A floor of verdaut gurt, with all its flowert 
Smiling dene, and from ſtricteſt jearch 

below 


-Incczling the deep grave that 


icht, they clo#:. oer theſe is ſpread 


Then ben of ue they eve, wich rempeing 


The cluſtering vine, and of bright golden rind 
The fragrant orange. Soon as evening grey 
Advances flow, beſprinkling all around 

With kind refreſhing dews the thirſty glebe, 
The ſtately elephant from the cloſe ſhade 
With ſtep majeſtic ſtrides, eager to taſte 

The cooler brecze, that from the ſea-beat ſhore 
Delightful breathes, or in the Jimpid ſtream 
To lave his panting fides; joyous he ſcents 
The rich repaſt, unweeting of the death 


Vl various kind · ſurcharg d; the downy peach 250 


375 


That lurks within. And ſoon he ſporting breaks 


The brittle bouyhs, and greedily devours 
The fruit delicious. Ah! too dearly bought; 
The price is life. For now the treacherous turf 


Tremblin2 gives way; and the unwieldy bealt, 285 


Self- ſinking, drops into the dark profound. 
So when dilatcd vapours, ſtruggling, heave 
Th incumbent earth; if 


ground 
Shrinking ſubſide, and the thin ſurface yield, 


the cavern'd 


Down ſinks at once the ponderous dome, in- 


gulph'd 
| With al} its towers, Subtle, deluſive man ! 


oo 


290 


| 


| 


| 


| Windfor 


How various are thy wiles; artſul to kill 
Thy ſavage foes, a dull unthinking race ! 
Fierce from his lair, ſprings forth the ſpeckled 


pard, 

Thirſting e 295 
The huntſman flies, but to his flight alone 
Confides not: at convenient diſtance ſia d, 

A poliſh'd murror ſtops in full career 

The furious brute : he there his imaęe views; 
Spots againſt ſpots with rage improving glow; 300 
Another _ his briſtly whiſkers curls 
— — hin — 

i is i ws; himſelf i 
Himſelf oppos M. and — dread — 
The huntſman, now fecure., with fatal aim 305 
DireRts the pointed ſpear, by which transfix'd 
He dies, and with him dies the rival ſhade. 
us man imumerous engines forms, t' aſſail 
The ſavage kind ; but the docilc horſe, 
Swift confederate with man, annoys 3to 
His brethren of the plain; without whoſe aid 
The hunter s arts are vain, unſkill'd to wage 
With the more active brutes an equal war. 

But borne by him, without the well-traiu'd pack, 
Man dares his foe, on wings of wind ſecure. 315 

Him the fierce Arab mounts, and, with his troop 
Of bold com ranges the deſerts wild. 
Where, by the magnet's aid, the traveller 
Steers his untrodden courſe ; yet oft on land 
Is wreck'd, in the high-rolling waves of ſand 320 
Immerſt and loſt. While theſe intrepid bands, 
Safe in their horſes ſpeed, out-fly the ſtorm, 

And ſcouriug round, make men and beaſts their 


prey. 
The grifly boar is ſingled from his herd, 
As large as that in Erimanthian woods, 325 


A match for Hercules. Round him they fly 


In circles wide ; and each in paſſing ſends 

His feather'd death into his brawny fides. 

But perilous th' attempt. For if the ſteed 
Haply too near a h; or the Jooſe earth 330 
His footing fail, ps pop a uw 

Th' advantage ſpies; at one ſidelong glance 
Rips up his groin. Wounded, he rears aloft, 
And, plunging from his back the rider hurls 
Precipitant ; then blceding ſpurns the 335 
And drags his recking entrails o'er the plain. 
Meanwhile the ſurly monſter trots along, 

But with unequal ſpeed; for ftill they wound, 
Swift-wheeling in the on ring. A wood 
Of darts upon his back he bears; adown 340 
His tortur'd fides, the crimſon torrents roll 

From many a gaping ſont. And now at laſt 
Praggering he falls, in blood and foam expires. 

But whitFer roves my devious Muſe, intent 
On antique tales? While yet the reyal ſtag 345 
Unſung remains. Tread with reſpectſul awe 
Windſor's glades; where Denham, tuneſul 
bar 


Charm'd once the liſtening Dryads, with his ſong 
Sublimely ſweet. O!] grant me, ſacred ſhade, 
To glean fumiſs what thy full fickle leaves. 350 
The morning tun, that gilds with trembling 
ray⸗ 
'» high tou ers behelds the courtly train 
* Mount 


M 
A 
In 
T! 
Di 
Fe 
T 
T 
T 
R 
A 
N 
C 
] 
1 
4 

{ 

| 


SOMERVILE's POEMS. 


Mount for the chace, nor views in all his courſe | 
A ſcene ſo gay : heroic, noble _ | 
In arts and arms renown'd, and lovely nymphs 355 
The ſaireſt of this iſle, where Beauty dwells 
Delighted, and deſerts her Paphian grove 

For our more ſavour'd ſhades : in proud parade 
Theſe ſhinc magnificent, and preſs around 

The royal happy pair. Great in themſelves, 360 
They ſmile ſuperior; M external ſhow 

Regardleſs, while their inbred virtues give 

A luſtre to their power, and grace their court 
With real ſplendors, far above the 


Of Faſtern kings, in all their tinſel pride. 305 
] ike troops vf Amazons, the ſemale band 
Prance round thcir cars, not in refulgent arms 


As ti:ofe of old; unſſcill'd to wield the ſword, 

Or bend the bow, theſc kill with ſurer aim. 

The royal off-pring, ſaircſt of the fair, 370 

Lead on the ſplendid train. Anna more bright 

Than ſummer ſuns, or as the lightning keen, 

With irreſiſtible eſſulgence arm'd. 

Fires every heart. He mult be more than man, 

ho uncuncern'd can bear the piercing ray. 375 

Amelia, milder than the bluſhing dawn, 

With ſweet «ngaging air, but equal power 

inn 

Her willing captives leads, Illuſtrious maids, 

Ever triumphant ! whoſe viftorious charms, 380 

Without the ncedleſs aid of high deſcent, 

Had * — and taught the world's great 

r 

To bow and ſuc for grace. But who is he 

Freſh as a roſe bud newly blown, and fair 

As opening lilics ; on whom every eye 

With joy and admiration dwells. See, ſee, 

He reins his docile barb with nianly 

Is it Adonis for the chace array'd ? 

Or Britain's ſecond hope ? Hail, blooming youth ! 

May all your virtues with your years imprc ve! 

Tiil in conſummate worth, you ſhine the pride 

Of theſe our days, and to ſucceeding times 

A bright cxample. As his guard of mutes * 

On the great ſultan wait, with eyes deject, 

And fix don earth, no voice, no ſound is heard 395 

Within the wide ſcrail, but all is huſh'd. 

And awful ſilence reigns ; thus ſtand the pack 

Mute and unmov'd, and cowering low to earth, 

While paſs the glittering court, and royal pair, 

So dilciplin'd thoſe hounds, and ſo reſery'd, 400 | 

Whoſe honour 'tis to glad the hearts of kings. 

But ſoon the winding horn, and huntſman's voice, 

Let looſe the general chorus; ſar around 

Joy ſpreads its wings, and the gay morning ſmiles. 
Unharbour'd now the royal ſtag forſakes 405 

His wonted lair : he ſhakes his dappled ſides, 

And toſſes high his beamy head, the copſe 

Beneath his antlers bends. What doubling ſhifts 

He tries ] not more the wily hair; in theie 

Would ſtill perſiſt, did not the full-mouth's pack 

With dreadſul concert thunder in his rear. — 

The woods reply, the hunter's cheering ſhouts 

Float through the glades, and the wide foreſt 

rings. 
How merrily they chant ! their noſtrils deep 


| 


385 


Jof nature, with th' embelliſhmenrs of art. 


| Spotleſs, unblam'd, with equal trie ph reign 


Inhale the yrateſul ũ eam. Suck is the cry, 415 


Vor. V. 
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And ſach th' harmonious din, the ſoldier deems 

The battle kindling, and the ſtateſman grave 

Forgets his weighty cares; each age. each ſer, 

ur the wild tr2nſport joins; luxuriant joy, 

And plcaſure in exceſs, ſparkling exult 420 

On every brow, and unreſtrain d. 

ow art thou, man, when thou'tt no more 

Thyſclf ! when all the pangs that grind thy ſoul, 

In rapture and in ſweet oblivion loſt, | 

Yield a ſhort interval and eaſe from pain! a4zg , 
See the ſwiſt courſer ſtrains, his ſhining hoofs 

Securely beat the ſol id ground. Who now 


| The dangerous pitfall fears, with tangling heath 


High overgrown ? or who the quivering bog 
Soft-yielding to the ſtep ? All now is plain, 430 
Plain as the firand ſea- lav d, that ſtretches far 
Beneath the rocky ſhore Glades croſſing glades 
The foreſt opens to our wondering; view : 

Such was the king's command. Let tyrants fierce 
Lay waſte the world; his the more glorious part 
To check their pride; and when the brazen voice 
Of war is huſh'd (as erſi victorious Rome) 

T employ his ſtation's legions in the works 

Of peace; to ſmooth the rugged wi'derneſs, 

To drain the ſtagnate fen, to raiſe the Nope 440 
Depending road, and to make gay the face 7 


How melts my beating heart, as 1 behold | 
Each lovely nymph, our iſland's boaſt and price, 
Puſh on the generous ſteed, that ſtrokes along 445 
O'er rough, o'er ſmooth, nor heeds the ſteepy 

hi 


ll, 
Nor faulters in th extended vale below: 
Their garments looſely waving in the wind, 
And all the fluſh of beauty in their cheeks?! 
While at their ſides their penſi ve lovers wait, 450 
Direct their dubious courſe ; now chill'd with 
fear 
Solicitous, and now with love oe. 
O grant, indulgent heaven, no riling ftorm 
M 4 —— with black wings this zlorious ſcene! 
Should ſome maliguant power thus damp our 
J 3 


JoFs, 
Vain were the gloomy cave, ſuch as of old 
Betray'd to lawleſs love the Tyrian queen. 
For Britain's virtuous nymphs are chaſte as fair, 


in the dun gloom, as in the blaze of day. 400 
Now the blown ſtag, tbrough woods, bugs, 
roads, and ſtreams, 
Has meaſur'd half the foreſt ; but alas! 
He flies in vain, he flies not from his fears. 
1 hough far he caſt the lingering pack behind, 
His haggard ſancy ſti ll with horror views 46g 
The fell deſtroyer ; till the tatal cry 
Inſults his cars, and wounds his trembling heart. 
So the poor fury-haunted wretch (his bands 
In guiltleſs blood diſtain'd fill ſeems to hear 
The dying ſuricks: and the pale threatening 
ghoſt 470 
Moves as he moves, and as he flies, purſues, 
See here his flot; up yon gre: a hill he clincbs, 
Pants on its brow 2while, lauly looks back 
On his purſuers. covering all the plain; 
Lut wrong with anguimh, bears not long the ſober, 
T Shout 
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Proud menarch of the groves, whoſe claſhing beam | Your country's due alone. 


His rivais aw'd, and whoſe exalte:! power 
Was fi rewarded with ſucceſeſul love. 
Vut the baſe herd have learnt the ways of men, 
Avecrſe they fly, or with rehellious aim. 
Chace him {rom thence: necdleſe their impious 
deed, i 
"The huntſman knows him by a thouſars! marks; 
Black, and imboſt; nor are his hounds dec; d; 
"ou well df inguith theſe, and never leave 
Their once devoted oe; ſamibiar prows 

is iczut, and itrong their appetite to kill. 
Again he firs, and with re::oublcd ſpecd 
Skims © cr the lawn; fill the tznacious crew 490 
Hang on the track, aloud dernand their prey, 
And p:1{\h him many a league. If haply then 
Too far (ſcap'd, and the gay court!ly train 
Bchind arc cait, the huntfa:an's clanygu'g whip 
tops Jull their bold career; paſſive they ſta. d, 
Unmov'd, an humble, an obſe qu ious crowd, 
As if by ſtern Meduſa gaz d to ſloncs. 
So ut their general's voice whole armies halt 
In full purluit, and check their thirſt of blood, 
Soon at the king's command, like haſty ſtreams 
Damm'd up awhile, they foam, and pour along 
A ith freſh recruited might. The ſtag, who hop'd 
His ſocs were loſt, now once more hears aftunn'd 
"The dreadful din; he ſhivers every limb, 
He farts he bounds; cach buſh preſents a foe. 


| Prefs'd by the ſreſh relay, no pauſe allow'd, 


OY 


Ereathlcis, and faint, he faulters in his pace, 

And lifts his weary limbs with pain, that ſcarce 

Suſtain their load: he pants, he ſobs appall'd; 

Drops down his heavy head to carth, beneath 510 

His cumbrous beams oppreſs'd. But if per- 
chance 

Some prying eye ſurprize him; ſoon he rears 

Ert ct his towering front, bounds o'er the lawn 

With ill-Qificmlled vigour, to amuſe 

The knowing foreſter; who inly ſmiles 

At bis weak ſhifts and unavailing frauds. 

So midniy}:t tapers waſte their laſt remains, 

Shine forth a while, and as they Haze expire. 

From wood to wood re:'oubl:n;; thunders roll, 

And b:llow through the vaics; the moving 
ſrorm 520 

Thickens amain, and loud triumphant ſhouts 

aud horns ſhrill warbing in cach glade, pre- 
tude 

To his approaching fate 


$15 


And now in vicw 


With hobbling grit, end high, ezerts zmaz'd 


hat ſtiength is left: to the luſt dregs of life 525 
Reduc'd, his ipirirs fail, on every fide 
Hemm'd in. belicg'd : not the Jeaft opening leſt 


- To gleamirg hope tl unl..ppy'slalt reicr ve. 


hg 


Where ſhall he turn ? of whither fly? Deſpair 
Gives courage to the week. Reſulv'd to die, £50 
Ke fcars no murc, Lut ruſhe on his foes, 

Aud deals his deaths around; bencath Lis feet 
Thefe proveling he, thouir by lis antlers gor d 
Icfiic th eniaz uind plain. Al ! ſee Cltrols'd 
He u- he againit ron kuctty trunk, 335 
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1 . ” 
# Shoots down the ſteep, and ſweats along the vale : | That covers well his rear. his front preſent; 
There ming les wath the herd, where once he | An hoſt of foes. O! ſhun, ye noble train, 


The rude encounter, and believe your lives 
/.s now alouf 


| They wing wround, he finds his ſou! uprais d. 240 


| 


— 


| 


1 


| Loud opening ſpends amain, 


i 


| Lis wretched plight, and ti.ndcrnets lunate 


480 | To dare ſome grez?t exploit; he charges home 


Upon the broken pack, that on each ſide 

Fly diverſe; then as o'er the turf he ſtreins, 

He vents the cooling ſtream, and up the breeze 
Urges his courſe with equal violence ; 545 
Then takes the ſoil, and plunges in the flood 
Precipitant; down the mid-ſtream he waſts 
Along. till like a ſhip diſtreſs'd, that tuns 

Into ſome winding creck) cloſe to the verge 

Of a ſmall iſland, for his weary feet 550 
Sure anchorage he finds, there ſculks imme. d. 
His nue alone above the wave draws in 

The vital air; all elſe beneath the flood 
Conceal'd, and Joſt, decei ves each prying cy* 
Oi man or brute. In vain the crowding pack 553 
Draw on the mar; in of the ſtream, or cut 

The liquid wave with ory feet, that move 

in equal time. The glidin; waters leave 

No trace behind, and his contracted pores 

But fparing]y perſpire : the huntſmay ſtrains 5360 
His labouring lungs, and puffs his cheeks in vain: 
At length a blood hound bold, ſtudious to Kill, 
And exquiſite of lenice, winds him from far ; 
Head,oug hc leaps into the flood, his mouth 


throat 565 
$wells every note with joy; then fearleſs dives 
Beneath the wave, hanys on his haunch, and 

wounds 
Th* unhappy brute, that flounders in the ſtream, 
Sore iy diftrcſs'd, and ſtruggling ſtrives to mount 
The ſteepy ſhore. Hapiy once more eſcap'd, 579 
Acain he ſtand at bay, amid the groves 
Of willows, bending low their downy heads. 
Outragevus trau ſport fires the ; rerdy pack: 
Theſe ſwim the decp, and thoſe crawl up with 

pain | 

The ſlippery bank, while others on firm land 575 
Engage; the ſtag repels each bold aſſault, 
Maintains his poſt, and wounds ſor wounds re- 

* turns. 1 
bis when ſome wily corſair boards a ſhip 
Full-irei; hted, or from Afric's golden coaſts, 
Or India's wealthy ſtrand, his bloody crew 3380 
Upon the deck hc ſlings; theſe in the deep 
Drop ſhort, and ſwim to reach her ſteepy ſides, 
And c|inring climb aloft; whiie thoſe ou board 
Urge on the work of fate; the maiter bold, 
Preſs'd to his laſt retreat, bravely reſolves #85 
To ſink his wealth beneath the whe'ming wave, 
His wealth, kis foes, not unreveng'd to die. 
do farcs it with the fray : fo he reſolves 
To plunge at ancc into the flood below, 
Plimſcif, his focs, in one deep gulph immers'd. 590 
Ere yet he exccures this dire inteut, 
In wiid diſorder once more views the light; 
Zcneath a weight of woe he groans diſtreſe'd, 
ha tears run trick ling down his ha:ry cheeks; 
He weeps, nur WeePs in Vain. The king behoids 


Moves 


and his wide 


—— 


* 
* 


— — 


* 
* 


— 


And through the deſerts range, ſhivering, ſur- 
z lorn, 
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Moves his great foul. Soon at his high com- | Qu 


wand 
Rebak'd, the diſappointed, hungry pack, 
Retire {ubmiſs, aud grumbling quit their prey. 
Great Prince ! frum thee "what may thy ſub- 
jects hope; 
go kind, and fo beneſicent to brutes ? 
O mercy, heavenly born ! ſweet attribute 
Thou great, thou beſt prerogative of power ! 
Juſtice may guard the throne, but, join d with 
thee, 
On rocks f adamant it ſtands ſerure, 605 | 
And braves the ſtorm beneath ; ſoor as thy ſmiles 
Gi:d the rough deep, the foaming wavcs ſubſide 
And all the noiſy tumult ſulks in pcacz. 


TC rr —-„—-— 


BOOK IV. | 
THE ARGUMENT. 

Of the neceſſity of deitroyin; fome beaſts, and 
preſerving others for the uſe of man. Of 
breeding of hounds; the ſeaſon for this 1. 
ſineſs. The choice of the dg, of great: 
moment. Of the litter of whelvs. Of) 
the number to be rear d. Of ſett ag them 
out to their ſeveral walks. Care to be taken 
to prevent their hunting too ſoon. Oc entering | 
the whelps. Of breaking them from runtuug 
at ſheep. Of the diſcaſes of hounds. Of their 

age. Of madneſs; two ſorts of it deforibec, 
the dum and outra-cous madneſs ; its dread®:: F 
eff-&s, Burning of the wound recommended 
24 p-eventing all ill conſequences. Lhe tutec- 
tions hounds to hc ſeparated, and fed avart. 
The vanicy of truiting to the many infallibl- 
eures for this m:dady. The diſmal cR-cts of 
the biting of a mad dug, upon man, deicribed. 
D. ſcriptiau of the otter hunting. The con- 


cluſion. 
HAT ER of carth is ſorm'd, to earth re- 
W turns 
Diſſolv'd: the various objects we behold, 
Plants, animals, this who's material maſs, 
Are ever changing, ever new. The ſoul 
Of man alone, that particle divine, 
Eſcapes th. wreck of worlds, when all things 
fail. 
Hence preat te distance twixt the beaſts that 
riſh, 
And God's bri:kt image, man's „ race. 
The brute creation are his property, . 
Subſervicnt to his will, and for him mad. 10 
As hurtful theſe he kills, as uſeful thoſe 
Preſerves; their ſole and arbitrary king. 
Should he not kill, as erſt the Samian ſage 
Taught unadvis'd, and Indian brachmans now 
As vainly prcach; the teeming ravenons brutes 15 


| 


Might fill the ſcanty ſpace of this terrene, 

Incumbering all the globe: ſtould not his care 

Improve his growing ftock, their kinds might 
fail, 

Man might once more on roots and acorns ſeed, 


| 


| 


* 


41 


| I'':five from the pack; to the 


23 


. 
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nite defitutc of evory folate dear, 
Aud every ſmiling gaicty of lifc. 

The prudent huntſman therefore will ſoppty 
With annual laree recruits, his broken pac, 
And propagate their kind. As [am the root 
Freſu ſcions ttill ſpring forth and daily yield 
New blooming honours to the parent tree 
Fur ſhail his pack be fam'd, far tov yht his breed, 
Aud prunces at their tables feaſt U1-4e hounds 
His hand preſents, an acceptable boon. 30 


Ere yet the Sun through the brigl.t Ram las 
urged 
His fivepy courſe, or mother Earth n un? 
Her frozen buſom to the Weſtern gag; 
When fcuther'd troops, their loczal lagues dl 


* 


ſolv d. 
Select their mates, and on the icaſſeſs ela 2 
Thu noi builds hi; U her wicker neſt, 


XIar well the wanton females of thy pack, 
That curl] their taper tails, and ſriſr i. court 
heir pychald mates enamonr'd; ITE rec} eyes 

Fi:fh Eres impure ; nar reſl, not tool they take, £9 

Gonder by furious love. lu te arate cells 

Confne them now, leſt bloody civil wars 

Anaay thy peaceful hate. 1 left at lar e, 

the growling rivals in dread bartic join, 

And rute encuumtr; on SCAN ac! '3 Q reams 45 
{crocs of 0 with tar lei- ſu y une 

For the bright Spartan dame, their va! jour Far- 

8 ld aud turn thy favourite hounds mall he, 

Stretei.d Oo the ground; thy kenne Gall appcar 
A ficld of blood ; like ſom un Nappy town 30 

In civil broils conſus'd, while Dilcotd rakes 

Het bloody ſcourge aloſt. ſierce pert ies rage. 

Staining their impious hauds in mutua! death. 

And {t:i] the beu belov'd, and braveſt fall : 

Such are the dire eftects of law! tels love. 


5 
Huntſmen ! theſe ills by timely prodent care 

Prevent: for every long.ng dame. ſelect 

So ne happy paramour; to him alone 

lu leagues connub al join. Conſider well 

lis lineoge what his fathers did of oid, 69 

Chiefs of the pack, and firſt to climb the rack, 

Or plunge into the deep, or trend the brake 

With thorp tharp pointed, pliiu'd, and hriars in- 

teru vcu. 

Obſerve with care his ſhape, ſort, colour, fize. 

Nor will ſagacious huvtſmen less re: card 

His inward "habits : the vain hahhle: tluun, 

Ever [,quacious, ever in the wrong, 

8 foolich offspring ſhall offend thy cars 
With falſe alarms, and loud impettincuce. 

Nor leſ. the ſhi:tin Tr cur avoid, that brooks 

next hc.'ge .. 

Devious he ſtrays, there every :nulc he tries: 

If haply then he croſs the Kew: ing ſcent, 

Aua he flics victorious; and exits 

As<t the pack ſupreme, and in his ſpeed 77 

And ftrengrh uurivall'd. 1.0! calt far bling 

His vex d aſſociates pant, and Ichouting frain 

To climb the ſeep afcent. Sou as they reach 

Tu' inſulting booſter, his alf. courage fails, 


65 


79 


P-hind he lags, doom d to the ſotal nooſe, 85 
His maſter's hate, aud ſceru of au the leid. 
1 2 ' Wuat 
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What can from ſuch be hop'd, but a baſe brood 
Of coward curs, a frantic, vagraut race? 

When now the third revolving moon appears, 
With ſharpen'd horns, above th horizon's brink ; 
Without Lucina's aid, expect thy hopes 86 
Are amply crown'd ; ſhort pangs produce to light 
The ſmoking litter, crawling helpleſs, blind, 
Nature their guide, they ſeek the pouting tcat 
That eons Aireams Soon as the tender dam 
Has form'd them with her tongue, with pleaſure 


view 91 
The marks of their reno n d progenitors, 
Sure pledge of triumphs yet to come. All theſe 
Select with joy; but to the merciieſs flood 
Expoſe the dwindling refuſe, nor o'crload 
Th” indulgent mother. If thy heart rclent, 
Unwilling to deſtroy, a nurſe provide, 
And to the forcſt- t give the cafe 
Of thy ſuperfluous brood ; ſhe li cheriſh kind 
The alien offspring ; pleas'd thou ſhalt behold 100 
Her tenderneſ., and hoſpitable love. 
If frolic now and playſul they deſert 
Their gloomy cell, and on the verdant turf 
With nerves improv'd, puriue the mimic chace, 
around: unto the choiceſt friends 105 
Commit thy valued prize : the ruſtic dames 
Shall at thy kennel wait, and in their laps 
Receive thy growing hopes, v ith many a kiſs 
Careſs, and digniſy their little charge 
With ſome great title. and reſounding name 110 
Of high import. But cautious here obſerve 
To check their youthful ardour, nor permit 
The unexpcrienc'd younker, immature, 
Aloue t » range the woods, or haunt the baakes 
Where dodging conies ſport ; his nerves 
And ſtrength uncqual : the Ipborious chace 
Shall ſtint his growth, and his raſh forward youth 
Contract ſuch vicious habits, as thy care 
And late correction never ſhall reclaim. 
When to full ſtrength arriv'd, mature and 
| bold, 120 
Conduct them to the field; nor all at once 
But as thy cooler ce ſhall direct, 
Selcct a ſcw, and form them by degrees 
To ſtricter diſcipline. With theſe conſort 
The ilaunch and ſteady ſages of thy pack, 
By long experience vers'd in all the wiles, 
And ſubtle doublings of the various chace. 
Eaſy the leſſon of the youthful train, 
When inſtin® prompts, and when example guides. 
If the too forward younker at the — 1 130 
Preſs boldly on in wanton ſportive mood, 
Correct his haſte, and let him ſeel abaſh'd 
The ruling whip. But if he ſtoop behind 
In wary modeſt guiſe, to his own noſe 
Confiding ſure ; give him full ſcope to work 135 
His winding way, and with thy voice applaud 
His patience, and his care; ſoon ſhalt thou view 
The hopeful pupil leader of his tribe, | 
Aud all the liſtening pack attend his call. 
Oft lead them furth where wanton lambkins 


140 


95 


125 


| ay, 
And 2 dams with jealous eyes obſerve 
Their tender care. If at the crowding flock 
He bay preſumptuous, or with eager haſtc 
Furſue them ſcattet d o'er the verdant plain; 


, 


|-Difturb the peaceſul flocks. In tender age 


With e: 
pleas 


| 
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In the ſoul ſact attach'd, to the ſtroug ram 145 
Tie faſt the raſh offender. Sec! at ſirit 

His horn'd companion, fearſul and amaz'd, 

Shall drag him trembling o'er the rugged ground; 
Then, with his load fatigu'd, ſha!l turn a-hcead, 
And with his curl'd hard front inceſſant peal 150 
The panting wretch, till, breathleſs and aſtunn'd, 
Stretch'd on the turf he lies. Then ſpare not thou 
The twining whip, but ply his blecding fides 
Laſh after laſh, and with thy threatening voice, 
Harſh-echeing from the hills, inculcate loud 155 
His vile offence. Sooner ſhall trembling doves 
Eſcap'd the hawk's ſhurp talons, in mid air 
Aſſail their dangerous ſoe, than he once more 


Thus youth 1s train'd ; as curious artiſts | 
The taper pliant twig, or potters form 
Their ſoft and ductile clay to various ſhapes. 
Nor is t to breed; but to preſerve, 
Muſt be the huntſman's care. The ftaunch old 


hounds, 
Guides of thy pack, though but in number few, 
Are yet of great account; ſhall oft untic | 
The Gordian knot, when reaſon at a ſtand 
Puzzling is loft, and all thy art is vain. 
O'*cr clogeing fallows, o'cr dry pltaſter'd roads, 
O'er floated meads, o'er plains with flocks diſ- 
tain'd 170 


169 


. Rank-ſcenting, theſe muſt lead the dubious way. 


As party-chicfs in ſenates who preſide, 
With pleaded reaſon and with well-turn'd ſpeech, 
Condud the ſtaring multitude ; ſo theſe 


Direct the pack, who with joint cry approve, 175 


And loudly boaſt diſcoveries not their own. 
Unnumber'd accidents, and various ills, 


Attend thy pack, hang hovering o'er their heads, 


And point the way that lead to death's dark cave, 
Short is the ſpan ; few at the date arrive 1% 
Of ancient Argus in old Homer's ſong 

So highly honour'd : kind, ſagacious brute ! 

Not ev'n Minerva's wiſdom could conceal 


'Thy much lov'd maſter from thy nicer ſenſe. 


Dying his lord he own'd, view'd him all o'er 185 
> then clos'd thoſe eyes, well 
of leſſer ills the Muſe declines to ſing, 


Nor ſtoops ſo low; of theſe cach groom can tell 


The proper remedy. nut O! what care, 
What prudence, can prevent madneſs, the worſt 
Of maladies? Terrific peſt ! that blaſts , 
The huntſman's hopes, and deſolation ſpreads 
Through all th' unpeopled kennel unreſtrain'd, 
More fatal than th* envenom'd viper's bite; 
Or that Apulian ſpider's poiſonous ting, 195 
Heal'd by the pleaſing antidote of ſounds. a 
When Sirius reigns, andthe ſun's parching beams 
Bake the dry gaping ſurface, viſit thou : 
Each ev'n and morn, with quick obſervant eye, 
Thy panting pack. If, in dark ſullen mood, 200 
The glouting hound refuſe his wonted meal, 
Retiring to ſome cloſe, obſcure retreat, 
Gloomy, diſconſolate: with ſpeed remove 
The poor inſectious wretch, and in ſtrong chains 
Bind him ſuſpected. Thus that dire diſcaſe 205 
Which art can't cure, wiſe caution may — 


WA... 
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But, this neglected, ſoon expect a 
A ditmal change, confuſion, frenzy. death. 
Or in ſome dark receſs the ſenſeleſs brute 
Sits ſadly pining: deep melancholy, 
And black deſpair, upon his clouded brow 
Hang lowering ; from his half-openinp jaws 
The clammy venom, and inſectious froth, 
Diſtilling fall; and from his lungs inflam'd, 
Malignant vapours taint the ambient air, 215 
Breathing perdirion : his dim eyes are glaz'd, 
He druops his penſive head, his trembling limbs 
No more ſupport his weight; abject he lies, 
Dumb, ſpiritleſs, benumb'd ; till death at laſt 
Gracious attends, and kindly brings relicf. 

Or, if outrageous grown, behold. alas! 
A yet more dreadſul ſcene ; his glaring eyes 
Redden with fury, like ſome augry boar 
Churning he foams; and on his back erect 
His pointed briſtles riſe ; his tail incurv'd 


143 


With heavy heart that hoſpital of woe; 
Where horror ſtalks at large i inſatiate Death 256 
Sits prowling o'er his prey: each hour preſcns 
A different icene of ruin and diſtreſs. 
How buſy «rt thou, Fate l and how ſevere 
Thy pointed wrath ! the dying and the dead 
Promiſcuous lie ; o'er theſe the living ght 273 
In oi. e eternal broil ; not conicious Why, 
Nor yet with whom. So drunkards, in their cups, 
Sparc not their friends, whule ſcuſelels ſquabble 
reigns. 

Huntſman ! it much bchoves thee to avoid 

The perilous debate! Ah! rouſe up all 280 


220 | Thy vigilance, and tread the treacherous ground 


With careful ſtep. Thy fires unquench's preſerve, 
As erſt the veſtal flames; the pointed ſteel 
In the hot embers hide ; and if ſurpriz'd 


Thou ſecl'ft the deadly bite, quick urge it honie 
225 . Into the recent forc, and cauterize 


286 


He drovs, and with harſh broken howlings rende The wound ; ſpare not thy fleſh, nor dread th* 


The poiſon=tainted air, with rough hoarſe voice 
Inceflant Lays ; and ſnuffs th* infeRigus breeze; 
This way and that he ſtares ag haſt, and ſtarts 
At his own ſhade : jealaus, as if he deem d 230 
The world his foes. 
He caſt his roving eye, cold horror chills 
His ſoul ; averſe he flies, trembliag, appall'd. 
Now frantic to the kennel's utmoſt verge 
Raving he runs, and deals deſtruRion round. 235 
The pack fly diverſe ; for whate'er he meets 
Vengeful he bites, and every bite is death, 4 
| If now perchance through the weak ſence eſ- 
cap'd, 
Far up — wind he roves, with open mouth 
Inhales the cooling breeze ; nor man, nor beaſt, 
He ſpares implacable. The hunter-horſe, 
Once kind aſlociate of his ſylvan toils, 
(Who haply now without the kennel's mound 
Crops the rank mead, and liſtening hears with joy 
The chearing cry, that morn and eve falutes 245 
His raptur d ſenſe) a wretched victim falls. 
Unhappy quadruped! no more, alas ! 
Shall thy fond maſter with his voice applaud 
Thy gentlencfs, thy ſpeed ; or with his hand 
Stroke thy ſoft dappled ſides, as he each day 250 
Viſits thy tall, well pleas'd ; no more ſhalt thou 
With ſprightly neighings, to the winding horn, 
And the loud opening peck in concert jein'd, 
Glad his proud heart. For oh | the ſecret wound 
Rankling inflames, he bites the ground, and dies 
Hence to the village with pernicious haſte 
Baleful be bends his courſe : the village flics 
Alarm'd ; the tender mother in her arms 
Hugs cloſe the trembling babe: the doors are 
| barr'd, | : 
And flying curs by native inſtinct taught 260 
Shun the contagious bane ; the ruſtic bands 
Hurry to arms, the rude militia ſeize 
Whate'er at hand they find ; clubs, forks, or guns, 
From every quarter charge the furious foe, 
In wild diſorder, and uncouth array: 
Till, now _ wounds on wounds oppreſs'd and 


| For d, 
At one ſhort poiſonous gaſp he breathes his laſt. 
Hence to the kenne!, Mrſe, return, aud view 


265 


| 


The foaming ſurge, full many a fathom deep, 


event ; 


Vulcan ſhall fave when ZEſculapius fails. 
Here ſhould the knowing Muſc recount the 
means 


If haply towards the ſtream To ſlop this growing plague. And here, alas ! 


Each hand preſents a ſovereign cure, aud boaſts 
Iufallibility, but boaſts in vin. 
On this nd, each to his ſeparate ſcat 
3 bound; give each his meſs 
Apart, his range in open air; and then 
I! deadly ſymptoms to thy grief appear, 
Devote the wretch, and let him greatly ſall, 
A generous victim for the public weal. 

Sing, philoſuphig Muſe, the dire effeQs 
Of this contagious bite on hapleſs man. 
The ruſtic ſwaius, by long tradition taught 
Ot leaches old, as ſoon as they perceive 
The bite impreſs d, to the ſea-coaſt repair. 
Pluug'd in the briny flood, th' unhappy youth 
Now journeys home ſecure ; but ſoou ſhall wiſh 
The ſeas as yet had cover'd him beneach 


295 
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A fate more diſmal, and ſuperior ills 

Hang o'er his head devoted. When the moon, 

Cloing her monthly round, returns again 316 

To glad the night; or when full-orb d ſhe ſhines 

High in the vaule of heaven; the lurking peſt 

Begins the dire aflault. The poiſonous foam 

Through the deep wound inſtill'd with hoſtile 
rage, 

And all its ficry particles ſaline, 

Invades th arteria! fluid. whoſe red waves 


315 


Lempeſtuous heave, and, their coheſion broke, 


Fermenting boil; inteſtine war enſues, 

And order to confuſion turns embro:1I'd. 
Now the diſtended veſſels ſcarce contain 
The wild uproar, but preſs each weaker part 
Unable to reſiſt: the tender brain 

And ſtomach ſuſfer moſt ; convulſions ſhake 
His trembling nerves, and wandeting pungent 


320 


ns 
Pinch — the ſleepleſs wretch ; his fluttering 
paulſe 325 
Oft intermits ; penſi ve, and ſad, he mourns 
His crucl fate, and to his weeping friends 
Laments 


144 


Laments in voin: to haſty anper prone, 
Reſems cach fii; ht oifcnce, walks with quick ſtep, 
And wi.diy ſtares; at laſt with boun.'l.-'> ſway 
"The tyrant frenzy rei us: for as the cop 
(Whoſe fatal bite corvcy'd th' infe& i114 bane) 
Raving he ſezms, and how!s, and bar!:s, and bites. 
Like agitations in his builing biood 85 
Preſent like ſpecies to his troubled mind; 
His nature and his actions all canine. 
So (as old Homer furs) th* affociates wild 
Of wandering Ithacus, by Circe's charms 
To ſwine transſormed, ran gruntiiug through the 
; groves, 
Dreadſul cxamnle to a wicked world ! 
bee there diſtreſs d he lies! parch'd up with thirſt, 
But dores not drink. I ill now at laſt his ſoul 
Trembling clcapes, her noiſome dun con leaves, 
And to ſome purer region wings away. 


One labour yet remains, celeſtial Maid! 345 

Another element demands thy ſong. 

No more o'er cragyy ſteep, through coverts thick 
Wich pointed thorn, and briars intricate, 

' Urge on with horn and voice the painful pack: 
But ſkim with watiton wing th' irriguous vale, 
Where winding ſtreams amid the flowery meas 
Perpetual glide along; and undermine 
The cavern'd banks, by the tenacious ronts 
Of hoary wiliows arch'd; gloomy retreat 
Of rhe bright ſcaly kind; where they at will 355 
On the green watery weed their paſture graze, 
Suck the moiſt ſoil, or Number at their eaſe, 
Rock*? by the reftleſs brook, that draws aflope 
Its humid train, and laves their durk abodes. 
Where rages not oppreflion ? Where, alas! $362 
Is innocence ſecure ? Rapine and ſpoil 
Haunt ev'n the loweit decps; feas have their 

ſharks, 
Rivers and ponds incloſe the ravenous pike; 
He in his turn becomes a prey; on him 
Th* amphibious otter feaſts. Juſt is his fate 365 
Deſerv'd : but tyrants know no bounds; nor 
ſpears, 
J hat Uriſtle on his back, decend the perch 
From his wide greedy jaws; nor buruiſh'd mail 
The yellow carp, nor all his arts can fave 
In infinvating cel, that hides his head 
Bencath the ſlimy mud; nor yet cſcapes 
Ihe crimſon- ſpotied trout, the river's pride, 
And beauty of the ſtream. . Without remorſe, 
This midnight pillager, ranging around, 
inlatiate ſwallows all. The owner mourns 375 
Th' unpeopled rivulet, and gladly hears 
Ihe huntiman's early call, and hears with joy 
The jov:al crew, that march upon its banks 
In gay parade, with bearded lauces arm'd. 
he ſubtle ſpoiler of the beaver kind, 380 
Far off perhaps, where ancient alders ſhade 
The deep fili pool; within ſome hollow trunk 
Contrives his wicker couch; whence he ſurveys 
His long puriev, lord of the ftream, and all 
ihe finny ſhoals lis own, But you, brave 
youths, 383 
Diſpute the ſeion's claim ; try every root, 
And every rcedy bank; cacourage all 
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The buſy- ſpreading pack, that ſearleſs plunge 
Into the flood, and croſs the rapid ſtream. 

Rid rocks, and ca ves, and each reſounding ſhore, 
Proclaim your bold defiance ; loudly raiſe 

| Each cheering voice, till diſtant hills repeat 

The tri h- of the vale. On the ſoft ſand 

See there his ſcal impreſs'd ! and on that bank 


335 | Behold the glittcring ſpoils, half-caten fiſh, 395 


Scaics, fins, aud boncs, the leavings of his 
feait, | 

Ah! on that yielding ſag- bed. ſee once more 

| His ſcal T view. O'es yon dank ruſty marſh 

The ly gooe footed prowler bends Eis courſe, 

And ſfecks the diſtant ſiatiows. Huntimas, 
bring 400 

Thy eager pack, and trail him to his couch. 

Hark ! the loud pcal begins, the clamorous joy, 

The gallant ch:iding, loads the trembling air. 


| Ye Naiads fair, who v'er theſe floods preſide, 
Raiſe up your dripping heads above the wave, 455 
And hear our melody. Ih' harmonious notes 
Float wichethe ſtrcam; and every winding creek 
And hollow rock, thet o'r the dimpiing flood 

ods pendant; ill improve from ſhore to ſhore 

ur ſweet reite rated joys. What ſnouts! 410 
M hat clamour loud ! What gay keart-chearing 


' ſounds 


Urge through the breathing braſs their wazy way! 
Nor quires of Triters glad with ſprightlier ſtrains 
The dancing billows! When proud Neptune rides 
In triumph o'er the ſteep. How greedily 413 
They ſnuff the fiſhy eam, that to each blade 
Rank-ſccnting clings! See ! how the morning 
dews 
They ſweep, that from their feet beſp: inkling 
dro 
Diſper'd, nd leave a track oblique behind. 
Now on firm land they range, then in the flood 
They plunge tumuituous, or through reedy pools 
Ruſtling they work their way: no hole eſcapes 
Their curious ſearch. With quick ſenſation now 
The fuming vapour ſtings ; flutter their hearts, 
And joy redoubled burſts ſrom every mouth 425 
In louder ſymphoaics. Yon hollow trunk, | 
That with its hoary head incurv'd ſalutes 
The paſſing wave, muſt be the ryrant's fort, 
And dread abode. Flow theſ: impatient climb, 
While others at the root inceſſant bay 439 
They put him down. See ! there he dives along! 
Th' aſcending bubbles mark his gloomy way. 
Quick fix the nets, and cut off his retreat 


Into the ſheltering deeps. Ah! there he vents! 


The pack plunge headlong, and protevded ſpears 
Menace deſtruction : while the troubled ſurge 
Indiguant foams, and all the ſcaly kind, 
Affrighted. hide their heads. Wild tumult reigns, 
And loud uproar. Ah! there once more he vents! 
Sce, that bold hound has ſciz d him; down they 
. ink — * 
Together loſt: but ſoon ſhall he 
His raſh aſſault. Sce there eſcap'd, he flies 


Ha'f-drown'd, and clambers up the ſlippery bank 


With ouzc and blood diſtain' d. Of all che brutes, 


Mhcther by nature ſorm'd, or by leng uſe, 2 
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This artful Jiver beſt can bear the want 
Of vit-l air. Unequal is the fight, 
Beneath the vw-helming element. Vet there | 
He livcs not long; but reſpiration necds | 
At proper intervals. Again he vents; 4804 
Again the crowd attack. That ſpear has piere d 
His neck :; the crimſon waves conteſs the wound. 
Fix 4 [x the bearded lance, unwelcome neſt, | 
W]-r- cr he flie- ; with bim it fink beneath, 
With im it mounts; ſure guide to every foe. 455 
Inly he groans : nor can his tender wound 
Bear the cold ftrezr Lo! to yon {edgy bank 
He creeps Gtiſcurſolate ; his numerous foes 
Surround him. hounds and men. Pierc'd thro" ; 
and thro”, | 
On pointed ſpears they lift him high in air; 
Wrigg:ing he hangs, and grins, and bites in vain; 
Bid the loud horns, in gay y-warbling firains, 
Proclaim the {clon's fate; he dics, he dies. 
Rejoice ye ſcaly tribe, and lcaping dance 
Above the wave, in fign of liberty 465 
Reſt ard; the cruel tyrant is no more. | 
Rejoice ſecure and bleſsd ; did not s yet 
Remain, ſome of your own rapacious kind ; 
And man, ficrce man, with all his various wiles. 
O happy if ye knew our happy ſtate, 470 
Ye rangers of the fields; whom nature 
Chears with her ſmiles, and every clement 
Conſpires to bleſs. What, if no heroes frown 
From marble pcdeſtals ; nor Raphacl's works, 
Nor T tian's lively tints, adorn our walls? 475 
Yet thele the meaneſt of us may behold ; 
And at another's coſt may feaſt at will | 


— 


Our wandering cyes ; what can the owner more? 


But vam, alas! is wealth, not grac'd with power. 
The flowery landſkip, and the yilded dome, 480 | 
And viſtas opening to the wearied eye, 

Through all his wide domain ; the planted grove, 
The ſhrubby wilderneſs with its gay chair 

Of warbling birds, can't Juil to ſoft repoſe 

Th' ambitious wretch, whoſ:: diſcontented ſoul 
Is harrow'd day and night ; he mourns, he pines, 
Until his Prince's favour makes him great. 

See therc he comes, th' exalted idol comes! 

The circie's form'd, and all his fawmng flaves 
Devoutly bow to carth ; from every mouth 490 
The nauſeous flattery fows, Ahich he returns 
With promiſes that die as ſoon as born. 

Vile intercourſe ! where virtue has no place. 
Frown but the monarch, all his glories fade; 

He minglcs with the throng, outcaſt, undone, 495 
The pagrant of a day; without one friend 

To ſoothe his tortur'd mind ; all, all are fled. 

For, though they baſk'd in his meridian ray, 

The inſc&s vaniſh, as his beains decline. ; 


Not ſuck our [riends ; for her no dark deſign, 
No wicked intereſt, bribes the venal hart ; 


But inclination to cur boſom leads, 502 | 


And weds them thete for life; our ſocial cups 
Smile, as we {mile ; open, and uareſerv'd, 

We ſpeak our iumoſt ſouis; good-humour, mirth, 
Soft compiaiſance, and wit from malice free, 
Smooth every brow, and glow on every cheek. 


© bappinzs Lucere ! what wietch would groan , 
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| Beneath the galling load of power, or walk 


Upon the ilippery pavements of the great, 510 
Who thus could reign, unenvy'd and ſecure ? 
Ye guardian powers who make mankind your 

care, 

Give me to know wiſe Nature's hidden depths, 

Trace cach myſterious cauſe, with judgment read 

Th' expanded volume, and ſubmiſs adore 5135 

That great creative Will. who at a word 

Spoke forth the wondrous ſcene. But if my ſoul 

To this gioſs clay confin'd flutters on earth 

With leſs ambitious wing: unſkill'd to range 

From orb to orb, where Newton leads the way; 

And view with piercing eyes the grand machine, 

Worlds above worlds; ſubſervient to his voice, 

Who, vcil'd in cluded Majeſty, alone 

Gives light to all; bids the great ſyltem move, 

And changeſul ſcaſons in their turns advance, 525 

Unmor'd, unchang d, himſelf : yet this at leatl 

Grant me propitious, an inglorious life. 

Calm and ferenc, nor loſt in falſe purſuits 

Of weaith or honours; but enough to raiſe 

My drooping friends, preventing modeſt Want 

That dares not aſk. And if, to crown my joys, 

Ye grant me health, that, ruddy in my cheeks, 

Blooms in my life's decline ; fields, woods, and 
ſtreams, 

Fach tewering kill, each humble vale below, 

Shall hear * chearing voice, my hounds ſhall 
W 


535 
The lazy morn, and glad th' horizon round. 


HOBBINOL 
CANTO 1. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


Propoſition. Invocation addreſſed to Mr. John 
Philips, anthor of the Cy der Pom and Splen- 
did Shilling. Deſcription of che Vale of Evc- 
ſham, The Scat of Hohhinol; Hobbinol a 
great man in his vi lage, ſcated in his wicker 
{mouking his pipe, has one ovuly ſon, Younz 
Hobbinol's education, bred up with Gauleretta 
his near relation. Young Ho binol and Can. 
deretra choſen king and Quecn of the May.— 
Her dreſs and attendants. Ihe May-games — 
Twangdillo the fidler, his character. "Che dauc- 
ing. Ganderctta's extraordinary performance. 

Bagpipes good muſic in the Highlands. XIilo- 
nidcs, maiter of the ring, diſcipliucs the mob; 
pracla ms the ſeveral prizes. His ſpecch. Pal- 
tot el takes up the belt. His character, his he- 
roic figure, his confidence, Hobbinol, by per- 
miſhon of Ganderetta, accepts the challenge, 
vaulis into the ring. His honourable behavicur, 
eſcapes a ſcowering. Ganderetta's agony. Pal- 
torel ſuiled, Ganderetta not a littl: plcaied. 


HAT old Menalcas at his fealt reveal'd 
1 fing, ſtrange ſcars of aucient prow: fs, 
* 


* 
S: 
* 


The 


* 
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Of high renown, while all his liſtening gueſts 
With | ha joy receiv'd the pleaſing * 

O thou *! who late on V 
Slumbering ſecure, with Stirom + well bedew'd, 
Fallacious c:{k, in ſacred dreams were taught 
By ancient ſecre, and Merlin prophet old, 

T'o raiſe ignoble themes with ſtrains ſublime, 

Be thou my guide; while | thy track purſue 10 
* With wing unequal, through the wide expanſe 
Adventurous range, and emulate thy flights. 

In that rich vale f, where with Dobunian 5 

fields 

Cornavian borders meet, far fam'd of old | 
For Montfort's & hapleſs ſate, undaunted earl; 
Where from her ſrunful urn Avona pours 
Her kindly torrent on the thirſty gle 
And pi lages the hills t* enrich the plains ; 
On whoſe luzuriant barks flowers of all hues | 


| 


Start up ſpor taneous and the teeming ſoil 20 


With l-aſt y ſhoots prevents its owner's prayer: 

pamper'd wat ton ſteer, of the ſharp axe 

Regardleſs, that o'er his devoted head 

Hangs menacing, crops his delicious bane, 

Nor knows the price is life; with envious 

His labouring yoke-fellow beholds his plight, 

And decms him bleſt, while on his languid neck 

In ſolemn floth he tugs the lingering plough. 

So blind are mortals, of each other's fate 

Miſ-judging, ſell-deceĩv d. Here as ſupreme 30 

Stern Hobbinol in rural plenty reigns 

O'er wide-cxtended fields, his large domain. 

Th? obſcquious villagers, with looks ſubmilſs 

Obſervant of his eye, or when with ſeed 

T' impregnate Earth's fat womb, or when to 
brivg 35 

With clamorous joy the bearded harveſt home. 


Here, when the diſtant ſun jengthens the nights, 
When the keen froſts the ſhivering farmer warn 
To broach his mellow caſk, and frequent blaſts 
Inſtruct the crackling billets how to blaze, 40 
In his warm wicker chair, whoſe pliant twigs 
In cloſc embraces join d. with ſpacious arch 
Vault this thick-woven roof, the bloated churl 
Loiters in ſtate, each arm reclin'd is prop'd 
With yielding pillows of the ſofteſt down, 45 
In mind compos'd, from ſhort cocval tube 
He ſucks the vapours bland, thick curling clouds 
Of ſmoke around his recking temples play ; 
Joyuus he fits, and impotent of thought 
Puſſe away care and ſorrow from his heart. 50 
How vain the pomp of kings ! Look down, ye 
great, 
And view with envious eye the downy neſt, 
Where ſoft Repoſe, and calm Contentment dwell, 
Uubrib'd by wealth, and unreſtrain'd by power. 
One ſon alone had bleſt his bridal bed, 55 
Whom good Caliſta bore, nor long ſurviv'd 


Mr. John Philips. | 
+ Strong Herefordſhire Cyder. 


1 Vale of Eveſham. 
$ Glouceſterſhire. j Worceſterſhire. 


188 Simon de Montfort, killed at the battle of 
ve ſham. 


| To ſhare a mother's joy, but leſt the babe 


To his paternal care. An orphan niece 


{ a 
's flowery banks 5 Near the ſame time his dying brother ſent, 
— The helpleſs pair 60 


To claim his kind fi 
In the ſame cradle flept, nurs'd up with care 
By the ſame tender hand, on the ſame breaſts 
Alternate hung with joy ; till reaſon dawn'd, 
And a new light broke out by flow degrees : 
Then on the floor the pretty wantons play d. 65 
Gladding the farmer's hea.t with growing hopes, 
And pleaſures erſt unſelt. Whene'er with cares 
Oppreſs'd, when wearied, or alone he doz'd, 
Their harmleſs prattle (coth'd his troubled ſoul. 
Say, Hobbinol, what extaſies of joy 70 
| a thy veins, when climbing for a 
iſs 


With little s they ſtrok'd thy grizly beard, 
Or round thy wicker whirl'd their rattling cars? 
Thus from their earlieſt days bred up, and train d, 


| To mutual fondneſs, with their ſtature grew, 75 


Ihe thriving paſhon. What love can decay 


| That roots ſo deep Now ripening manhood cur!'d 


On the gay ſtripling's chin: her panting breaſts, 

And tretabling bluſhes glowing on her cheeks, 

Her ſecret wiſh betray'd. She at each mart 80 

All eyes attracted ; but her faithful ſhade, 

Young Hobbinol, ne'er wander'd from her ſide, 

A frown from him daſh'd every rival's hopes. 

For he, like Peleus' ſun, was prone to rage, 

Inexorable, ſwift like him of ſoot 85 

With eaſe could overtake his daſtard foe, 

Nor ſpar d the ſuppliant wretch. And now ap- 

. proach'd 

Thoſe merry days, when all the nymphs and 
ſwains N 

In ſolemn ſeſtiva's and rural f 

Pay their glad homage to the bloom ing ſpring. go 

Young Hobbinol by joint conſent is rais'd 

T* imperial diznity, and in his hand 

Brig ht Ganderetta tripp'd the jovia! queen 

Of Maia's gaudy mouth, profuſe of flowers. 

From each cnamel'd mead th' attendant nywphs 

Loaded with odorous ſpoils, from theſe ſelect 

Fach flower of gorgcous dye, and garlands weave 

Of party-colour'd tweets ; cach buſy hand 

Adorus the jocund queen: in her looſe hair, 1c0 

That to the wind# in wanton ringlets plays, 

The tufted Cowſlips breathe their faint perſumes. 

On ker refulgent brow, as cryſtal clear, 

As Parian marbic ſmooth. Narciſſus hangs 

His drooping head, and views his image there, 

Unhappy flower ! Panſi's of various hue, 10s 

Iris, and Hyacinth, and Atphodel, 85 

To deck the nymph, their richeſt liveries wear, 

And laviſh all their pride. Not Fiora's ſelf 

More lovely ſmiles, when to the dawning year 

Her opening boſom heavenly fragrance breathes. 


See on yon verdent lawn the gathering crowd 
Thickers amain ; the buxom nymphs advance 
Uſher'd by jolly clowns : diſtinctions ceaſe 
Loft in the common joy, and the bold flave 
Leans on his wealrFy maſter, unreprov'd: 115 
The ſick no pains can feel, no wants the poor. 
Round his ſond mother's neck che ſmiling babe 


| Exulting 
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Frulting clings ; hard by decrepit age, | 


Prop'd on his Oaff with anxious thought revolves 
His picaſures paſt, and ca*s his grave remarks 
Among the hecdleſs throng. I he vigorous youth 
Strips for the combat, hopeful to ſubdue 

The fair-one's lone diſdain, by valour now 

Glad to convince her coy erroneous heart, 

And prove his merit equal to her charms, 125 
Soft pity pleads his cauſe; bruſhing ſhe views 
His brawny limbs, and his undau':ted cye, 

Thar lob a proud defiance on his foes. 

Reſoly'd and obNtinatcly firm he ſtanda; 

Danger nor death he tears, while the rich prize 

I victory an love Ou the large ouch 

Of a thick ſprrading elm Twangdillo ſits: 


One leg on Iſther's ba»ks the hardy ſwain 

Left undiſmay'd, Bellona's 'ighrning ſcurch'd 

His manly vifage, but iu vity left 135 

One eye ſecure. He many a painful bruiſe 

Intrepid felt, and many a gaping wound, | 

For brown Kate's ſake, and tor his country's 
weal . 

Yet ſtiil the merry bard without regret 

Bears his ou ills, apd with his ſounding ſhell, 140 

And comic phyz r:lieves his drooping friends. 

Hark, from alo't his tortur'd cat-gut ſqueals, 

He tickles every ſtring, to every note 

He bends his piiant neck, his ſingle eye 

Twink 1-s with joy, his active ſtump beats time: 

Let but this ſubrlc artiſt ſoftly touch 

The trembling chords, the ſaint cxpiring ſwain 

Trembles ne 5+, and the fond yielding maid 


—— os — —ä — 


Is tweedled into love. See with what pomp 

The gaudy band: advance in trim array! 150 

Love beats in every vein, from every eye | 

Darts his contagious flames. They friſk, they 

bound 

Now to briſk airs, and to the ſpeaking ſtrings : 

Artentive, in midway the ſexcs meet; 

Joyous their adverſe {ronts they cloſe, and preſs 

To ſtrict embrore, a+ reſolute to force 

And ftorm a paſlage to each other's heart: 

Till by the varying n«tes forewarn'd back they 

Recoil diſpatted: each with longing eyes 

Purſue. his mate retiring, till again 160 | 

Thebl-nded ſexes mix; then and in hand | 

Falt lock d. around they fly, or 1.imbly wheel 

In mozes intricate The jocuud troop, 

Pleas' with their grate ſul toil, ince ſſant ſhake | 

Their uncouthbrawnry limbs, and knock the ir heels 

dom uruus; down each brow the trickling balm 
In torrents flows, exhaling ſweets refreſh 

The gazing crowd, and heavenly frayronce fills 

The circuit wide. Sodanc'd in days of yore, 

When Orpheus play'd a leſſon to the brutcs, 170 

The liſtening ſavages; the ſpeckied pard 

Dardled the kid, avd with the bounding roe 

The lion gambol'd. Put what keavenly Muſe 
with equal lays ſhall Ganderetta ſing, 

When podd-{5-!ike ſhe ſkims the verdant plain, 

Gracefully gliding? Every raviſh'd eye 

The nymph attracts, aud every heart ſhe wounds. 

The moſt, tranſported Hobbin«l! Lo, now, 


Now to thy opening arms ſhe ſkuds along, 
With viclding bluſhes giowing on her checks; 


Vo. V. 
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And eyes that ſweetly languiſh ; but too ſoon, 

Too ſoon, alas ' ſhe flics thy vain embrace, 

But flies to he purſued ; nimbly ſhe trips, 

And darts a glance fo tender as ſhe turns, 

That withnew hopes reliev' d, thy joys revive, 195 

Thy ſtature's rais'd, and thou art more than 
man. 

Thy ſtately port, and more majeſtic air, 

nd every ſprightly motion ſpeaks thy love. 

o the loud bag-pipe's ſolemn voice att · nd, 
Whoſe t ſing winds roc aim a ſt rm is nigh 199 
Harmenious blatts ! thit warm the frozen blood 
Of Caledonia's { ns to love or war. 

Aud ch. ar their iroop:ug hearts, robb'd of the 
ſun's 

Erlivening roy, that oer the ſnowy Alps 

Reluctant peeps, and ſperds to better climes. I95 

Forthwith in hoary majeſty apycars 

On- of ,*gantic ſize. but viſag- wan, 

Milonides the ſlrong, reuown'd of old 

For feats of arms, but, be: ding now with years, 

His trunk unwieldy from the verdant turf 209 

He rears deliberate. and with his pl. nt 

Of tougheſt virgin oak in riling aids 

Hs tremb'ing limbs; his bald and wrinkled front 

Eutrench'd with many a glorious ſcar. beſpeaks 

Submiſſive reverence, He with countenance 
gr.m : 205 

Boaſts his paſt der ds, and with redoubled ſtro%es 

Marſhals the crowd and forms the circle wide. 

Stern arbiter ! lik: ſome huge rock he ſtands. 

That breaks th' incumbent waves they throng- 
ing preſs 

In troops confus'd, and rear their foaming heads 

Each above cach, but from ſuperior force 

Shr:nking repell'd, compoſe of ſlatelieſt view 

A licvid theatre, With hands uplift, 

And voice Stentorian, he pro.laims aloud 

Each rura prize. To him v hoſe active foot 

« Foils his bold foe, and rivets him to earth, 

„ his pair of gloves, by curious virgin hands 

*« Enibr» der'd, ſeam'd with filk, and ſring'd 
with gold. 


To him, who beſt the ſubborn hilts can wield. 


« And bloody marks of hi- diſpleaſure leave 220 
« On his opponet.t's head, this beaver white 
Wich ſilver edging grac'd, and ſcarlet prince 
« Ye taver made s! whoſe impetuons iprei 
* Outflics the ror, or bens the remiicr grass, 
* Sce here this prize, this rich lac'd {mock be- 
hold, 225 
White as your boſoms, as your kiſſes ſoſt. 
« Bleſl ene mph! wivra bountcous Heaven's pe- 
cor grace 

« Allots tis j-ompovs veſt, and worthy deems 
« To win u virgin, ande wear a bride” 

The gifts refuigent dazzic all the crowd, 230 
in fp: echlcfs admiration fix d, unmcc'd., 
Ev'n he who now each gicrivus palm diſplays, 
In jullen ſilence view. his batter d limbs, 
Aud bg! s his vigour tpent. Not 16 appel'd 
Yeung Valiorci, for active fircagrh revown'd : 
Him Ida ore, a mountain Aupherde;s ; 
O the blcak woald tile new-born want lay, 
Los to winger ſacwe, and roridkeln Lizfs 
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Severe. Ax heroes old, who ſrom great Jove 
Nerive their proud deſcent, ſo might he 
Has line paternal : but be th u. my Muſe ! 
No leaky blab, nor painſul umbrage give 
To wealthy ſquire,or doughty knight, or peer 
Of high degree Him every ſhouting ri 
In triumph crown'd, him every champion ſear d, 
From * Kiftſgate to remoteſt * Henbury. 
High in the midſt the brawny wreſtler 
A ſtate ly towering object; the taugh belt 
Meaſures his ample breaſt, and ſhades around 
His Ghonlders broad; proudly ſecure he kens 250 
The t. mpting prize, in his preſumptuous thought 
Already gain'd ; with partial look the crowd 
Approve his claim. But Hobbinol, enrag'd 
To ſee th* important gifts ſo cheap'y won, 
And ureonteſted honours tamely loſt, 
With lowly reverence thus accoſts his queen. 
* Fair fs! be propitious to my vows; 
« Smile 2 Gave, nor Hercules hin =I 
« Sha'l rob us of this palm: that bozfler vain 
* Far other port ſhall learn. She, with a look 
That picrc'd his inmoſt ſoul, ſmiling applauds 
His generous ardour, with afpiring hope 
Diſtends his breaſt, and ſtirs the man within: 
Yet much, alas! ſhe ſcars, for much ſhe loves. 
So from her arms the Paphian queen diſmiſs d 
The warrior god. on glorious flaughter bent, 
Provok'd his rage, and with her cyes inflam d 
Her haughty paramour. Swift as the winds 
Diſpel the fleeting miſts, at once he ſtrips 
His royal robes; and with a frown that chill'd 
The blood of the proud youth, active he bounds 
High o'er the heads of multitudes reclin'd : 
But, as beſcem'd one, whoſe plain honeſt heart, 
Nor paſſion foul, nor malice dark as tell, 
But honour pure, and love divine, had fir'd, 275 
His hand preſenting, on his ſturdy ſoe 
Diſdainfully he ſmiles; then, quick as thought, 
With his leſt hand the belt, and with his right 
His ſhoulder ſeis'd faſt griping ; his right-foot 
Efiay'd the champion's ſtrength: but firm he 
ſtood, 280 


148 


240 


235 


Fix d as a mountain aſh, and in his turn 

Repaid the bold affront ; his horny fiſt 

Faſt on his back he clos'd, and ſhook in air 

The cumberous load. Nor reſt, nor pauſe allow d. 
Their watchful eyes inſtruct their buſy feet; 285 
They pant, they heave ; each nerve, each finew's 


The livid tumours riſe, in briny ſtreams 

The ſweat diſtils, and from their batter'd ſhins 

The clotied gore diſtains the heaten ground. 290 

Lach ſwain his wiſh, cach trembling nymph con- 
ccals | 

Her ſecret dread ; while every panting breaſt 

Alternate ſears and hopes depreis or raiſe. 

Thus long in dubious ſcale the conteſt hung, 

Till Paſtorel, impatient of delay, 

Collecting all his force, a furious ſtroke 

At hi- lee ancle aim'd twas death to fall, 


295 


* Twe hundreds in Gloceſterſhire. 
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1 To ſtand impoſſible. O Ganderetta ! 

What horrors ſeize thy ſoul! on thy pale checks 

The roſes fade. But wavering long in air. 3c 

Nor firm on foot, nor as yet wholly fallen, 

| On his right knee he flip'd, and nimbly 'ſcap'd 
The foul diſgrace. Thus on the flacken'd rope 

The wingy ſooted artiſt, frail ſupport ! 

Stands —2 3 now in dreadful ſhrieks the 

crow 

Lament his ſudden fate, and yield him loft : 

He on his hams, or on his brawny rump, 

Sliding ſecure, derides their vain diſtreſs. 

Up ſtarts the vigorous Hobbinol undiſmay'd, 

From mother Earth like old Antæus rais'd 310 

Wich might redoubled. Clamour and applauſe 

Shake al! the neighbouring hills, —1— 

Return him loud acclaim : with ardent eyes, 

Fierce as a tiger ruſhing from his lair, 

He graſp'd the wriſt of his inſulting foe. 315 

Then with quick wheel oblique his ſhoulder point 

Beneath his breaſt he fix'd, and whirl'd aloft 

High o'er his head the ſprawling youth he flung : 

1 he hollow ground rebellow'd as he fell. 

The crowd preſs forward with tumultuous din; 

| Thoſe to relieve their faint expiring friends, 
With congratulations theſe. Hands, tongues, and 


caps, 
Outrageous joy proclaim, ſhrill fiddles ſqueak, 
Hoarſe bag-pipes roar, and Ganderctta ſmiles, 
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CANTO II. 


| " THE ARGUMENT, g 


The fray. Tonſorio, Colin, Hilderbrand, Cuddy, 
Cindaraxa, Talgol, Avaro, Cubhin, Collakin, 
Mundungo.' Sir Rhadamanth the juſtice, at- 
tended with his guards, comes to quell the fray. 
Rhadamanth's ſpeech, Tumult appeas d. Gor- 
gonius the butcher takes up the hilts ; his cha- 
racer. The Kiftſgatians conſternation, look 
wiſtfully on Hobbinol ; his ſpeech. I he cudgel 
playing. Gorgonius knock'd down, falls upon 
1wangdillo ; his diſtreſs ; his lamentation over 
his broken fiddle. 

ONG while an univerſal hubb5ub loud, 
Deafening each ear, had drown'd each ac- 
cent miid: 

Till biting taunts and harſh ious words 

Vile utterance ſound. How weak are human minds! 

How impotent to ſtem the ſwelling tide, 4 

And without inſolence enjoy ſucceſs ! 

The vale inhabitants, proud, and clate 

With victory, know no reſtraint, but give 

| A looſe to joy. Their champion Hobbinol 

Vaunting they raiſc, above that earth-born race 

Of giantsold, who, piling hills on hills, 

Pelion on Offa, with rebellious aim 

Made war on Jove. The ſturdy mountaineers, 

Who ſaw their mightieſt fall'n, and in his fall 

Their honours paſt impair d, their trophies, won 

By oy proud fathers, whe with ſcora look'd 

wo 
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pon the ſubject vale, ſallied, deſpoil'd, 
Aa level -d — the duſt, no longe bear 
The keen reproach. But as when ſudden fire 
deizes the ripen'd grain, whoſe bending cars 20 
invite the 2 14 * god 
triumph u , upborn 
— of wind, that with deſtructive breath 
Feed the fierce flames; from ridge to ridge he 
bounds 4 "EP . 
Wide-waſting, an icious ruin ſpreads : 25 
So through bo —— to breaſt ſwiſt 
flew 
The 2yated rage; loud vollicd oaths, 
Like thunder burſting from a cloud, gave ſigns 
Of wrath awak'd. Prompt fury ſoon ſupplied 
With arms uncouth; and tough well-ſcaſon'd 
lants 
Weighty with lead infus'd, on either hoſt 
Fall thick, and heavy; ſtools in pieces rent, 
And chairs, and furms, and batter'd buwls, are 
hurl'd 
With fel intent; like bombs the bottles fly 
Hiſfing in air, their ſharp-edged fragments 
dren. h'd 25 
In the warm ſpouting gore; heaps driv'n on heeps 
Promiſcuous lie. Tonſorio now advanc'd 
On the rough edge of battle : his broad front 
Beneath his ſhining elm ſecure, as erſt 
Was thine, Mambrino, ſtout Iberian knight! 40 
Deficd the rattling ſtorm, that on his head 
Fell innocent. A table's ragged frame 
In his right hand he bore, Herculean club 
Crowds, puſh'd on crowds, before his potent arm, 
Fled ignominious ; havock, and diſmay, 45 
Hung on their rear. Collin a merry ſwain, 
Blithe as the ſoariag lark, as ſweet the ſtrains 
Of his ſoft warbling lips, that whiſtling chcar 
His labouring team, they toſs their heads well 
leas'd, 
In gaudy plumage deck'd, with ſtern diſdain $50 
Beheld this victor proud; his generous ſoul 
Brook'd not the foul diſgrace. High o'er his 


head 
— 3 tint 3s beck Hrnfabouelf'S 
he ſtood, and ftretching every nerve, 
As from a forceſul engine, down it fell 35 


Upon his hollow d helm, that yielding ſunk 
Beneath the blow, and with its ſharpea'd 
Shcar'd both his cars, they on his ſhoulders broad 
"ung rogged, Quick as thought, the vigorous 
You | 

Shortening his ſtaff, the other end he darts 60 
Into his gaping jaws. Tonſorio fied 

Sore maim'd, with pounded teeth and clotted 


gore 

Half choak' d, he fled; with him the hoſt retir'd, 
Companions of his ſhame; all but tbe ſtout, 
And erſt uncunquer d Hildebrand, brave man! 65 
Bold champion of the hills! thy weighty blows 
Our fathers telt diſmay'd; to keep thy poſt 
Unmov'd, whilom thy valour's choice, now ſad 
Neccflity compels ; decrepit now 

With age, and ſtiff with honourable wounds, 70 
He ſtands unterriſy d: one crutch ſuſtains 

His ſrame majeſtic, th' other in his hand 
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He wields tremendous ; like a mountain boar 


In toils inclos'd, he dares his circling focs. 

They ſhrink aloof, or ſoon with ſhame r:peut 75 

he raſh aſſault ; the ruſtic herocs ſall 

In heaps around. Cuddy, a dexterous youth, 

When force was vain, on fraudſul art rely'd: 

Cloſe to the ground low cowering, unperceiv'd, 

Cautious he crept, aad with his crooket bill 83 

Cur ſheer the fraii ſupport, prop of hi age: 

Recling awhile he ſtood, and menac'd ſierce 

Th” inſidious ſwain, reluctant now at length 

Fell pronc, and plough'd the duſt. Su the tall 
oak, 


Old monarch of the groves, that long had 
{tood 

The ſhuck of warring winds and the red bolts 

Of angry Jove, ſhorn of his leafy ſhade 

At jaſt and inwardly decay'd, if chance 

The cruel woodman ipy the friendly ſpur, 

His only hold; that ſever d, ſoon he nuds, ge 

And makes th' incumber'd mountain as he Halls. 

When manly valour fail'd, a female arm 

Reſtor'd the fight. As in th* adjacent booth 

Back Cindaraxa's buſy hand prepar d 

The ſmoaky viands, the beheld, abaſh d. 95 

Tic routed hoſt, and all her daitard iriends 

Far ſcatter d o'er the pain; their ſhamcful flight 

Gricv'd ber proud heart, for hurried with the 
Gream 

Ev'n Talgol too had fled, her darling boy. 

A flaming brand from off the glowing hcarth 1c 

The greaſy heroine ſnatch'd, o er her pale toes 

The threatening meteor ſhone, brandiſh'd in air, 

Or round their heads in ruddy circles play d. 

Acroſs the proſtrate Hildebrand the rode, 

Dreadfully bright: the multitude appail'd 105 

Flcd different ways, their beards, their hair in 
flames, 

Imprud-nt ſhe purſued, till on the brick 

Of the next pool, with force united pres d, 

And waving round with huge two-handed {way 

Her blazing arms, into the muddy lake 116 

Yac boli virago fell Dire was the fray . 

B-tween the warring elements; of old 

Thus Mulciber, and Xanthus Dardan Htream 

In hideous battic join'd. Jult ſinking now 

Into the boiling deep, with juppl.aut hands 115 

She begy'd for life; black ouſe and filth obſcene 

Hung in her matted hair; the ſhouting crows- 

lnlult her woes, and, proud of their ſucceſs, 

The dripping Amazon in triumph lead. 


Now, like a gathering ftorm, the rally'd 
troo 12 
Blacken'd the plain. Young Tagol from their 


front, 
With a fond lover's haſte, ſwift as the hind, 
Thar, by the huntſ.; an's voice alarm'd, hat fled, 
Panting returns, and ſecks the gloomy brake, 
Where her dear fawn lay hid into the booth 125 
Impatieut ruſh'd, But when the ſatal tale 
He heard, the deareſt treaiurc of his toul 
Purloin'd, his Cindy loft ; fiffen'd and pale 
A whiie he ſtood; his Emdling ire at icng th 
Lord jorth implacable, and wur'd love 139 
. Shor 
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Shot lightning from his eyes; n ſpit he ſeiz d, 


uſt reck'ug from the fat ,urioin, a long, 

nwicidy {p.ar ; then with imp tu us rage 
Preis d furward on th' cmbatticd buſt, tat ſhrunk 
At his approach. The ric» Avaro firſt. 135 
His fleſhy rump bor'd with diſhongit wound , 
Ficd belowing : nor could his numerous flocks, 
Nor all th atv:iring pyranuds that yr.ce 
- His yard wcll-ſtor'd, tave the penurious con. 
Here Cubbin fell, à d there young Co lakin 140 
Nor his end mother 's prayers nor ard nt vows 
Of love-ſi k maids cou'd m ve releuth {5 Fate. 
Where'er he rag d, with his far-btaming lance 
He thinn'd then rauke, and all their battle 

ſwerv'd 

With many an inroad goar d. Then caſt around 
His furious eyes, ii haply he might find 
The captive fair ; her in the uſt he 1py'd 
Groveling. diſconſolate; thute Jocks, ih t erſt 
So bri ht, ſhone like the pon d jet. de d 
With mirc impure; thich.r with e ger haſte 150 
He ran, he flow. Put when the wretched maid 
Frotrate he view'd, dcform'd with gazing 


wounds 


159 
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His filmy pennons ſtruggling flaps in vain, 
Loſt in a flood of ſweets. Stil o'er th. plain 
t.rce onſet. and tumultuous ba- tlc ſpread ; 
And now they fail, and now they ric iu ens'd 
With animated rage, while nought around 

Is heard, but clan our. ſhout and em e cr ies, 
And curſes mx d with grans. Diſcerd en hig h 
Shook her infernal ſcour; e. and o'cr their lcays 
Scream'd with malignant joy; when lo! butween 


190 


Ahe wart ing hoſts „pi car d face Khadamzanth, 


A knight of lugh renown. Nor Quix:.tc bold, 
Nor Aniidas of Gaul, vor Hutibras, 
Mirror of knighthood, e'cr could vic with thee, 
Great ſultan of the vac! thy from ſcvere, 
As humble Indians to their page ds bow, 
Ihe clowns ſubmiſs ap, reach. Ihemis to thee 
Commits her golden balance, where ile weighs 
Th' aband-n'd orphan's fighs the widew's tears; 
By thee gives ſure rediefs, co forts the heart 
— with woe, aud rears the ſuppliant 
ance. | 
Each bold offender hides his guilty head, 
Aſtonili'd., M hen thy delegated arm 
Draws her vindictive word; at thy command, 


And weltering in her blood, his trembling land 
Soon dropp'd the dreaded lauce ; on her pale 
checks | 
Ghaſtly he gaz'd, nor felt the pealing ſtorm, 155 
That on his bare defenccicſs dr fe!l thick | 
From every arm: o'cryower'd at lat, down ſunk 
His drooping head, ou her cu. d breait reclin'd. 
Hail, faithful pair! if vugit my veric avail, 
Nor Envy's ſpite nor Time Mall ce <fface 160 
The records of your ſeme; bind Britih bards | 
In ages yet to come, on feſtal days 
Shall chaunt this mourniul tale, while liſtening 
nymphs 
Lament around, and every generous heart 
Wich active valour glows, and virtuous love. 165 
How blind is popular fury ! h w perverle, 
When broils inteſtine rage, and force controuls 
Reaſon and las! As the toru veſſel finks, 
Between the burſt of adverſe waves o'crwheim'd; - 
So {ares it with the neutral head, between 1,0 
Contending parties bruis'd, inceſſant peal'd 
With ran dom ſtrokes that undi. cernin g fall; 
Guiltleſe he ſuffers moſt, who leaſt oflends. | 
Alundungo from the bloody field retir'd, 
Cloſe in a corner picd the peacciul bowl: 175 
Incurious he, and thoughtleſs of events, 
Now decm'd Limicif conceal'd, wrapt in the 
cloud 
That iſſued from his mouth, and the thick ſogs 
That hung upon, his brow ; but hoſtile rage | 
Inqu:fitive ſuund ont the ruſty Iwain. 129 
His ſhort hack tube down his furr'd throat im- 
peil'd, 
Staggering he recl'd, and with tenacious gripe 
The buiky jordan, that before him ſto d, 
Serz'd ſalling ; that its liquid treight uiſgorg'd 
Upon t c ;zoltraie clown; jloundering ke lay 
Bencath the muddy beverage whelm'd, fo late 
Hi: mae delight. Ihus the luxurious valp, 
Voracious inſect, by the fragrant dregs 


* 
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dtet u miniſter uf power fu, reme ! each ward 

Sends orth her brawny myrmiduis, their clubs 

Blazon'd with royal Þ.rms; dilgatchtul haue 215 

dits carneſt on each brow. and | ul lic care, 

1.ncompal*'d roupd with thc tus dreadful guards, 

He ipurr'd his lobcr tteed, grizzicd with age, 

And vencrably dull; his ftirru;'s ſtretch'd 

on the kvightly load; one hand he fix'd 

pon his laddl.-»ow, the other palin 

Belore him iptead, ike ſome grave orator 

in Athens, or free Rome, when cloquence 

Subourd mankind, and all the liftemny crowd 

tlung by their ers on his pertuative tongue 225 

He thus the jarring multitude adurcls'd. 

** Neiyhbuurs, and fricids, aud countrymen, 

the flower 

Of Kiſtigate! ah! what means this impious 
broil ? 

„ls then the haughty Gaul no more your care? 

Are Landen's plains fo ſoon forgot, that thus 

** Ye ſpi that blood inglurivus, waſte that 
ſtrength, 

Which, well employ'd, once more might have 
compeltl'd 

The ſtripling Anjou to a ſhameſul fligkt ? 

Or by your great ſcreſathers twught, have fix'd 

«© The Britiſh ſtandard on Lutetian towers! 235 

« O fight odious, deteſtable! O times 

* Degenerate, of ancient honour vo.d ! 

This {:& fo foul, fo riotous inſults 

Al law, all ſovercign power, and calls aloud 

For vengeance; but, my iricnds! too well ye 
know, 

« Row flow this arm to puniſh, and how blceds 

his heart, when forc'd on rigorous cxtremes. 

O countrymen ! all, all, can teitity 

+ My vig:lauce, my care tor public good. 

am tlic man, who by your own tree choice 

Select from all the tribes, in ſcnates rul'd 


Lach warm debate, and empticd all my = 


Ailur'd, and in the vilcous nectar p:ung'd, | 


| 


— 
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« Of ancient ſcience in my counrry's cauſe, 
„ Wiſe Tacitus, of penetration lep, 


« Rach ſecret ſpring reveal; Th anne dae 250 
« rea: d iherty, and all the mic. ay 4 2a t, 
„ Hai it my cal. „the Brit. * it, c mitem 45 


h e Muſg ret, How, aud 


am the man, who from che bench exalt 


« his voice, min grat-iul th your cars, this voice 
% Which bre athes tor you alone. Where is the 
wretch 256 


Diftreſ.'d, who in the cobwehs of the law | 
Entengled, and in ſubtl problems tolt, 

Seeks not to me for aid! in hon they come {| 
Neyle&ted, fzclefs eli nt, nor r tt u 260 
Ua dify'd; ſcarc greater mult tu les 

At Dolpl. i ſonght the god to lcern their ſate 
Fr m his dark oracles. l am the man, 

Whof: watchful providence beyond dhe date 
Of this frail life extends, to futu e times 265 | 
Beneficent ; my uicful {uhemes al ttcer 
Ihe common wel in ages yet to come. 
Your childeeu's chi dien, taught by me, ſhall 

ke. 

Their * invi ble: anl a« Rome 

„ h phil 8 ſacr:d books, tho“ wrote on leaves 

* Auiſcatcrd o'er the ground, with pics awe 

Cnliceted ; i your 41% hall glean with care 

M. hutlow'd .rag.n nts, every ſcrip divine 

Coutuir intent, of more trial. worth 

* Than half a Vatic n. Hear me, my friends 

Her me, my countrymen Oh tuſter not 
Tis ary heal, employ d for you alone, 

„ I's fi K with ſorrow to the gave.” IIe ſpake, 
And veil'd his bonact d he crow.!, As when 
The ſovereigu o. the floods oer the rough deep 
H.s awlul trident ſhakes, its fury talls . 

The warring h los on each hand rcti e, 

And foam, and rage no more. All now is kuſh'd, 
The multitude appea>'d; a chearſui den 

Sm les on the fields, the waving throug ſubſides, 

And the loud tempeit finks, becalm'd in peace. 


Gorgonius now with havghty ſtrides advanc'd, 
A gauwitlet ſciz'd, firm on hi- guard he tood 
A tormidable foe. and dealt in air 
His empty blows, a prelude to the fight. 290 
Slaughter his trade; full many a pamper d ox 
Fell by his fatal han l, the bull. y beat 
Dragg'd by his horns, oft at one deadly blow, 
His iron filt deſcending crutt'd his Kull, 
And left him ſpurning un the bloody Glove, 
While at his ſect the guilticl axe was laid. 
In dubious fight of late one ey hel i, 
Bor d from its orb, an the next gluncing ſtroke 
Eruis'd fore the rifins arch, aud bent his nuſc ; 
Nathbleſs he triumph'd on the well-laou. Iht ſtave, 
Hock!cian hero! Nor was more defor: a'd 
The Cyclops blind, not of more monſtrous ſize, 
Nor hs void orb more dreadful to bchuid, 
Weeping the putrid gore, ſevere revenge 
Of ſubtic Iithacus Terrible gay 305 
In his buff doublet, larded o'er with fat 
Of laughter d brutes, the well-oibd champion | 


295 


in vain. | 


151 


Sternly he gaz'd around, with many a frown 

Fierce menacing ptovok'd the tardy foe. 

For now cach comthatznt, that erſt Jo bold 310 
V aznted his manly deeds in Hen ive mod 

Hung down his head, aud fix don carth his eyes, 

Pale and diſmay'd. On Hobbin / at laſt 
ment they gu . in h m alone their hope, 
Each eye lohcits : im, cach pinti g heart 315 
Joins in the ſilent ſuit. Soon he p-rceiv'd 

Their ſccret with, and eas'd their doubring minds. 


« Ye men of Kiftſate! whoſe wide ſpreading 
tame 
In ancient days were ſung from ſhore to ſhore, 
To Uri iſh bar ds of old a copious theme; 320 
"00 well, alu i your pale cheeks | view 
Your daſtard fouls. O mean, degencrate race! 
Bur ſince on me you call, each ſuppliant eye 
'nvites my ſlovereigu a'd, lo! her: 1 come, 
Tue bulwark of your fame, tho" ſcarce my 
brows 325 


Are dry from glorions toils, juſt now atchicv'd, 


* To vindicate your Werth. Lo here 1 ſwear, 
By all mp great forefarhers fair reuown, 
* By that illutcious wicker, where they ſat 
In co:n*'y pride, and in triumph int goth 330 
* Gave law to palli ve cio was or on this ſpot 
In glory's prime, young Hobbinol expires, 
Aud from his dearcg (3anderetta's arms 
Sinks to Death's cold embrage; or by this hand 
1 hat ſtranger, big with inſv.cace, ſh all fall 335 
* Prone on the ground, and do your honour 
right 
For with the hi!ts he ſeiz d; but on his arm 
Fond Saadæeretta hung, and round his neck 
Cuil'd in a ſoft embrace. Honour and love 
A douhtſul conteſt wag' d. but from her ſoon 349 
He lhbrung relcutieſs, all her teats were vain, 
Yet of; he turu'd, oft ſigh' d. thus picaling mild : 
** Ul chould 1 merit theſe imperial robes, 
+ Enfigns of Majeity, by general voice 
* Contcrr'd, [ſhould pa n, or death itſelf, avail 
To ſhake the ſt ady purpoſe of my ſoul. 
Peace, fair-one! peace Heaven will protect 
the man, 
6 By tice held dear, and crown thy generous 
love. 
Her from the liſted field the matrons ſage 
Rcluctant drew, and with fair ſpzeches ſooth'd. 
Nuw front to front, the icarieſs champions 
meet; 
Gorgonius, like a tower, whoſe cloudy top 
Invades the ſkies, flood lowering ; far beneath 
The ftripling tlobbinol with cateful eye 
Each opening ſcans, aud cach uuguar led ſpace 
Mauſures intcat, Whale, neglizeutly bold, 
The bulky combatant, whole lie art c late 
D.Aau's his puny loc, now fondly deem'd 
Aton dGccilive itroke co win, unhurt, 
Au ealy — ; down Canc at once 360 
The punderous vlaur, wich tell malicious rage, 
Aim'd at his head direct; but che tough hilts, 
Swift zuterpos d, clad. kis effort vain. 
The cautious Hovbinol, with ready feet, 
Mow ſhifts his ground, reticating 3 ; then again 


| Advances 


* 
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Advances bold, and his unguarded ſhins 

Batters ſecure : Each well- directed blow 

Bites to the quick; thick as the falling hail, 

The ſtrokes redoubled peal his hollow fides : 

The multitude amaz d with horror view 370 
The rattling ſtorm, ſhrink back at every blow, 
And ſeem to feel his wounds; inly he groan'd, 
And gnaſh'd his teeth, and from his blood-thot 


cye 
Red lightning flaſh d; the fierce tumultuous rage 
Shook all his mighty ſabrick ; once again 375 
Erect he ſtands, collected, and refolv'd - 
To conquer, or to die; ſwiſt as the bolt 
Of angry Jove, the weighty plant deſcends. 
But wary Hobhinol, whoſe watchful eye 
Perceiv'd his kind intent, flip'd on one fide 380 
Dec:ining ; the vain ſtroke ſrom ſuch an height, 
With ſuch a force impell'd he threw down 
Th' unwieldy champion: on the ſolid ground 
He fell rebounding breathicls, and aſtunn d, 
\ His trunk extended Jay, fore maim'd from out 
His heaving breaſt, he belch'd a crimſon flood. 
Full leiſurely he roſe, but conſcious ſhame ; 
Of honovr loſt his failing ſtrength renew d. 
Rage, and revenge, and ever du ing hate, 
Blacken'd his ſtormy front; raſh, furious, blind, 
And laviſh of his blood, of random ſtrokes 
He laid on load ; without deſign or art 
Onward he preſe d outrageous, while his foe 
Encircling wheels, or inch by inch retires, 
Wiſe niggard of his ſtrength. Yet all thy care, 
O Hobbinol ! avail'd not to prevent | 
One hapleſe blow; o'er his ſtrong guard the plant 
Lapp'd pliant and its knotty point impreſs'd 
His nervous chine ; he wreath'd him to and fro 
Convolv'd, yet, thus diſtreſs d, intrepid bore 400 
His hilts aloft, and guarded well his head. _ 
So when th unwary clown, with haſty ſtep, 
Cruſhes the folded ſnake, her wounded parts 
Grovelling ſhe trails along, but her high creſt 
Ere@ the bears; in all its ſpeckled pride, 495 
She ſwells inflam'd, and with her forky tongue 
Threatens deſtruction. With like eager haſte, 
Th' impatient Hobbinol, whom excefive pain 
Stung to his heart, a ſpeedy vengeance vow d, 
Nor wanted long the means; a frint he made 410 
Wich well-diſſcnbled guile, his batter'd ſhi:s 
Mark'd with his eyes, and menac'd with his plant. 


— whole long ſuſſer ing legs ſcarce dore 


s cumbrous bulk, to his ſupporters frail 
Indulgent, ſoon the friendly hilts oppos d; 415 
Betray'd, deceiv'd on his uuguarded creſt 
The ſtroke deluſi ve fell; a diſmal groan 
Burſt fram his hollow cheſt ; his trembling hands 
Forſook the hilts, acroſs the ſpacious ring 
Backward he reel d, the crowd affrighted fly 420 
T” eſcaxe the falling ruin. But, alas 
'T'was thy hard fate, Twengdillo ! to receive 
His ponderous trunk; on thee, on helpleſs thee, 
Headlong and heavy, the foul monſter ſell. 
Beneath a mouutain's weight, th' unhappy bard 
Lay proſtrate, nor was more renown'd thy ſong, 
O ſeer of Thrace nor more ſcvere thy fate. 
his vocal ſhell, the ſolace and ſupport 


At wretched age, gave one melodious ſcream, 


ae in a thouſand fragments ſtrew ' d the plain. 
he nymphs, ſure friends to his harmonious mirth, 
Fly to his aid, his hairy breaſt expoſe 
lo each refreſhing gale, and with ſoft hands 

His temples chafe ; at their perſuaſive touch 

His fleeting ſoul returns; upon his rump 435 
He ſat diſconiolate ; but when, alas 7 
He view d the ſhatter d fragments, down again 
He ſunk exp ring; by their friendly care 

Once more reviv d, he thrice eſſay d to ſpeak, 


Tiil thus at laſt his wretched plight he mourn'd. 


t Sweet inſtrument of mirth ! ſole comfort lef᷑: 
To my declining years | whoie ſprightly notes 
* Rettor d my vigour, and renew d my bloom, 

« Soft healing balm to every wounded heart 
Deſpairing, dying ſwains, from the cold ground 
« Uprais'd by thee, at ihy melodious call, 

« With raviſh'd ears recceiv'd the flowing joy. 
Gay pleaſantry, and care-beguiling joke, 
hy ſure attendants were, and at thy voice 459 
„All nature ſmil d. But, oh, this hand no more 


lays Y 
« Alternate, frem oblivion dark redecm 
The mighty dead, and vindicate their fame. 
| « Vain arc thy toils, © Hoblunol! and all 45s 


man 
« Thy bold exploits? who ſh. Il thy grandeur tell, 
| «© Deſpoil'd, undone. O cover me, ye hills? 

« Whoſe vocal cliſts were taught my joyous ſong. 
| « Or thou, fair nymph, Avona, on whoſe banks 
Ihe frolic crowd, led by my numerous ſtrains, 
i heir orgics kept, and friſk d it o'cr the green, 


„ Danc'd by, well pleas'd. Oh! let thy friendly 


waves 265 
curs'dl 5 * 


So plains the reſtleſs Philomel, her neſt, 
And callow young, the tender growing hope 
Of future harmony, and frail return 
For all her cares, to barbarous churls a prey; 476 
Darkling ſhe fings, the weocs repeat her moan. 


CANTO III. 


THE ARGUMENT, a 


for kceping a table. Hobbinol triumphant. — 
Ganderetta's bill of fare Panegyric upon ale. 
Goſſiping over a bottle. Compliment to Mr. 
John Philips. Ganderetta's perplexity diſco- 
vered by Hobbinol ; his conſolatory ſpeech ; 
| compares himfclf to Guy Earl of Warwick.— 
Gauderct:s 


And thrice the riſing ſobs his voice ſubdu'd : 449. 


Shall touch thy wantun firings, ne more with 


„Thy triumphs vain. Who ſhall record, brave 


Supreme of Kiſtſgate ? Sec thy ſaithful bard, ' 


Jocund and gay, while thy remurmuring ſtreams 


« O'erwhelm a wretch, and hide this head ac- 


Good eating expedient for heroes. Homer praiſed. 


—— 


2 
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Tanderetta, encouraged, ſtrips for the race; 


her amiable figure. Fuſtà the gypſey, her dirty 


figure. Tabitha her great reputation ſor ſpeed; 


Hired to the diſſenting academy at Tewkſbury. 
A ſhort account of Gamalicl the maſter and 
his hopeful ſcholars. Tabitha carrries weight. 
The ſmock race. Tabitha's fall. Fuſca's ſhort 
triumph, her humiliation. Ganderetta's match- 
leſs ſpeed. Hobbinol lays the prize at her ſeet. 
Their mutual triumph. Ihe viciffirude of hu- 
man affairs, experienced by Hobbinol. Mopſa, 
formerly his ſervant, with her two children, 
appears to him. Mopſa's ſpeech ; aſſaults Gan- 
deretta 3 her flieht. Hobbinol's prodigious 
fright; is taken into cuſtody by conſtables, and 
dragged to Sir Rhadamanth's. 


OR I of old, and ſome of modern 
e, 

Penurious their victor ĩous heroes fed 

With barren praiſe alone ; yet thou, my Muſe ! 
Benevolent, with more indulgent eyes 

Behold th' immortal Hobbinol ; reward 

With due regalement his triumphant toils. 

Let Quixote's hardy courage, and renown, 

With Sancho's prudent care be mcetly join'd. 


O thou of ba. ds ſupreme, Mzonides ! 
What well-fed heroes grace thy hallow'd page 
Laden with glorious ſpoils, and gay with blood 
Of flauzhter'd hoſts, the victor chief returns. 
Whole Troy before him fled, and men and gods 
Oppos'd in vain : ſor the brave man, whoſe arm 
Repell'd his country's wrongs, ev'n he, the great 
Atrides, king of kings, ev'n he prepares 
With his own royal hand the ſumptuous feaſt. 
Full to the brim, the brazen cauldrons ſmoke, 
Through all the buſy camp the riſing blaze 
Atteſt their joy; heroes and kings forego 20 
Their ſtate and pride, and at his elbow wait 
Qhſequious. On a peliſh'd charger plac'd, 
The bulky chine with plenteous fat inlaid, 
Of golden hue, magnificently ſhines. 
The choiceſt morſels ſever'd to the gods, 25 
The hero next, well paid for all his wounds, 
The rich repaſt divides with Jove ; from out 
The ſparkling bow] he draws the generous wine, 
Unmix'd, unmeaſur'd ; with unſtinted joy 
His heart o'erflows. In like triumphant port 30 
Sat the victorious Hobbinol ; the crowd 5 
Tranſported view, and bleſs their glorious chief: 
All Kiftſgate ſounds his praiſe with joint acclaim. 
Him every voice, him every knee confcſs, 
In merit, as in right, their king. Upon 
Their flowery turf, Earth's painted lap, are ſpread 
The rural daintics ; ſuch as Nature boon 
Preſents with laviſh hand. or ſuch as owe 
To Ganderetta's care their prateful taſte, 
Delicious. For ſhe long fince prepar'd 40 
To celebrate this day, and with good chear 
To grace his triumph. Cryſtal gooſeberries ' 
are pil'd on heaps; in vainthe parent tree 
Defends her luſcious fruit with pointed ſpears. f 
The ruby tinQur'd corinth cluſtering hangs, Ax 
Aud emulates the grape; green codlipgs float a 


| 


NY  _ — 


| 
| 


| 


In dulcet creams : nor wants the laſt year's lore ; 
The hardy nut, in ſolid mail ſecure, 

Impregnable to winter ſfroſts, repavs 

It's hoarder's care. The cuſtard's jellied flood 56 
Impatient youth, with greedy joy, devours. 
Cheeſecakes and pies, in various forms uprais'd, 
In well-built pyramids, aſpiring ſtand. 

Black _— and tongues that ſpecchleſs can per- 


u 

To ply the briſk carouſe, and chear the ſoul 55 

With jovial draughts. Nor does the jolly god 

Deny his precious gifts; here jo und ſwains, 

In uncouth mirth delighted, ſporting quaff 

Their native beverage; in the brimming glaſs 

The liquid amber ſmiles. Britons, no more 60 

Dread your invading foes ; let the ſalſe Gaul, 

Of rule infatiate. potent to deceive, 

n_ by ſubtile wiles, from the adverſe 

ore 

Pour forth his numerous hoſts ; Iberia] join 

Thy towering fleets, once more aloft diſplay 63 

Thy conſecrated banners. fill thy ſails 

With prayers and vows, moſt formidably ſtrong 

In holy trumpery, let old Ocean groan 

Beneath the proud Armada, vainly deem'd 

Invincible ; yet fruitleſs all their toils 

Vain every raſh effort, whi'e our fat glebe, 

Of barley-grain productive, ſtill ſupplies 

The flowing treaſure, and with ſums immenſe 

Supports So throne; while this rich cordial 
warms 

The farmer's courage, arme his ſtubborn ſoul +5 

With native honour, and reſiſtleſs rage. 

| Thus vaunt the crowd, each freeborn heart o'er. 

flows 


With Britain's glory, and his country's love. 


Here, in a merry knot combin'd, the nymphs 
Pour out mellifluous ſtreams, the balmy ſpoils 80 
Of the laborious bee. The modeſt maid 
But coyly ſips, and bluſhing drinks, abaſh'd ; 
Fach lover with obſcrvant cyc behelds 
Her graceful ſhame, aud at her glowing cheeks 
Rekindles all his fires, but matrons w 85 
Better experienc'd, and inſtructed we 
in midnight myſteries, and {caft-rites old, 

Graſp the capacious bowl; nor ceaſe to draw 

The ſpumy nectar. Healths of gay irapoie 

Fly merrily about: now Scandal fly, 90 
Inſinuating, gilds the ſpecious tale 

With treacherous praiſe, and with a double face 
Ambiguous Wantonneſs demurcly {ſncers : 

Till circling brimmers every veil withdraw, 

And dauntleſs Impudence appears unmaſk'd. 93 
Others apart, in the cool ſhade retir'd, 
Silurian cyder quaff, by that great bard 
Enobled, who firſt taught my groveling Muſe 

To mount aerial. O] could I but raiſe 

My feeble voice to his exalted ſtrains, 100 
Or to the height of this great argument, 

The generons liquid in each line ſhould bound 
Spirituous, nor oppreſſi ve cork ſubdue 

Its ſoamiug rage; but, to the lofty theme 


«1 


Unequal, Muſe, decline the pleaſing taſk. 103 


Thus 
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Thus they luxurions, en the prafſy turf, Her heaving breaſt, through the thin covering 


Revel'd at laryt, while noupht : round was heard | : view d. : | 
But mirth ccnfus'd, and undiſiii pmſh'd joy, Fix'd each beholder's exe ; her taper this hs, 
And laughter far reſounding ; ſcrious (are And lineaments exact, would mock the ſkill 165 


Found here no place. To Ganderetta's breaſt 710 | Of Phidias; Nature alonc can form ; 
Retiring : there with hopes and frer- perplex'd | Such due proportion. Io compare with her, 


Her flu uating mind. Hence the ſoſt £i,.h Oread, or Dryad, or of Delia's train, 
Eſcapes unheeded, ſpight of all her art; Fan virgin huntreſs, for the chace array'd, 
The trembling bluſhes on her lovely che- ks ' With painted qu ver and uncrring bow, 170 
Alternate ebb end flow ; ſrom the full glaſs 115 Wer but to leflen her ſuper tor mein. 
She flies abſtemions, ſuuns thꝰ untafled feaſt : And goddeſs-tike Ceport, The maſter's hand, 
But care ſul Hubbino', whoſe amorcus eye Rare artizan ! with prepcr ſhades improves 
From bers ne'er wander'd, haunting fill the His lively colouring; fo here, to grace ; 
lace Her brighter charms, next her upon the plain 
Where his dear treaſure lay, diſ over d ſoon | Fuſca the brown appears, with greedy eye 
Her ſecret woe, and hore a lover's part. 120. Views the rich prize, her rawny front excts 
Compaſhon melts his ſoul. her glowivg cheeks | Andacious, and with her leys un: lean, : 
He kiſs d. 'eramour'd, 2 d her parting heart | Footed with grim, and with her freckled ſkin, 


He preſs'd to his; then with theſe ſouth ng words, | Offc1:6s the crowd. She of the Grply train 180 
1 crderly ſmiling, ler faint hopes reviv'd. | Had wander'd long, and the ſur.'s ſcorching rays 


| Imorown'd her viſage grim ; artful to view 
«« Conr:ge, my Fair! the ſplendid prize is | + he {pr:ading palm, and with vile cant deceive 
thine. 125 The love- ck maid, ho barters all her ſtore 
% Indulpent Fortune will not damp our joys, For airy viſions and ſallacrous hope. 185 
« Nor | laſt the glories of this happy day. Gorgenius, if the currert ſame ſay true, 
** Hear me, ye ſwains! ye men of Kiſtſpate ! | Har comrade once, they many a merry prank 
hear : | | Toxether play'd, and many a mile had ſtroll'd, 
Though great the honours by your hands con- For him fit mate. Next Tabitha the tall 
ferr'd, Str«de oer the plain, with huge gigantic pace, 
** Theſe royal ornaments, though great the force | nd overlook'd the crowd, known far and near 
« Of this puiſſant arm, as all muſi own, For matchleſs ſpecd ; ſhe many a prize had won, 
„% Who ſaw this day the bold Gorgonius ſall; Pride of that neighbouring * mart, ſor muſt ard 
« Yet were 1 morc re novn d for feats of arms, fam'd. 
And Enightly proweſs, than that mighty Guy, | Sharp-biting grain, where amicably join 
« Sofam'd in antique ſong, Warwick's great carl, | The ſicter floods, and with their liquid arms 195 
* Who flew the giant Colbrand, in fierce fight Greetins embrace. Here Gamaliel ſage, 
« Maintain'd a ſummer's day, and freed this realm Of Camereniun brood. with ruling rd 
From Daniſh vaſſalage; his ponderous ſword, | Trains up his bahes of grace, inſt-ufted well 
And maſſy ſpear, atteſt the glorious deed ; In all the gainſul difcipl.ne of prayer ; 
* Nor leſs his hoſpitable ſoul is ſeen 1.40 To point the holy lecr, by juſt degrees 200 
in that capacious cauldron, whoſe large freight | To clute the twinkling eye, t' expand the palms 
** Might feaſt a province; yet were I like him, T' ex the wl es, and with the fightleſs ball 
„The nation's pride, like him | conld forego To glare upon the crowd, to r:ife or fink 
* All earthly erandeur, wander through the world | Ihe docile voice, now murmuring ſoſt ard low 
* A jocund pilgrim, in the loneſome den, 145 | With inward accent calm, and then again 295 
And rocky cave, with theſe my royal hands ln ſoaming floods of rapturovs eloqucuce, 
* Scoop the cold ſircams with herbs and roots con- Let looſe the form, and thunder through the noſe 
tent, | The thrcaten'd vengeance : (very Muſe profane 
„Mean ſuſtenance ; could I by this but goin | Is baniſh'd hence, and, Heliconian flreanis 
For the dear Fair, the prize her heart deſires. Deſerted, the ſam'd Leman lake ſupplies 210 
Believe me. charming maid ! I'd be a worm, } More plertecus draughts, of more divine import. 
** The mezneſt inſe ct, and the loweſt thing Hail, happy youths! on whom indulgent Heaven 
* The world deſpiſes, to enhance thy fame.” Each grace divine beſtows; nor yet deuics 
So chear'd he his fair queen, and ſhe was chear d. Carnul beatirndes, fweet privil-ge 
Now with a noble confidence inſpir'd. Of ſaints clect! Royal pretogative 215 
Her looks aſſure ſucceſs, now firi'pp'd of all 155 Here in domettic cares employ'd, and bound 
Her cumbrous. veſtments, beauty's vain diſguiſe, | To annual ſervitude, frail Tavitha, 


She ſhines unclouded in her native charms. Her priſtine vigour loſt, now mourns in vain 
Her plaited hair behind her in a brede her d vilage, and the ſickly qualms. 
Hung careleſs, with becoming grace each bluſh — That 


Varied her cheeks, than the pay riſing dawn 160 
More lovely, when the n-w-born light ſalutes * Tewkſbury in the Vale of Eveſbam, where 
The joyful carth, impurpling half che ſuies. th: Avon runs i the Severn, 
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That grieve her ſoul; à prey to Love, while 


Grace 220 
Slept heedleſ. by! Yet her undaunted mind 
Still meditatcs the prize, and ſtill ſhe hopes, 
Beneath th* unwieldy load, her wonted ſpecd. 
Others of mcaner fame the ſtately Muſe 
Records not ; on more lofty flights intent, 225 
She ſpurns the ground, and mounts her native 

ſkies. 

Poom ſor the maſter of the ring; ye ſwains! 
Divid: your crowded ranks. See! there on high 
The glittering prize, on the tall ſtandard borne, 
Waving in air; before him march in files 230 
The rural minſtrelſy, the rattling drum 
Of ſolemn ſound, aud th* animating horn, 

Each kuntſman's joy; the tabor and the pipe, 
Companion dear at fe:{ts, wl.oſe chearful notes 
Give life and motion to th' unwieldy clown. 235 
Ev'n Age revives, and the pale puking maid 
Feels ruddy health rekindling on her cheeks, 
And with new vigour trips it o'er the plain. 
Counting each careful ſtep, he paces o'er 

Th' al'otted ground, and fizes at the goal 240 
His ſtandard, there himſelf majeſtic fwells. 
Stretch d in a line, the panting rivals wait 
Th' expected fignal, with impatient eyes 
Meaſure the ſpace between, and in conceit 
Already graſp the warm-conteſted prize. 

Now all at once ruſh forward to the goal, 
And ſtep by ſtep, and fide by ũde, they ply 
Their buſy ſeet, and leave the crowd behind. 
Quick heaves each breaſt, and quick they ſhoot 


245 


along, 
Thro* the divided air, and bound it o'er the 
plain. 250 


To this, to that, capricious Fortune deals 

Short hopes, ſhort tears, and momentary joy. 

The breathleſs throng with open throats purſue, 

And broken accents ſhout imperſect pr aiſe. 

Such noiſe conſus d is heard, ſuch wild uproar, 

When on the main the ſwelling ſurges riſe, 

Daſh * the rocks, and, hurrying through the 

ood, 

Drive on each other's backs, and crowd the 
tran. 

Before the reſt tall Tabitha was ſeen, 

Stretching amain, and whirling o'er the field; 

Swift as the ſhooting ſtar that gilds the night 

With rapid tranſient blaze, ſue runs, ſhe flies; 

Sudden ſhe ſtops, nor longer can endure 

The painful courſe, but drooping ſinks away, 

And, like that falling metcor, there ſhe lies 265 

A jelly cold on earth. Fuſcz, with joy, 

Beheid her wretched plight ; o'er the pale corſe 

inſulting bounds; Hope gave her wings, and 
now, 

Exerting all her ſpeed, ſtep after ſtep, 

At Ganderetta's elbow urg'd her way, 

Her ſhoulder preſſing, and with poiſonous breath 

Jainting her ivory neck. Long while had held 

The ſharp conteſt, had not propitious Heaven, 

With partial hands, to ſuch tranſcendent charms 

Diſpens'd its favours. For as o'er the green 375 

The careleſs Gypſy, with iucautious ipeed, 


Pulb'd forward, and her rival Fair had reach'd 
Vor. V. 


| 


| 


| 


| 


—— 


| 


With equal pace, and only not o'erpaſs'd ; 

Haply the treads, where late the merry train, 

In waſteful luxury, and wanton joy, 280 
Laviſh had ſpilt the cyder's frothy flood, 

And mead with euſtard mix'd. Surpriz d, ap- 
And ns treacherous puddle ſtruggling long, 
She Mlipp'd, ſhe fell, upon her back ſupiue 
Extended lay ; the laughing multitude 285 
With noiſy ſcorn approv d her juſt diſgrace. 

As the fleek leveret ſkims before the pack, 

So flies the nymph and ſo the crowd purſue. 
Borne on the wings of wind, the Dear-one flies, 
Swift as the various goddeſs, nor lefs bright 290 


in beauty's prime; when through the yielding 


air 

She darts alony, and with refraQted rays 

Paints the gay clouds; celeſtial meſſenger, 
Charg'd with the high beheſts of Heaven's great 


! 

Her at the goal with open arms receiv'd 

Fond Hobbinol; with active leap he ſeiz d 

The coſtly prize, and laid it at her feet. 

Then pauſing ſtood, dumb with exceſs of joy, 

Expreſſive filence ! for each tender glance 

Betray'd the raptures that his tongue canceal'd. 

Leſs mute the crowd, in echoing ſhouts, ap- 

laud 

Her fored, her beauty, his obſcquious love. 
Upon a little eminence, whole top, 

O'erlook'd the plain, a ſteep, but ſhort aſcent, 

Plac'd in a chair of ſtate, with garlands crown'd, 

And loaded with the fragrance of tic ſpring, 

Fair Genderetta ſhone ; like mother Eve 

In ker gay ſylvan lodge, delicious bower ! 

Where Nature's wanton hand, above the reach 
rule, or art, had laviſh'd all her ſtore, 310 
o deck the flowery roof; and at her ſide, 

Imperial Hobbinol, with front ſublime, 

Great as a Roman conſul, juſt return d 

From cities ſack'd, and provinces laid waſte, 

In his paternal wicker ſat, enthron'd. 

With cayer eyes the crowd about them preſs, 

Ambitious to behold the happy pair. 

Each voice, cach inſtrument, proclaims their 


Joy 
With loudeſt vehemence : ſuch noiſc is heard, 
Such a tumultuous din, when, at the call 32e 
Of Britain's ſovereign, the ruſtic bands 


295 


315 


| O'erſpread the fields; the ſubtle candidates 


Diſſembled homage pay, and court the fools 
Whom they deſpiſe; cach proud majeſtic clown 
Locks big, and ſhouts amain, mad with the 
talte 325 

Of power ſupreme, frail empire of a day ! 
That with the letting fun extinct is lolt. 

Nor is thy ; randeur, mighty Hobbinol! 
Of longer date. Short is, alas! the reign 


Of mortal pride: we play our parts awhile, 232 
And ſtrut upon the tage ; the ſcene is chang'd, 
And offers us a dungeon tor a throne. 

Wretched viciſlitude ! for, after all 

His tinſ:] dreams of empire and renown, 
Fortune, capricious dame, withdraws at once 23g 


The goody proipect, to his eyes prulcuts 
* 
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! 


Her, whom his conſcious ſoul abhort d, and ſear'd. 
Lo! puſhing through the crowd, a meapre form, 
With haſty ſtep, and viſage incompas d! 
Willy ſhe ftar'd ; rage ſparkled in her eyes, 340 
And poverty ſat ſhrinking on her checks. 
Yet chrough the cloud that hung _ her brows, 
A faded luftre broke, that diuily ſhone 
Shorn of irs h-ame, the rums of a face. 
Impair'd by tin, and ſattcr d by misfortunes. 
A froward habe hung at her flabby breaſt, 


« Native deceit from thee, baſe man, deriv'd ! 

« Or view this other elf, in every art 

« Ot ſmiling fraud, of every treacherous leer, 

« The very Hobbinol! Ah ! crnel man! 

Wicked, ingrate! And could'ſt thou then ſo 
ſoon, 

« $0 ſoon forget that pleaſing fatal night. 

* When me, heneath the flowery thorn ſurpriz'd, 

Thy artful wiles betray'd ? was there a tar, 

*« By which thou didſt not ſwear ? was there a 


And tugg d ſor life; but wept with hideous 
moan, 

His ſruſtrate hopes, and unavailing pains. 

Another o'er her bendling ſhouloer pcep'd, 

Swaddled around with regs of various hue. 

He kens his comrade-twin with envious eyc, 

As of his ſhare defrzvded ; then amain 

He alſo ſcreams, and to his brother's crics 


In doleful concert joins his loud laments. 
O dire eſſects of lawlcls ov 


O ſting 33$ ; © 


curſe 
« A plague on earth, thon didſt not then invoke 
Ou that devoted head; if c'er thy heart 
« Prov'd haggard to my love, if e' er thy hand 


350 | «. Declin'd the nuptial bond ? But, oh! too well, 


* Too well, alas! my throdbing breaſt perceiv'd 

«+ The black impending ſtorm; the conſcious 
moon 419 

« Veil'd in a fable cloud her modeſt face, 

And boding owls proclaim'd the dire cvent. 


Of pleaſure palt ! As when a full-ſreight ſhip, | And yet 1 love thee, —Oh' could'ſt thou behold 


Vick in a rich return of pezrls or gold, 
Or tragrant {pice, or ſilks of coſtly dye, 
Nia!.es to the wiſh'd-for port with ſwelling ſails, 
und all her gaudy trim difplay'd ; o'erjoy'd 360 
"The maſter {wiles ; but if from ſome ſmall creck, | 
A lurking corfair the rich quarry ſpies, | 
Wun all her fails b-ars down upon her prey, 
Aud peals of thunder from her hollow fides 
Check his triumphant courſe; aghaſt he ſtands 
Stifflen'd with ſear, unable to reſt, 
And impotent to fly; all his fond hopes : 
Are daſh'd at once ! nought now, alas! remains 
Bat the ſad choice of flavery or death! 
So lat d it with the hapleſs Hobbinol, 
In the full blaze of his triumphant joy 
Surpriz'd by her, whoſe dreadful face alone 
Could ſhake his ſtedfaſt ſoul, In vain he turns, 
And ſhifts his place averſe ; ſhe haunts him till, 
And glares upon him, with her haggard eyes, 
That fiercely ſpoke her wrongs. Words [ſwell'd 
with fghs 
At length burſt ſorth, and thus ſhe ſtorms en- 
'd 


370 


* Know'f thou not me? falſe man! not to 
know me 

« Arguesthyſeli unknowi of thyſclf 

« Puff'd up with pride, and bloated with ſucceſs. 

is injur'd Mopia then fo ſoon forgot ? 

« Thou knew'ſt me ouce, ah! woc 1 me! wa 
didſt. 

« But if laborious days and ſleepleſe nights, 

« If hunger cold, contempt, and penury, 

* Inſeparable guet's, have thus diſguis d 385 

Thy once-belov'sd, thy handmaid dear; if thine 

« And Tortunc's frowns have blaſted all my 
charms ; | 

« If here no roſcs blow, no lilies bloom. : 

Nor rear their heads on this neglected face; 

„If through the world 1 range a ſlighted ſhade, 

The ghoſt of what 1 was, ſorlorn, unknown; 

At leaſt know theſe. See! this ſweet ſimper- 
ing babe, 

„Dear image of rhyſelf; ſee ! how it ſprunts 


| That image dwelling in my heart! But why, 
* Why waſte [here theſe unavailing tears? 41g 
On this thy minion, on this tawdry thing. 
On this gay victim, thus with garlands crown'd, 
Wed oo ao onda ye lightning: 


** That face accurs d, the ſource of nll my woe! 

Arm, arm, ycfuries! arm; all Hell break looſe! 

While thus 1 lead you to wy juſt revenge, 

And thus — Up ſtar:s th* aftuniſh'd Hobbinol 

To fave his better h If. Fly, fly,” he cries, 

Fly, my dear life, the fiend's malicious rage.” 
Borne on the wings of fear, away ſhe bounds, 

And in the neighbouring village pants ſorlorn, 

So the cours'd hare to the cleſe covert flies, 

Still trembling. though ſecure. Poor Hobbinol 

More grievous ills attend, around him 

A multitude, with huge Herculian clubs, 430 

Terrific band ! the royal mandate theſe 

inſulting ſhew : arreſted, and amaz'd, 

Half dead he ſtands; no friends dare i 

But bow? dejected to th' imperial ſero 1: 

Such is the force of law. While conſcious ſhame 

Sits heavy on his brow, they view the wretch 

To Rhadamanth's auguſt tribunal drag g'd. 

Good Rhadamanth ! to every wanton clown 

Severe, indulgent to himſelf alone. 


FIELD-SPORTS. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


introduction, ver. 1. Deſeript on of flying at the 
Rag with cagles, after the manner of the Aſiatic 
princes, 7 Deſcriptien of hern-hawking, 100. 
Ob ilying at the river, 179. Partridge-hawking, 
232. Daring the Lark with an hobby juſt meu- 
tioned, 233. Shooting flying, 241. Setting, 245» 
Angling, 261. Concluſion, 271. 

b 8 * Great Prince, permit an humble 

d 
Proſtrate to pay his homage at your feet; 


* With joy at thy approach ! ſee, how it gilde 
iu ſoſt uuco. l fac, with ſalſe paterual Lmiles ! 


Then, like the morning lark from the low ground 
Towering aloft, ſublime to {var, and fing ; 


— ey. 


— — 
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ing pleaſures of the fields, 3 


ging the heart 
The choice delight of heroes and of kings. 

In curlier times, monarchs od Eaſtern race 
In their ſull blaze of pride, as ſtory tells, 
1rain'd up th* imperial eagle, ſacred bird 
Hooded, with jingling bells, ſhe perch'd on 

iph; 10 
Not as when erſt on golden wings ſhe led 
The Roman legions o'er the conquer'd globe, 
Mankind her quarry ; but a docile flave, 
Tam'd to the lure, and careful to attend 
Fer maſter's voice. Behold the man renown'd, 15 
Abbas the great (whom all his fawning fla ves 
Deem d king of kings; vain fools. They ſure 
forgot 
Greater Leonidas, and thoſe fatal ſtraights 
—_ where laughter d Pcritans fell on 
caps, 

A dreadful carnage ') See his numerous hoſt 20 
Es 5 the plains, and in their front up- 


Each on her perch, that bends beneath her 
weight, | 

Two ſiſter eagles, ſtately ponderous birds! 

The air's a deſart, and the feather d race 

Fly to the neighbouring coverts dark retreats, 25 

Tae royal pair on wing, this whitls around 

In circles wide, or like the ſwallow ſcims 

The ruſſet plain, and mimics as ſhe flies 

{By many a ſleepleſs night inſtructed well) 

The hound's loud openings, or the ſpaniel's gucſt, 

What cannot wakeful induſtry ſubdue ! 

Mean while that mounts on high, and ſeems to 
view 

A black aſcending cloud; when pierc'd the gloom 

Of vapours dank condens d, the ſun's bright 


Pain not her ſight: ſhe with cxpanded ſails 35 
Works through th* etherial vid ; then perhaps 

Sees through a break of clouds this ſcif-pois'd orb 
Hard by her hand-maid moon. She looks be- 


tuous, and beholds from far this earth, 
This mole-hill earth, and all its buſy ants 40 
Labouring for life, which laſts ſo ſhort a day 
Juſt blazing and extint. 80 thou, my ſoul, 
That breath of life, which all men muſt perceive 
But none diſtinctly know, when once eſcap'd 
From _ poor helpleſs corſe, and when on 

ig 4 
Borne on angelic wings, lock down with ſcorn . 
On this mean lefſcning world, and knaves grown 


rich, 
By chance, or fraud, or inſolence of power. -- 
Now from her higheſt picch, by quick degrees, 
With leſs ambition nearcr earth ſhe tends, 30 
As yet ſcarce viſible ; and high in air 
Pois'd on extended wings, with ſharper ken 
Attentive marks whate'cr is done below. 
Thus ſome wiſe general from a riſing ground 
Obſerves th' embattled ſoe, where ſcrried rank: 
Forbid acceſs, or where their order looſe 
Invites th* attack, and points» the way to fate. 
All now is tumult, each heart ſwells with joy, 


The {21:rcrs ſhout, and the wide concave rings, 


Tremble the ſoreſts round, the joyous cries 6 
Float thro' the vales; and racks, and woods, and 
hills 

Return the varied ſounds. Forth burſts the Nag, 

Nor truſts the mazes of his decp receſs: 

Fear hid him cloſe, ſtrange inconſiſtent guide! 

Now hurries him aghaſt with buſy fect 6s 

Far 9'cr the ſpatious plain; he pants to reach 

The mountain's brow, or with unſteady ſtep 

To climb the craggy cliff: the greyhounds {train 

Behind to pinch his haunch, who ſcarce cvades 

Their gaping jaws. One cagle whee.ing flies 70 

In airy labyrinths, or with aer wing 

Skims by his fide, and O11 his patient car 

With hideous cries, thcu peuls is ſurehead broad, 

Or at her eyes his fatal malice us. 

The other, like the bolt of angry heaven, 75 

Darts down at once, and fixes un his back 

Her griping talons, ploughing with hes beak 

His pamper'd chine: the lod, and ſw rat dliſtilꝰd 

From many a dripping ſurtow, ſtains the ſoil, 

Who pities not this ſury haunted wretch 872 

Embarraſ. d thus, on e ce {ide diftreſs'd ? 

Death will rclieve him: for the grerhounds fierce, 

Scizing their prey, ſoon drag him to the ground: 

Grozning he falls; with eyes that ſwim in tears 

He looks on man, chief author of his wor, 85 

And weeps, and dies. The grandees preſs around 

To dip their ſabres in his boating blood; 

Uniccmiy joy! Tie harharous to inſult 

A fallen woc. The dogs, and birds of prey 

hiſatiate, on bis recking bowels feaſt, 

But the ſtern falconer claims the lion's ſore. 
Such are the ports of kings, and better far 

Thau royal robbery, and the bloody jaws 

Of all-devoming war. Fach animal 

By natural iuſtinct taught, ſpares his own kind: 

But man, the tyrant man, revels at large, 

Free-booter urrettrain'd, deftroys at will 

Ihe whole creation, men and bealts his prey, 

Theſe for his pleaſure, ſor his glory tholc. 

Next will 1 hug the valant falcon's fame, 100 

Acrial fights, u here no contedcrate brute 

Joins in the bloody fray ; but ird with bird 

Juſts in mid-air. Lo! at hi: fiege the hern, 

Upon the bark of ſome ſmall purling brook, 

Oiſ-rvant ſtands to take his ſcaly prive, 105 

Himſelf another's game. For mark behind 

The wily ſalconer creeps ; Lis graz ng hovie 

Conccals his treacherous foe, and on Lis tift 

1h unhooded falcon fits : with cager eyes 

She meditates her prey, and, in her wi:d 11S 

Conceit, already plumes the dying bird, 

Up ſprings t, e hern, redoubling every ftroke, 


Canlcious of danger ftretches lat away, 


With buſy penons and prejccbed beak, 

Piercing th* opponent cluu.is: the ſalcon ſwiſt 
Follows ut ſyeci, moun's a4 he mounts, for hope 
Gives vigour to her wings. Anather 4v0n 


Strains alter to {upport the bold attack. 

Perhaps a third. As in ſom: winding creek, 

On proud {beria's ſhore, the corfairs fly 120 

Lurk waiting to ſurprize à Brit itt tail, 

I'vll-ſreighted from Hetruria s frivpdiy ports, 
Or rich Byzantium ; after her they ſcud, 

e D. is n 


So lies the hern purſu d. but fighting flies. 


158 

Daſhing the ſpumy waves with equal oars, 

And ſpreading all their ſbrouds : ſhe makes the 
main 125 


Obſerve th attentive crowd; all hearts arc fix d 


viting every gale, nor yet forgets | 
To clear her deck, and tell th* inſulting foe, 
In peais of thunder, Britons cannot fcar. 


Warm the conflict, every nerve's employ d; 
Now through the yiclding element they ſoar, 


Aſpiring high, then fink at once, and rove 

In trackleſs mazes through the troubled ſky. 

No reſt, no The falcon hovering flics 
Balanc'd in air, and confidently bold 135 
Hangs o'er him like a cloud. then aims her blow 
Full at his deſtin d head. The watchful hern 
Shoots from her like a blazing meteor ſwift 
That gilds the night, cludes her talons keen 
And pointed beak, and gains a length of way. 


Th expecting furrow, and in wild amaze 

The gazing village point their eyes to heaven, 

Where is the tongue can ſpeak the ſalconer's 

Twirt hopes and fears, as in a tempeſt toſt ? 

His fluttering heart, his varying cheeks confeſs | 

His inward woe. Now like a wearied ſtay, 

That ſtands at bay, the hern pro okes their rage; | 

Cloſe by his languid wings, in downy plumes x 5 5 

Covers his fatal beak, and cautious hides 

The well-diſſembled fraud. The falcon darts 

1 ike lightning from 2bove, and in her breaſt 

Receives her latent death; down plump ſhe falls 

Pounding from earth, and with her trickling gore 

Defiles her gaudy plumage. See, alas! 

The ſalconer in deſpair, his favourite bird | 

Dead at his feet, as of his dcareſt friend 

He weeps hcr fate; he meditates revenge, 

He ſtorms: he foams, he gives a looſe to rage : 

Nor wants he long the means; the hern ſatigu d, 

Borne down by numbers yields, and prone on 
earth | 

He drops: his cruel ſoes wheeling around | 

Inſult at will. The vengeful falconer flies 

Swiſt as an arrow ſhooting to their aid; 150 

Then muttering inward curſes breaks his wings, 

And fixes in the ground his hatcd beak ; 

*ecs with malignart joy the victors proud | 
Smear*d with his blood, and on his marrow feaſt. 
Unhappy bird! our father's prime delight! 

Who fenc'd thine eyrie round with ſacred laws. 

Nor mighty princes now diſdain to wear 

Thy waving creſt, the mark of high command. 

Wich gold, aud pearl, and brilliant gems adora'd. 
Now, if the cryſtal ſtream delight thee more, 

EE Fu on, where through the recdy 

Th' inſinuating waters filter'd 

In many a winding maze The wild-durk there 

Gluts on the fattening ouſe, or ſteals the {pawn 


| 


| 2 my ſoaring hobby dare the lark. 


Of teeming ſþoals, her more delicious fealt. 185 
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How do the ſun-beams on the glaſſy plain 

Sport wanton, and amuſe our wondering eyes 
With variouſly- reflected changing rays 

The murmuring ſtream ſalutes the flowery mcad 
That glows with fragrance ; nature all around 
Conſents to bleſs. What fluggard now would ſink 
In beds of down ? what miſer would not leave 
His bags untold for this tranſporting ſcene ? 
Falconer, take care, oppoſe thy well-train'd ſteed, 
And lily talk ; unhood thy falcon bold, 194 
Obſerve at ſeed the unſuſpectinꝑ tram 

Paddling with oary feet : he's ſeen, they fly. 
Now at full ſpeed the falconer ſpurs away 

T' affiſt his favourite hawk, ſhe from the rc 
Has ſingled out the mallard young and gay, 200 
Whoſe green and azure brightens in the ſun. 
Swift as the wind that ſweeps the deſert plain, 
With ſcet, wings, beak, he cuts the liquid ſy : 


U Bchoves him now both oar and ſail; for ſee 


Th' uncqual fue gains on him as he flies. 205 
Long holds th* actial courſe; they riſe, they ſall, 
Now ſkim in circling ringe, then ſtretch away 
With all their force, till ar one fatal ſtroke 

The vigorous hawk, cxcrting every nerve, 
Truſs'd in mid-zir bears down her captive prey. 
"Tis well on earth they fall; for oft the duck 
Miſtruſts her coward wings, and ſeeks again 
The kind protecting flood: if haply then 

The falcon raſh aim a decifive blow, 

And ſpring to gripe her floating prey; at once 
She dives beneath, and near ſome ofier's root 
Pops up her head ſecure ; then views her ſoe 
Juſt in the graſping of her fond deſires, 

And in full pride of triumph, whelm'd beneath 


| The gliding ſtream. Ah} where are now, proud 


bird! | 
Thy ſtately trappings, and thy ſilver bells, 
Thy gluly plumage, and thy filken creſt ? 
Say, tyrant of the ſkics! Wouldſt thou not now 
Exchange with thy but late deſponding foe 


Thy dreadful talons, and thy poliſh d — 
For her web-feet deſpis'd? How happy ' 


Who, when gay pleaſure courts, and fortune 


ſmiles, ; 

Fear the rcverſe, with caution tread thoſe 

here roſes grow, but wily vipers creep 

Theſe are expenſive joys, fit for the great 230 
Of large domains poſſeſs'd : enough for me 
To boaſt the gentle ſpar-!:awk on my fiſt, 
Or fly the partridge from the briſtly field, 
Retrieve the covey with my buly train, 
235 

ut, if the ſhady woods my cures employ, 

In queſt of feather'd game, my ſpaniels beat 
Puzzling th* entangled copſe; and from the brake 


| Puſh forth the whirrizg pheaſant ; high in air 


He waves his varied plumes, ſtretching away 240 
With haſty wing. Soon from th* uplifted tube 
The mimic thunder burſts, the leaden death 
O'ertakes him; and with many a giddy whirl 
To earth he falls, and at my fect expires. 

When autumn ſmiles, all · beauteòus in decay, 
And paints each chequer'd grove with various 


ues 3 
My ſetter ranges in the new-ſhorn ficlds, 1 
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Will not as yet deſpair : ſhine but in arms, 


SOMERVIL 


His noſe in air erect; from ridge to ridge 5 
Panting he bounds, his quarter'd ground divides 
In cqual intervals. nor carcleſs leaves 250 
One inch untry d. At length the tainted gales 
His noſtrils wide inhale ; quick joy clates 
His beating heart, which, aw'd by diſcipline 
Severe, he dares not own ; but cautious creeps 
Low-cowering, flep by ſtep ; at laſt attains 255 
His proper diſtance ; there he ſtops at once, 
Aud points witn his inſtrucive note Pon 
The trembling prey. On wings of wiud upborn 
The floating net unfolded Ki.s ; then drops, 
And the poor fluttering captives riſe in vaiu. 260 
Or haply on ſume river s cooling bank, 
Patiently muſing, all intent 1 tand 
To hook the ſcaly glutton. Sce ! down ſinks 
My cork, that faithful Monitor; his weight 
My taper angle bends ; ſurpriz'c, ama d, 
He glitter in the ſun, and ſtruggiing pants 
For liberty, till in the purer air | 
He breathes no more. Such are our pleaſing cares, 
And ſweet amuſements, ſuch each buſy drudge 
Envious muſt wiſh, end all the wiſe enjoy. 
Thus, moſt illuſtrious Prince, have 1p 
In my obſcure ſojourn to ſing at caſe 
Rural delights, the joy, and ſweet repaſt 
Of every noble mind: and now perchance 


265 


Untimely ſing ; ſince from yon neighhouriug ore 


The grumbling thunder rolis ; calm peace alarm'd 
Starts from her couch, and the rude din of war 
Sounds hark in every car. But rightcous heaven 
Britain deſerted, friendleſe, and alone, a 
250 
O Prince, belov d by all! patron profeſs'd 
Of liberty ! with every virtue crown d! 
Millioas ſhall crowd her ſtrand, and her white 
clifis, 
As Teneriff, or Atlas firm, deſy 
The break of ſcas, and malice of her foes; 285 
Nor the proud Gaul prevail where Cæſar fail'd. 
NOTES ON FIELD-$PORTS. 
Ver. 18. Straits of T ermopylæ. See the ſtory 
of Xerxes. 
Ver. 103. The place where the hern takes his 
ſtand, ing his prey. 
Ver. 169. This is done to prevent his hurting 
the hawk : they generally alſo break their legs. 
| Ver. 172. The reward of the hawk made of the 
brains, marrow, and blood, which they call in 
Italian, Soppa. | 
Ver. 174. No man was permitted to ſhoot 
within 600 yards of the eyrie, or neſt of an hern, 
under great penalties. 
Ver. 176. The hern's top worn at coronations 


— and by the great men in Aſia in their tur- 


To WM. SOMERVILE, of Warwickſhire, Eſq, . 
On reading ſeveral cf his excellent Pocms. 
By ALLAN RAMSAY. 


0% I have read, and much admire, 
Your Muſe's gay and eaſy flow, 
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I conn'd each line with joyous 

As I can ſuch from ſun to ſun ; 
And, like the glutton o'er his fare 

Delicious, thought them too ſoon done. 


| The witty ſmile, nature and art, 


In all your numbers ſo combine, 
As to complete their juſt deſert, 
and grace them with uncommon ſhine. 
Delighted we your Muſe regard, 
When ſhe like PiaCar's ſpreads her wings; 
And virtu-, being its own reward, 
Expreſſes by the Siſter Springs. 
Emotions render croud the mind, 
When with the royal bard you 
To 3 in notes divinely kind, 
* the mighty fall n on mount Gilbo.“ 
Much ſarcly ws the virgin'sjoy, 
V'ho with the Iliad had your lays; 
Fer e er, and ſince the ſicge of (roy, 
We all delight in love and praiſe. 
Theſe heaven-born paſſions, ſuch deſire, 
I never yet could think a crime , 
But firſt-rate virtues which infpire 
| The foul to reach at the ſublime. 


But often men miſtake the way. 
And pump for fame by empty boaſt, 
Like your © gilt Afs,” who ſtood to bray, 
ill in a flame his tail he loft. 
Him © th' incurious Bencher” hits, 
With his own tail, ſo tight and clean, 
That, While l read, ſtreams guſh, by ute 
Of hearty laughter, from my cen. 
Old Chaucer, bard of vaſt ing ine, 
Fontaine and Prior, who huve ſung 
Bly th tales the beſt; had they heard thine 
On Lob, they'd own'd themſelves out- done. 


| The plot's purſued with ſo much glee, 


The too cAcious © Dog and Prieſt,” 
The © Squire oppreſs'd,”* I own for me, 
never heard à better jeſt. 
Pope well defcrib'd an Oraber Game, 
And“ King revenging Captive Queen; “. 
He moerits; but had won more fame, 
if author of your © Bowling-green.“ 
You paint your parties, play each bowi, 
So ».4tural, juſt, and wich ſuch caſe, 
hac, while 1 read, upon my foul ! 
| wouder how | chance to plcaſe. 
Yet I have pleas'd, and pleaſe the beſt ; 
And Zure to me laurels belong, 
Since Eritiſhi fair, and mongit the beſt, 
Soracrvie's conſort likes my fon, 
Raviſh's I card rt) harmonious fair 
ving, like a dweller of me {kr, 
My verſes with a Scetian air; 
Ihen ſaints were not fo bick as l. 
In ler the valued charms unit; 
She really is what all would ſcem, 
Sraccluliy handſome, wile and fret $ 
"422 niezit to have her cllecin. 


Warm'd with that true Idaliau fre | 
That gives the bright aud chcarſul glow. 


| Your 
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Your noble kinſman, her lov'd mate, 

Mh. ſc worth claims all the worid's reſpect, 
Met in her love a ſmiling fatc, 

Wick has, and muſt have, good cf ct. 
You both from one great lineage ſpring, 

Both from de Somervile, who came, 
With William, England's conquering king, 

To win fair plains, aud laſting fame. 
Whichnour he leſt to's eldeſt ſon ; 

1 hat firſt-born chief you repreſent : 
H:s ſecond came to Caledon, 

From whom our 5cmer'le takes deſcent. 


On him and you may fate beſtow 
Sweet balmy health and cheorful fire, 
As long 's ye d wiſh to live below, 
Still bleſt with all you would deſire. 
O fir! oblige the world, and ſpread 
In print thoſe and your other lays ; 
This ſhall be better'd while they read, 
And aſter-ages found your praiſc. 
I could eqlarge but if I ſhould 
On what you've wrote, my Ode would run 
Joo great a length vout thoughts ſo croud, 
To note them all, I'd ne'er have done. 
Accept this offering of a Muſe, | 
Wo on her Pictland hills ne er tires: 
Nor ſhuuld (when worth invites) rcfuſc 
10 ling the perſon ſhe admires. 


AN ODE 
Humbly inſcribed to the Duke of Marlborough, 
upon his Kemoval ſrom all his Placer, 


„Virtus repu'ſz ncſcia ſordidæ 
« intaminatis fulget honoribus, 
Nec ſumit, aut ponit ſecures, 
« Arx bitrio popularis aurz.”” Hon 
J. 
192 iu meridian glory rieht, 
You ſhine with more illuſtrious rays, 
Above the Muſe's weaker flight, 
Above the Poet's praiſc. 
In vain the yoddefſs mounts her native ſkies, 
In vain, with ſecble wings, attempts to riſe ; 
In vain ſhe toils to do her hero right, 

Loſt in exceſs of day, and boundleſs tracks of ight. 
ihe i heban {wan with daring wings, | 
And force impetuous, ſoars on high, 

Above the clouds ſublimely ſings, 

-— Abcve the reach of mortal eye. 
But whas, alas ! would Pindar do, 
Were his bold Muſe to ſing of you? 
Can Chromius ſtrength be nam'd with yours? 
Can mimic fights and ſportive war 
With Schellembergh's demoliſh'd towers, 
O Blenhcim's bloody field compare 
": he Bard would bluſh at I heron's ſpeed, 
Wen Marlborough mounts the fiery ſtced; 
And the deſpairing foe's purſued | 
Through towns and provinces ſubdued. 
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In vain thy chariots raiſc fo great a du; 


Sce Britain s hero with whole armies flicg, 
Jo exccute his vaſt deſigns, 
io pals the $cheld, to force the les, 
Swift as thy ſmoking car, to win th Oiympic prize, 
But now, when, with «:miniſh'd light, 
And bcams more toicrably bright, 
With leſ. of grandeur and ſurprize, 
Mild you deſcend to mortal eycs ; 
| Your ſetting glories charin us more, 


| 1 han al: your dazzling pomp b-fore. 


Ihe hero more diſtinctly view d, 
Glad we bcho!d him not fo great as good 
true virtue s amiable face 
Improves, when ſhadcd by diſgrace ; 
| A lively ſenſe of conſcious worth, 
Calls all her hidden beauties forth ; 
Darts through the gloom a lovely ray, 
And byher own intrinſic light creates a nobler day. 


Your worth is better u:deritcud, 


I. 
L ct fickle Chance with partial hands divide 
Her gaudy pomp, her tinſel pride; 
Who to her knaves and ſools ſupplics 
Thoſe favours which the brave deſpiſe; 
Let Faction raiſe the ſaucy crowd, 
And call her multitude to arms ; 


- oe << @ - 


; Let Envy's vipers hits aloud, 


And rouze all hell with dire alarms : 
Go ſhake the rocks, and bid the hills remove; 
Vet ſtill the hero's mind ſhall be ; 
Unchangeable, reſolv'd, and free, 
Fix'd on its baſe, firm as the throne of Jove. 
Britons, look back on thoſe auſpicious days, 
On Iſter's banks, when your great leader ſtood, 
And with your gaſping foes incumber'd all the 


| Or when Rami ia's bloody plain 
Was fatten'd with the mighty Qlain ; 

Or when Blaregnia's ramparts were aſſail'd, 
With force that keaven itſelf had ſcal'd. 
Did then reviling pens profane 

Your Mariborough's ſacred name ? 

Did noi{y tribunes then debauch the crowd? 

Did their unrighteous votes blaſpheme aloud ? 
Did mercenary tools conſpire 

To curſe the hero whom their foes admire ? 

No !—The contending uations ſung hs praiſe 3 

While bards of every clime 
Exert their molt triumphant lays, 

No thought too great, no diction too ſublime. 

Hail, glorious Prince! 'tis not for thee we grieve, 
For thy invuinerable f.me 
No diminution can receive, 

1 hou, mighty man art till the ſame, 
Thy purer gold cludes the flame; 

This fiery trial makes thy virtue ſhine, 

And perſecution crowns thy brows with rays di- 
vine. 

But what, alas ! ſhall ſainting Europe do? 

How ſtand the ſhock of her imperious ſoc ? 
What ſucceſſor hall bear the weight 
Of all our cares? and prop the ſtate ? 

Since thou our Atlas art remov d, 


Fond poet, ſparc thy empty boaſt, 


O beſt deſerviag chief! aud therefore debtor 


** 
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III. 


Fo your own Plenheim's bliſsful ſcat, 
From this ungrate ful world retreat; 
A giſt uncqual ro that hero's worth, i 
Who from the peaceful Thames led our bold Bri- 
tons forth, 
To free the Danube and the Rhine; 
Who by the thunder of his arms 
Shook the proud Rhone with loud alarms, 
And rais'd a tempeſt in the trembling Seine. 
After the long fatigues of war, 
Repoſe your envy d virtues here ; 
Enjoy, my lord, the ſweet repaſt 
Of all your glorious toils, 
A pleaſure that ſhall ever laſt, 
The tai hty comfort that proceeds 
From the juſt ſenſe of virtuous deeds, 
Content with endlcls fame, comemn the meaner | 
ſpo Is. 
Prams calls, and Pan invites, | 
To rural pl: aſures, chaſte delights ; | 
The orange and the cicron grove 
Will by vour hand alone improve; 
Would fain their gaudy live ries wear, 
And wait your preſence to revive the year, 
In this F yſium, more than bleſt, 
Laugh at the vulgar's ſenſeleſe hate, 
The politician's vain deceit, 
The fawning knave the proud ingrate. 
Revolve in their capacious breaſt 
The various unforcicen events, 
And unecxpedted accidents, 
That chanye the flattꝰ ring ſcene, and overturn the 
cat. 
e our hopes, and ſhort the date 
Of grandeur's tranſitory (tate. 
Corinthian braſs ſhall melt away, 
And Parian Marble ſha'l decay ; 
The vaſt Coloſſus, that on cither ſhore 
Exulting ſtood, is now no more; 
- Arts and artificers ſhall die, 
And in oue common ruin lie. 
Behold your ow n majeſtic palace riſe, 
In haſte to emulate the ſkies; 
The gilded globes, the pointed ſpires : 
See the proud dome's ambitious hcight, 
Emblem of power and pompous ſtate, 
Above the clouds aſpircs : 
Yet Vulcan's ſpight, or angry Jove, 
May ſoon its towering pride reprove, 
Its painted glories ſoon efface, 
Divide the ponderous roof, and ſhake the ſolid 
baſe. 
Material ftruQures muſt ſubmit to fate. 
But virtue which alone is truly great, 
Virtue like yours, my !ord, ſhall bs 
Secure of immortality. 
Nor ſoreign force, nor factious rage, 
Nor en vy, nor devouring age, 
Your laſting glory ſhall impair, 
Time ſhall myſterious truths declare, 
And works of darkneſs ſhail diſcloſe ; 
This blefling is reſerv'd for yuu 
T” outlive the trophies to your merit due, 
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If glorious actions, in 2 glorious cauſe, 
If valour negligent of praiſe, 
Deſerving, yet retiring from applauſe, 
In gencrous minds can great ideas raiſc : 
I Europe ſav'd, and liberty reftor'd, 
By ſteady conduct, and a proſperous fword, 
Can claim in free · horn ſouls a juſt eſteera ; 
Britain's victorious chief ſhall be 
Rever'd by late poſterity, 
The hero's pattern and the poet's theme. 


ODE, occaſioned by the Duke of Maxtnoroven's 
embarking for Os TEN D, An. 1712. 


| « Interque Mœrentes amicos 


« Egregius properavit exul. Hon. 


E powers, who rule the boundleſs deep, 
Whoſe dread commands the winds obey, 
To roll the waters on a L 
| Or ſmooth the liquid way : 
Propitious hear Britannia's prayer, 
Britannia's hope is now your care, 
Whor oft to yonder diſtent ſhore, 
Your hoſpitable billows bore, 
When Europe in diſtreſs implor'd 
Relicf from his victorious ſword ; 
Who, when the mighty work was done, 
Tyrants repell'd, and battles won, 
On your glad waves, proud of the glorious load, 
Throꝰ theſe your watery realms, in yearly triumph 
rode. 
To winds and ſeas, diſteeſs'] he flies, 
From ſtorms at land, and faction's ſpig 
| Though the more fickle crowd denies, 
| The winds, the ſeas, ſhall do his virtue right. 
Be huſht, ye winds ! be ſtill, ye (cas ! 
| Ye billows fleep at caſe, 
And in your rocky caverns reit 
Let all be ealm as the great licro's breaſt, 
Here no unruly paſhons reign, 
Nor ſervile fear, nor proud diſdain, 
Each wilder luſt is baniſh'd hence, 
Where gentle love preſides, and mild beacvolcn:e, 
Here no gloomy cares ariſe, 
Conſcious honour {till ſupplies, 
| Friendly hope, and peace of mind, 
Such as dying martyrs find. 
Serene within, no guilt hc knows, 
While all his wrongs fit heavy on his ſocs. 


Say, Muſe, what hero ſhall I ſing, 
What great example bring, 
To parallel this mighty wrong, 
And with his graceful wocs adorn my ſong ? 

Shall brave Themiſtocles appear 
Beſore the haughty Perſian's throne ? 
While conquer d chiefs confcſs their fear, 
And ſhatter'd fleets his triumphs own ; 

In adtairativn fix'd the monarch ſtood, 

With ſecret joy his glorious prize he view'd, 


ʒũ:i —————_——. 


Ard malice of your less. 


- 


| Of moe iutrinic Worth than piovauccs lubdued. 
Or 
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Or faithful Ariſtides, ſent, 
For being juſt, to baniſhment, 
He writ the rigid ſentence down, 
He pitied the miſguided clown. 
Or him, who, when brid'd orators miſled 
The ſactious tribes, to hoſtile Sparta fled ; 
The vile ingrateſul crowd, 
Proclaim'd their impious joy aloud, 
But ſoon the fools diſcover'd to their coſt, 
Athens in Alcibiades was loſt. 
Or, if a Roman name delight thee more, 
The great Dictator's fate deplore, 
Camillus againſt noiſy ſaction bold, 
In victories and triumphs old. 
Ungrateful Rome! 
Puniſh'd by heaven's avenging doom, : 
Soon ſhall thy ardent vows invite him home, 
The mighty chieſtain ſoon recall, 
To the falling capitol, c 
And fave his country from the perjur'd Gaul, 
Search, Muſe. the dark records of time, 
And every ſhameful ſtory trace, 
Black with injuſtice and diſgrace, 
When glorious merit was a crime ; 
Yet theſe, all theſe, but faintly can expreſs 
Folly without excuſe, and madnels in cxceſs. 
mn. 
Is the brave man triumphant in diſtreſs; 
Above the reach of partial fate, 
Above the vulgar's praiſe or hate, 
Whom no feign'd ſmiles can raiſe, no frowns de- 


View him, ye Btitons, on the naked ſhore, 
Reſolv d to truſt your faithleſs vows no more, 
That mighty man ! who for ten glorious years 
Surpaſe d our hopes, prevented all our prayers. 
A name, in every clime renown'd, 
By nations bleſs d, by monarchs crown'd. 
In ſolemn jubilees our days we ſpent, 
Our hearts exulting in each grand event. 
Factions applayd the man they hate, 
And with regret, to pay their painful homage” 
Wait. 
Have I not ſecn this crowded ſhore, 
With multitudes all cover'd o'er ? 
While hills and groves their joy proclaim, 
And cchoing rocks return his name, 
Attentive on the lovely form they gaze: 
. He with a chearful ſmile, 
Glad to reviſit this his parent iſle, 
Flies from their incenſe, and eſcapes their praiſe. 
Yes, Britons, view him till unmov'd, 
Unchang'd, though leſs belov'd. 
Has generous ſoul no dedp reſentment fires, 
But, bluſhing for his country's crimes, the kind 
good man retires. 
Ev'n now he fights ſor this devoted iſle, 
And labours to preſerve his native ſoil, 
Diverts the vengeance which juſt heaven pre- 
Pares, 
Accus d, diſarm'd, protects us with his prayers. 
Obdurate hearts] cannot ſuch merit move? 
The Hero's valour, nor the patriot's love? 


* 
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Fix, goddeſs, fly this inauſpicious place: 
Spurn at the vile d ate race, 
Attend the glorious exile, and 
In other climes his laſting fame, 
Where honeſt hearts, unknowing to ſorget 
The bleſſings from his arms receiv'd, 


Conſeſe with joy the mighty debt, 
Their altars reſcued, and their gods relie vd. 
6 IV. 


Nor ſails the hero to a clime unknown, 
Cities preſerv'd, their great deliverer own : 
Impatient crowds about him preſs, 
And with fincerc devotion bleſs. 
Thoſe plains, of ten years war the bloedy ſlage, 
(Where panting nations ſtruggled to be free 
And liſe exchang'd for liberty) 
Retain che marks of ſtern Rellona's rage. 
The 4oubtful hind miſtakes the field 
His fruitleſs toil ſo lately till'd: 
Here deep intrenchments ſunk, and vales appear, 
The wo retreats of Gallic fear ; 
There ne- created hills deform the plain, 
Big with the carnage of the ſlain : 
Theſe monuments, when faction's ſpight 
Has ſpit its poiſonous foam in vain, 
To endleſs ages ſhall proclaim 
Ahe matchleſs warrior's might. 
The Pray laughter d foes ſhall do his valour 
right. 
Theſe when the curious traveller 
Amaz'd ſhali view, and with attentive care 
Trace the ſad ſootſteps of deſtructive war 


Succeſſi ve bards ſhall tell, 
How + fought, how gaſping tyrants 
E . 


Alternate chiefs confeſs'd the victor's fame, 
; Fleas'd and excus d in their ſucceſſor's ſhame. 
In every change, in every form, 
The Proteus felt his conquering arm : 
Couvinc'd of weakneſs, in extreme deſpair, 
They lurk'd behind their lines, and wag'd a lazy 
war. 
Nor lines nor forts conld calm the ſoldier's fear, 
Surpriz'd he found a Marlborough there. 
Nature, nor art, his cager rage withſtood, 
He overs” 22a plains, he torc'd the rapid 


He fought. he conquer d, he purſued. 
In years advanc'd, with youthful vigour warm'd, 
The work of ages in a day perſorm'd. 
When kindly gleams diſſolve the winter ſnows 
From Alpine hills, with ſuch impetuous haſte 
The icy torrent flows ; 
In vain the rocks oppoſe, 
It drives along enlarg'd, and lays the regions 
waſte. 
Stop, goddeſs, thy preſumptuous flight, 
Nor ſoar to ſuch a dangerous height, 
Raiſe not the ghoſt of his departed fame, 
To pierce our conſcious ſouls u ithguilty ſhame 2 
But tune thy harp to hambler lays, 
Nor meditate offcuſive praiſc. 


* — 


« „ 


His own fond heart the guilty wretch betrays, 
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TO M. ADDISON, 


occAtston trod RY MIS PURCHASING AN ESTATE 
IN WAKWICKSHIKE. 


« _Fn crit unquam 
& Ille dies, mihi cum liceat tua dicere facta 
« 4. n; crit, ut liceat totum mihi ferre per orbem, 
% Sola Sophocleo tua carmina digna cothurno 
Vins. 
O the gay town where guilty pleaſure reigns, 
The wiſe good man prefers our humble 
plains: 


Neglected honours on his merit wait, 1 


Here he retires when courted to be great, 

The world reſigning {or this calm retreat. 

His ſoul with wiſdom's choiceſt treaſures fraught, 
Here proves in practice each ſublimer ae 
And lives by rules his happy pen has taught. 


Great Bard ' how ſhall my worthleſs Muſe aſ- 
ire 
To * your praiſe, without your ſacred fire ? 
From the judicious critic's piercing eyes, 
To the beſt-natur'd man ſecure ſhe flies. 

When panting virtue her laſt efforts made, 
You brought your Clio to the virgin's aid ; 
Preſumptuous Folly bluſh'd, and Vice withdrew, 
To vengeance yielding her abandon'd crew. 

"Tis t ue, conſederate wits their forces join, 

Parnaſſus labours in the work divine : 

Yet theſe we read with too impatient eyes, 

And hunt for you through every dark diſguiſe ; 

In vain your modeſty that name conceals, 

Which every thought, which every word, re- 
veals, 

With like ſucceſs bright Beauty's Goddeſs tries 

To veil immortal charms from mortal eyes; 

Her graceful port, and her celeſtial mien, 

To her brave ſon betray the Cyprian queen; 

Odours divine perfume her roſy breaſt, 

She glides along the plain in majeſty confcſs'd, + 

Hard was the taſk. and worthy your great mind, 

To pleaſe at once, and to r:furm mankind : 

Yet, when you write, Truth charms with ſuch 
addreſs, 

Pleads Virtue's cauſe with ſuch becoming grace, 


_— 


He yields delighted. and convinc'd obeys : 
You touch our ſollies with fo nice a ſkill, 


That from your friendly hand he wears the 
Nor at the ſun's ſupcrior honour grieves, 
And each proud trophy finks in common duſt : 


His great deſign all ages ſhall commend, 
When dark oblivion is the warrior's lot, { 
He ihares the mighty bleſlings he beſtows, 


| 
| 


r 


Nature and habit prompt in vain to ill. — 
Nor can it leſſen the Spectator's ꝑraiſe, 
bays; 

But more his happy choice in ſuch a friend. 
So the fair queen of night the world relieves, 

| 
Proud to reflect the glories ſhe receives. 
His merits cenſur d, and his wounds forgot; 
When burniſh'd helns aud gilded armour ruſt, 
Freſh bloom:ng honoursdeck the poet's brows, 
His ſpreading ſame enlarges as it flows. 
Vol. V. 
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Had not your Muſe in her immortal ftrain, 

Deſcrib'd the glorious toils on Blenheim's plain, 

Ev'n Marlborough might have fought, and C. 

Dormer bled in vain. 

When honour calls, and the juſt cauſe inſpires, 

Britain's bold ſons to emulate their fires ; 

Your Muſe theſe great examples ſhall ſupply, 

Like that to conquer, or like this to die. 

Contending nations ancient Homer claim, 

And Mantua glories in her Maro's name ; 

Our happier icil the prize ſha] yield to none, 

Ardenna's groves ſhall boaſt an Addiſon. 

Ye filvan powers, and all ye rural gods, 

That guard theſe peaceful ſhades, and bleſt 
abodes; 

For your new gueſt your choiceſt gifts prepare, 

Exceed his wiſhes, and prevent his prayer ; 

Grant him, propitious, freedom, health, and 
peace, 

And as his virtues, let his ſtores increaſe. 

Hs laviſh hand no deity ſhall mourn, 

be pious bard ſhall make a juſt return; 

In laſting verſe cternal altars raiſe, 

And over-pay your bounty with his praiſe. 

Tune every reed, touch every ſtring, ye 

ſwains, 

Welcome the ſtranger to theſe happy plains, 

With hymns of joy in ſulemn pomp attend, 

Apollo's darling, and the Mules' friend. 


Ye nymphs, that haunt the ſtreams and ſhady 
groves, 
Forget a While to mourn your abſent loves; 
In ſong and ſportive dance your joy proclaim, 
In yieiding bluſhes own your rifing flame: ; 
Be kind, ye nymphs, nor let him ſigh in vain. 
Lach land remote ycur curious eye has view'ds 
That Grecian arts, or Roman arms ſubdu'd, 
Search every region, every diſtant ſoil, 
Wirth pleaſing labour and inſtructive toll : 
Say then, accompliſh'd Bard! What god in-lin'd 
To theſe our humble plains your generous 
mind ? 
Nor wou'd you dcien in Latian fields to dwell, 
Which none know better, or deſcribe ſo well. 
In vain ambrofial fruits invite your tay, 
In vain the myrtle groves obitruRt your Wey. e 
And ductile ſtreams that round the borders ftray. \ 


| Your wiſer choice prefers this {pot of earth, 


3 by th' immortal Shakeſpear's 
irth ; 
Where through the vales the fa'r Avona glides, 
And nouriſhes the giche with fattening tides ; 
Flora's rich giſts deck all the verdant foil, 
And plenty crowns the happy farmer's toil. 
Here, on the painted borders of the flood, 
Ihe babe was born; his bed with roſes ſtrow d: 
Here in an ancient venerable dome, 
Ovppreſs'd with grief, we view the poet's tomb. 
Angels unſcen watch o'er his hallow'd uru, 
And in ſoit elegies complaining mourn : 
While the bleſs' d Laint, in loſtier ſtrains above, 
Reveals the wonder of eternal love. 
The heavens, delighted in his tuneful lays, 
With filent joy attend their Maker's praiſe. 

X | In 
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In heaven he ſings; on earth your Muſe ſupplies 
Th” important loſs, and heals our werping eyes. 
Cerrectly great, ſhe melts cach flinty heart, 
With equal genius, but ſuperior art. 

Hail, happy pair! ordain'd by turns to bleſa, 
And ſave 2 finking nation in diſtreſs. 

By grea: examples to reform the crowd, 

Awake their zeal, and warm their frozen blood. 
When Brutus ftrikes for liberty and laws, 

Nor ſpcres a father in his country's cauſe ; 
Juſtice ſev«re applauds the cruei deed. 

A tyrant ſuffers, and the world is freed, f 
But. when we ſee the godlike Cato bleed, 

"The nation weeps; and ſrom thy fate, oh Rome 
1,-arns to prevent their own impending doom. 
Where is the wretch a worthicſ« lite can prize, 
When Senates are no more, and Cato dies? 
Indulzent ſorrow, and a plcaſing pain, 

Heaves in cach breaſt, and beats in every vein. 
Th expiring patriot atimates the crowd, 

Bold they demond their ancient rights aloud, | 
The dear-boughrpurchaſcof their father blood. 
Fair Liberty her head majettic rears, 

Ten thouſand bleſſings in her boſom bears; 
Ecrenc ſic ſrailes, revealing all her charms, 

And calls her ſree-born youth to clorious arms. 
FaRticn'srepell'd, and grumbling leaves her prey, 
Forlorn fe ſits, and dreads the fatal day, 8 
When caſtern gaics ſhall ſweep her hopes away. 
Each ardent zeal your Muſe could raiſe, 
Alone reward it with inamorrtal praiſe. 

Ages to come ſhall celchrate your fame, 

And reſcued Briton bleſs the poet's name. 

go when the dreaded powers of Sparta fail'd, 

7 yrtzus and Athenian wit prevail'd, , 

Too weak the laws by wiſe Lycurgus made, 
And rules ſevere without the Muſcs* aid: 

He touch'd the trembling ſtrings, the poet's ſong 
Reviv'd the ſaint, and made the feeble ftrong ; 
Recall'd the living to the duſty plain, 

And to a better life reſtor'd the ſlain. 

The victor-hoſt amaz d, with horror vicw'd 
h' aſſembling troops, and all the war renew'd ; 
To mere than mortal courage quit the field. 


Ant to their fecs th* unſiniili'd trophies yield. 
—— — — 


AN IMITATION OF HORACE, 
hook IV. ODE IX. 


[ſcribed to the Right Hon. James STANKOPE, 
Eſq. one of his Majeſty's principal Sccretaries 
of State, afterwards Earl Stanhope. 

; ORN near Avona's windiag ſtream 
4A > I touch the trembling lyre, 
No vulgzr thoughts, no vulgar theme, 
Shall the bold Muſe inſpire, 
*Tis immortality's her aim; 
Sublime ſne mounts the ſkies, 
She cl:;mbs the itcep aſcent to fame, 
Nor ever fa!l want force to riſe. 


Whiic ſhe ſupports her flight with Stanhope's | 


Tams. 


What though majeſtic Milton ſtands alone 


\ 


1 


ILE's POEMS, 


Inimitab!y great 
Bow Jow, ye bards, at his exalted throne, 

And lay your labeurs at his feet 

Capacious ſoul! whoſe boundleſs thoughts ſurvey 
Heaven, hell, carth, ſea; 

Lo! where th* embattled gods appear, 

The mountains from their ſeats the y tear, 
Ard ſhake thꝰ empyreal heavers with impious war, 
| 3 Yet, nor ſhall Milron's ghoſt repine 

At all the honours we beſtow 

On Addiſon's deſerving brow, 

By whem convinc'd, we own his work divine, 

Whoſe ſkiiful pen has done his merit right, 
And ſet the jewel in a fairer light. 

Enliven'd by his bright FſC:y 

Hach fowery ſcene appears more gay. 

New beautics ſpring in Eden's ſertile roves, 
And by his cuiture Paradiſe improves. 
— Garth, by polo doubly bleſs d, 
Is by the god entire poſſeſs d: 
Ave. unwilling todepart, 
Begs life from his prevailing ſkill ; 
outh, reviving from his art, 
Burrows its charms and power to kill : 
But when the patriet's injur'd ſame, 
His country's henour, or his fricuds, 
A more extenſive bounty claim, 
| With joy the ready Muſe attends, 
Immortal honours ſhe beftows, 
| A giſt the Mule alone can give ; 
She crowns the glorious victor's brows, 
And bids expiring virtue live. 
| Nymphs yet unborn ſhall melt with amorousflames 
| That Congreve's Jays inſpire ; 
| And Philips warm the gentle ſwains 
To love and ſoft defire. 
Ah! ſhun, ye ſair, the dangerous ſounds, 
Alas! each moving accent wounds, 
The ſparks conceal'd revive again 5 


* 


| TI. god reſtor'd, reſumes his reign, 
| 8 2 8 pain. 
us does cac rd in different appear, 
Fach Mulc has her peculiar - ag 
| And in propriety of dreſs becomes more fair ; 
Lo ach, impartial Providence 
We-ll-choſen gifts beſtows, 
He varies his munificence, 


flows. 


| II. . 
If we look back on ages paſt and gone, 


When iniant Time his race begun, 
The diſtant view flill lefſens to our ſight, 
| Obſcur'd in clouds, and vcil'd in ſnades vfnight. 

The Mule alone can the dark ſcenes diſplay, 

Enlarge the proſpect, aud diſcloſe the day. 
Vis ihe the records of times paſt explores, 
| And the dead hero to new life reſtores, 
To the hrave man who for his country died, 
| Erects a laſting pyramid, 
| Supports his dignity and ſame, 
When mou}ldering pillars drop his name. 
| In ſull proportion leads her warrior forth, 


| Diſcovers his negiected worth, 


Brightens 


And in divided ſtreams the heavenly bleſſing 


— — * 
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Bright=ns his deeds, by envious ruſt o'ercaſt, 
I ixpprove the preſent age, and vindicate the paſt. 
Did not the Muſe our crying wrongs repeat, 
Ages to come no more ſhould know 
Of Lewis by oppreſſion great 
han we of Nimrod now: 
The meteor ſhould but b aze and die, 
Depriv d of the reward of endleſs infamy. ; 
Ev'n that brave chief, who ſet the nations free, 
The greateſt name the world can boaſt, 
Without the Muſe's aid ſhall be 
Sunk in thc tide of time, and in oblivion 1-ſ, 
The ſculptor's hand may make the marble live, 
Or the bold pencil trace 
The wonders of that lovely face, 
Where every charm, and every grace, 
That man can wiſh, or heaven can give, 
In happy union joia'd, confeſs 
The hero born to conquer, and to bleſs. 
Yet vain, alas! is every art, 
Till the great work the Muſe compleat, 
And everlaſting fame impart. 
That ſoars aloft, above the reach of fate. 
Hail, happy bard ! on whom the gods beſtow 
A venius equal te the vaſt deſign, 
Whoſ: thoughts ſublime in eaſy numbers flow, 
While Marlborough's virtues animate cach line. 
How ſhall our tremblin2 ſouls ſurvey 
The horrors of each bloody day; 
The wreaking carnage of the plain. 
Incumber'd. with the mighty ſlain, 
The ſtrange variety of death, 
And the fad murmurs of departing breath ? | 
Scamander*% ſtreamsſhall yicid to Danube'sflood, 
To the dark boſom of the deep purſued 5 
By fercer flames, and ſtaia'd with nobler blood. 
The gods ſhall arm on either fide, 
Tn' important quarrel to decide; 
The grand event embroil the realms above, 
And faction revel in the court of Jove; 
While heaven, and earth, and ſca. and air, 
Shall fcel the mighty ſhock and labout of the war. 
III. 
Virtue conceal'd obſcurely dies, i 
Loft in the mean diſguiſe | 
Of abje& Noth, depreſs'd, unknown. 
Rough — its native bed the unwrought diamond 


es, 
Till chance, or art, reveal its worth; 
und call its latent glories forth; 
But when its radiant charms are view'd, 
Becomes the idol of the crowd, 
And adds new luſtre to the monerch's crown. = 
What Britiſh harp can ie unſtrune, 
When Stznhope's ſame demands a ſong ? 
Upward, ye Muſes, take your wanton fight, 
Tune every lyre to Srani-ope's praiſe, 
Exert your molt triumphant lays, - | 
Nor ſuffer ſuch heroic deeds to fink in endless 
night. 
The golden Tagus ſhall forget re flow, 
And Ebro leave its chanuel dry, 
Ere Stanhope's name to time ſhall bow, 
And loft in dark oblivion lic. 


1 


| 


[ 


; 


—— 


Where ſhall the Muſe begin her airy Light ? 
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Where firſt direct ker dubious way: 


Loſt in variety oi light. 
Aud dazzled in exceſs of day? 


Wiſdom and vaiour, probity and truth, 
At once upon the labouring fancy throng, 
The conduct of old age, the fire of youth, 
United in one breaſt perplex the hoet's ſong. 
Thoſe virtues which diſpers'd and rare 


The gods too thriſtiſy be ſto wa, 
And ſcatter d to an: uſe the crowd, 


When former heroes were their care; 


T' exert at once their power divine 


* 


In rhee, brave chief, collected ſhinc. 


So from each lovely bloomi © face 
Th' ambicions ortift foie a race. 


hen in one finiſk'd piece he ſtrove 
To paint th' all-gloriuus Queen of Love, 


Thy provident unbials'd mad 


Knowing in arts of peace and war, 


With iidefatigable care, 


I.tbours the good of human kind: 


Erect in dangers, bioded in ſucceſs, 
Carrup.ion's everlaſting bane, 
Where injur'd merit finds cdreſa, 
And worthleſs vitiains wait in vain 


Though fawnin;, kuaves beſicge thy gate, 
And court rhe hone man they hate; 
Thy ſteady virtue charges throngh, 


Alike uncrriny to ſubdue, 


As when on Almanara's plain the ſcatter'd\ 


| ſquadrons few. 


Vain are th attacks of force or art, 

Where Caſar's arm defends a Cato' heart. 
Oh ! could thy generous fon! diſpenſe 
Through this unrighteous age its ſacred influence 
Con d the baſe crowd from thy example learn 
To trample on their impious gifts with ſcorn, 


With ſhame confounded to behold 
A nat on for a trifte fold, 

Dcjeced ſenates fhou:d no more 
"Their champion's ablence mourn, 


Contendinz; boroughs ſhouid thy name return; 
Thy bold Philippi. ks ſhould reſtore 


Brirannie's wealth, and power. and 


fame. 


Nur iiberty be decm'd an empty name, 


Whi c ty: ants trembled on a forcign 


ſhore. 


No twelliug titles, pomp, and ſtate, 


The trappings of a magiſtratc, 


Can digniſy a fl ve, or make a traitor great. 


For, carcle!s of external ſhew, 


Sage Nature dictates whom t* ob: y, 


And we the ready homage pay, 
Which to ſuperior gifts we owe. 


Merit like thiue repuls'd an empire gains, 
And virtue, though negli ted, reigns. 


The wretch is indigent aud poor, 


Who brnoGiag fits oer his ill yetten ſtore; 
Trembiiug,with guilt, and haunted by his fin, 


He feels the rigid judge within. 


But they. alone are blels'd, who wiſely know 
T” eazoy the little which the gods beſtow, 
Proud of their glorious wants, diſdain 


To varter honeity for gain; 
No other ill but ſhame they fear, 


And {cvz2 to purchaſe lits tco dear: 


X 2 


Profu'ely 


0-0 . 
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Profuſely laviſh of their blood, 
For their dear ſriends or country's 
If Britain conquer, can rejoice in death. 


And in triumphant ſhours reſign thcir breath. 


TO DR. MACKENZ'E. 


THOU, whoſe penetrating mind. 
Whoſe heart b-nevolent, and kind, 
Its ever preſent in diſtreſs; 
Glad to preſerve, and proud to bleſs : 
Oh! leave not arden's faithful grove, 
On Calede nian hills to rove. 
But hear our fond united prayer, 
Nor force a county to deſpair 
Let homicides in Warwick-lane, 
With hecatomhs of victims lain, 
P-::tcher for knighthood, and for gain; 
While thon purſueſt a nobler aim, 
Declining intereſt for fame. 
4 Wherec'er thy Maker's image dwells, 
In gi!ded roofs, or ſmoky cells, 
The ſame thy zea : o'erjoy'd to ſave 
Thy fellow-creature from the grave: 
For well thy ſoul can underſtand 
Ahe poor man's call is God's command; 
No frail, no tranſient good, his fee ; 
But heaven, and bleſs'd eternity. 
Nor are thy labours here in vain. - 
"The pleaſure over-pays the pain. 
True happine's if underſtood) 
Conſiſts atone. in doing good; 
Speak, ail ye wiſe, can God beſtow, 
Or man a yreater pleaſure know ? 
See where the grateful father bows ! 
His tears confcls how much he owes : 
His ſon. the darline of his heart, 
Reſtor'd by your prevailing art ; 
His houſe. his nam, redeem'd by you, 
His ancient honours bloom new. f 
But oh ! what idioms can expreſs 
The vaſt tranſcendant happineſs 
The faith ul huſband feels? his wife, 
his better half, recall'd to life: 
See, with what rapture! ſee him view 
The ſhatter'd f ame rebuilt by you! 
e health rekindling in her eyes! 
See baffled death give up his prize 
Tell me, my iriend, canſt thou ſorbear, 


In this gay ſcene to claim a ſhare? „, 


Does wot thy blood more ſwiftly flow? 
Thy heart with ſecret tranſports glow ? 
'Hea'th, hife, by heaven's indulgence ſent, 


- And thou the glorious inſtrument ! 


% 


Sife in thy art, no ith we f-ar, 
Thy hand ſhall plant El fium here; 
Pale Sickneſs ſhall thy triumphs own, 
Andy ddy health exalt her throne. 

Th flir, renew d in all ber charms, 
Shall fly to thy protecting arms; 
With vracious ſmiles repay thy care, 
And leave her lovers in .eſpair. 
While multiendes applaud and bleſs 


Their great aſylum in diſtreſs, 


r 


His trembling tigers hide their fearſul heads, 


{| With univerſal wreck check all the nether world. 
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My humble Muſe, among the crowd, 
Her joyful Pœans ſings aloud. 

Could I but with Mzonian flight 
Sublimely ſoar through fields of light, 
Above the itars thy name ſhould ſhine, 
Nor great Machaon's rival thine! | 
But father Phœbus, who has done 

8o much for thee his favourite ſon, 

His other gifts on mc beſtows 

With partial hands, nor hears my vows: 
Oh! let a grateful hcart ſapply, 

What the penurious powers deny ! 


— 


8 


„ 


THE WIFE. 


JMPERIAL Jove (as poets ſung of old) 
Was coupled to a more imperial ſcold, 
A jealous, termagant, inſuiting jade, 
And more obſervant than a wither'd maid : 
She watch'd his watcrs with unweary'd cyes, 
And chac'd the god through every fly diſguiſe, 
Out-brav'd his thunder with her louder voice, 
nd ſhook the poics with everlaſting noiſe. 


It midnight revels when the gollips met. 


He was the theme of their eternal chat : 

| This aſk'd what form great Jove would next de- 

viſe, 

| And when his godſhip would again Tauriſe ? | 
That hinted at the wanton life he led | 
With Leda, and with baby Ganymede : 

$candals and lies went merrily about, 

With heavenly lambs-wool and nectarial ſtout. 

| Home ſhe returns erect with Juſt and pride, 

At bed aud board alike unſatisfy d; 

The hen-peck'd God her angry preſence flics, 

Or at her feet the paſſive thunderer lics, 

In vain : ſtill more ſhe raves, ſtil! more ſhe ſtorms, 

And heaven's high vaults echo her loud alarms: 

To Bacchus, merry blade, the god repairs, 

To drown in neQar his domeſtic cares, 

The Fury thither too purſues the chace, 


| Palls the rich juice, and poiſons every glaſs; | 


Wine, that makes cowards brave, the dying 
ſtrong, | 

Is a poor cordial 'gainſt a woman's tongue. 

To arms! to arms ! th' impetuous Fury crics, 

{ The jolly God th' impending ruin flies: 


Scar'd at a fierceneſs which their on exceeds; 

Bottles aloſt like burſting bombs reſound; 

| And ſmoking ſpout their liquid ruin round ; 
Like ſtorms of hail the ſcatter'd fragments fly, 

{ Bruis'd bowls and broken glaſs obſcure the ſky ; 

Tables, and chairs, and ſtools together hurl'd, 


—_— — — 
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Such was the clamour, ſuch great Jove's ſur- 
prize, 

When by gigantic hands the mountains riſc, 

To wreſt his thunder, and invade the fkics. 

Who could not envy Jove's cternal life, 

And wiſk for godhead clopg'd with ſuch a wiſc ? 
If c'er it be my wayward fate to wed, 

F avert, ye powers, a ns” ng my bed! 


Le 
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Let her be fooliſh, ugly, crooked, old, 

Let her be whore, or any thing but ſcold! 

With pravers ince ſſant for my lot I crave 

The qui-t cuckold not the hen-peck'd flave ; 

Or give m peace on earth, or give it in the 
grave ! 


In Memory of the Rev. Mr. MOGRE. 


F humble birth, but of more humble mind. 
By learning much, hy virtue more 25 9 

A fair and equal fricnd to al! maukind. 

Parties and {:&s, by fi-rce di viſions torn, 

Forget their hatred, and content to mourn ; 

Their hearts unite in undiſſembled woe, 

And in one common ſtream their ſorrows flow. 

Lach part in life with equal grace he bore, 

Obliging to the rich, à {lather to the pour, 

From ſiuful riots ſilently he fi:d, 

Put came unbidden to the ſick man's bed. 

AMlanners and men he knew, and when ro preſs 

The poor man's cauſe, and plcad it with ſuc-els. 

No pcnal laws he ftretch'd, but won by love 

His hearers* hearts, unwilli:g to reprove. 

When ſour rebukes aud harſher languzye fail, 


Could with a lucky jeſt, or merry tule, 

Oer ſtubborn fouls in Virtuc's caule prevail, 
Whenc'er he prrach d, the throng atteutive ſtood, 
Feaſted with manna, aud ccleitizi od: 

He taught them how ta live and how to die; 
Nor did his actioas give his words th: lye. 

Go, happy foul, fublimcly take thy flight 
Threugh ſiclds of ather, in long tracks of licht, 
The gucſt of angels, range ſrom place to place, 
And view thy great Redeemer face to face. 

Juſt God  etcraa; ſource of power and love! 
Whom we lament on carth, give us above; 
Oh! grant us our companion and our ſriend, 
la Lliſ without alloy, and without end! 


. 


EPITAPIH 
Upon HUGH LUMBER, Huſbandman. 


N Cottages and home'y cells, 
True Piety negieted dwells; 
Till call'd to heaven, her native ſeat, 
Where the good man alone is great: 
'Tis then his humble duſt ſnall riſe, 
And view his Judge with joyſul eyes; 
While haughty tyrants ſhrink afraid, 
And call tue mountains to their aid. 


THE HIP. 


To WILLI Cot uon. ſq, 
The Day after the great Meteor, in March 1715. 


HIS diſmal morn, when caſt wins blow, 
. And every Lnegaid puiſe beats low, 
With face moſt ſurrowſuily grim, 
And hea! oppreſs'd with wind and whim, 
Grave as an owl, and juſt as witty, 
To thee 1 twang my dulelſul ditty ; 
And in mine own dull rhyme- would find 
Muũ to ſourhe my relilels mind ; 


] 


But ch! my friend, ! ſing in vain, 
No doggre! can relieve my pain: 
Since thou art gone my heart's defire, 
And heaven, and earth, and ſca coulpire, 
To rake my miſcries compleat; 
Where ſhall a wretched hip retreat? 
What ſhall a Erooping niovtal do, 
ho pin's for funſhive 21.4 for you? 
If in the derk alcove | dream, 
And you. or Phillis. is my theme, 
While love or friendſhip warm my ſoul, 
My fl. ius are burning to a cal. 
If rais'd to ſpeculatione High. 
| v-zc the tors and fpany rd fie, 4 
Mich heart devout ad void rag ; 
Amaz'd l view firange globes of light, 
tons with horrid lutire bright, c 
Ny euilty trembling foul afiright. 
To muther carth'> pro-ific bed, 
P-nfive 1 Ho, my giddy head, c 
From thet:ce tuo all wy hopes are fled, 
Nor flowers, ror gros, nor ſurubs appcar, 
Todeck thc {ſmiling intant year ; 
But blaſts my tender biufums wound, 
And dcfo'atiou reigns around. 
If ſea-ward my dark thoughts 1 bend, 
O where will my misforcuncs cnd ? 
My loyal ſoul diſtracted maets 
Attainted dukes, and “ 8paniſh flects. 
Thus jarring elements unite, 
Pregnant with wron:s, and arm'd with ſpight, 
duc ceſſi ve milchirſs every hour 
On my devoted head they pour. 
Whate'er I do, wherec'er | go, 
"Tis ſti an endleſs fcene of woe. 
"Tis thus Ciſconſolate 1 mouin, 
I faint, 1 die, till thy return; 
Till thy briſk wit and humorous vein, 
Reſtore mc to myſelſ again. b 
Lit others vainly ſeek fur caſc, 
Frum Galen aud Hippocrates, 4 
| {corn ſuch nauſeous aids us theſe. 
Haſte then, my dear, unbrib'd attend, 
The beit clixir is a friend. 


—— 


TO A LADY, 


V ho made me a pteſcnt of a Silver Pen. 


*AIR-ONE, accept the thauks 1 wwe, 

is all a grateſul heart caii do. 
cer my foul the X. ulc inſpire 
With raptures and p etic fre, 
Your kind munificen:e II praiſe, 
Te you a thoulznd altars rale: 
Jove ſnall delcend in golden rain, 
Ur die a ſwan ; but flug in vain. 
L. cLus the witty and tur pay, 
uu quit the chariot of ul Gay, c 

&© ak in your ſup: rior Fa. 
Vour charms ſhall ev. ry get fubdue, 
Ard every gods envy y0/tt, 
Aid this but to Your uit y 'S fore, 
Its vic great bob, IAK ww wore ; 

O graciout 


u invaſion from Spal. was tuen expected. 
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O gracious nymph be kind as fair, 


Nor with diſdain ncele& my prayer, | 


go ſha!l your goodncſs be confcis'd, 

And I your flave entirely bleſs"! ; 

This pen no vulgar theme ſkalli ſtain, 

The nobleſt palm your giſt ſhall gain, 5 
To write to you, nor write in vail, 


PxESENTING To A Lady a WrrTz Rost AND A 
Rev ox Tue Tzxru or JUNE. 


F this pale roſe offend your ſight, 
It in your boſom wear; h 

* will bluſh to find itſelf le's white, | 
And turu Lancafſtrian there. 


But, Celia, ſhould the red be choſe, 
With gay vermilion bright; 
Twould ficken at each bluſh that glows, 
And in deſpair turn white. 
Let polit. cians idly prate, 
Their Babcls build in vain ; 
As uncontro!able as fate, 
Imperial Love ſhall reign. 
Each hauęhty faction ſhall obey, 
And whigs and torics join, 
Submit to your deſpotic ſway, 
— Conſeſs your right divine. 


Yet this, my gracious monarch, own, 
They *'re tyrants that oppreſs; 
*Tis mercy muſt ſupport your throne, 
And tis like heaven to biels. 


| 


THE BOWLING-GREEN. 
I HERE fair Sabrina's wandering currents 


wW flow, 
A large ſmooth plain extends its verdant brow, 
Here every morn while iruitſul vapours feed 
The ſwelling blade, and bleſs the ſmoking mead, 
A cruel tyrant reigns : like time, the ſwain 
Whets his unrighteous ſcythe, and ſhaves the plain. 
Bencath cach ſtroke the peeping flowers decay, 
And all th' unripcued crop is ſwept away, 
The heavy roller next he tugs along, 
Whifs his ſhort pipe, or roars a rural ſong, 
With curious eye then the preſs'd turf he views, 
And every rifing prominence ſubdues. 

Now when cachcraving ſtomach was well ſtor'd, 
And 1 and King had travel'd round the 

oard, 

Hither at Furtune's ſhrine to pay their court, 
With cager hopes the motley tribe reſort ; 
Attornies ſpruce, in their plate-button'd frocks, 
Aud roſy parſons fat, and orthodox: | 
Gti every fed, Whigs. papiſts, and high-flyers, 
Cornuted aldermen, and hen-peck'd ſquires : 
Fox-hunters, quacks, ſcribblers in verſe and proſe, 
And ha {-pay captains, and half-witted beaux; 
On rhe green cirque the ready racers ſtand, 
Diſpos'd in pairs, and tempt the bowlers hand: | 


{ Then 
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Fa ch poliſh'd ſphere does his round brother own, 

The twins diſtinguiſh'd bytneirmarks are known, 

As the ſtrong rein guides the well-manag'd horſe, 

Here weighty lead infus'd dire ds their courſe. 

Theſe in the ready road drive on with ſpeed, 

Bur thoſe in cro«+ked paths more artfully ſucceed. 

So the tall ſhip that makes ſome dangerous bay, 

With a fide wind obliquely ſlopes her way. 

Lo! there the filver tumbler ſix d on high, 

The victor's prize, inviting every eye ! 

The champions, or conſent, or chance divide, 

While each man thinks his own the ſurcr fide, 

And the jack leads, tne fziiful bowler's guide. 

Bendo ſtrip'd fiſt, from icreign coaſts he brought 

A chaos of receipts, and anarchy of chought ; 

| Where the tumultuous whims to faQtian prone, 

Still juſtled monarch reaſon from her throne: 
More dangerous than the porcupine's his quill, 
Inur'd to flaughter, and ſecure to kill. 

Let looſe, juit heaven ! each virulent diſeaſe, 

But ſave us ſrom ſuch murderers zs theſe : 

Might Bendo live but half a patriarch's age, 

Th' unpeopled world would fink beneath his rage: 

Nor nced t' appeaſe the juſt creator's ire 

A ſecond deluge or conſuming fire. 

He winks one eye, and knits his brow ſevere, 
Then frora his hand launches the flying ſphere : 
Out of the green the gui'tleſs wood he huri'd, 
| Swift as his patients from this nether world: 
grinn'd ma ignant, but the jocund crowd 
Deride his ſenſcleis rage, and ſhout aloud. 

Next, Zadoc, ti: thy turn, imperious prieſt ! 
Still late at church, but early at a fcaſt. 
' No turkey-cock appears with better grace, 

His garments black, vermilion paints his face; 
His wattles hang upon his ſtiffen d band. 

His platter feet upon the trigger ſtand, 
He graſps the bowl in his rough brawny hand. 
Then ſquatting down, with his grey goegle eyes 
He takes his aim, and at the mark it flies. 

Z.adoc purſues and wabbiles o'er the plain, 

But ſhakes his ſtrutting paunch, and ambles on in. 

vain ; 

For, oh! wide-erring to the leſt it glides, 

The inmate lead the lighter wood miſguides. 

He ſharp reproofs with kind intreaties joins, 
Then ou the counter fide with pain reclines; 

As if he mcant to regulate its courſe, 

By power attractive, and magnetic force, 

Now almoſt in deſpair, he raves, he ſtorms, 


| Writhes his unwieldy trunk in various forms : 


Unhappy Protcus ! till in vain he tries 
M thouſand ſhapes, the bowl erroneous flics, 
Deaf to his prayers, regardleſs of his cries. 


| His puffing checks with riſing rage inflame, 


And ail his ſparkling rubies glow with ſhame, 

Bendo's proud heart, proof againſt Fortune's 
frown, 

Reſolves once mere to make the prize his own : 

Cautious he plods, ſurveying ail the green, 

And meaſures with his eye the ſpace between. 

But, as on him twas a peculiar curſe, 

To fall from one extreme into a »:orſe; - 

Conſcious of too much vigour, now for ſear 


| He ſhould exceed, at hand he checks the (Rat 
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goon as he ſound its larguid fer-e decay, 
And the too weak imprefion dic away; 
Quick after it he ſxuds, urges behind 
Step aſter tcp, and now, with anxious mind, : 
Han: set the bowl, flow-creeping on the plain, 
And chides irs faint efforts, and bawls amain- 
Then on the guiltleſ» green the blame to lay, 
Curſes the mountains that obſtruct his way; 
Rrazens it out with an audacious face, 
Nis inſolence improving by dilgrace. 

Zadoc, who now with three black mugs had 

chear'd 

Eis drooping heart, and his ſunk fpirits reat d, 
Advances to the trigg with ſolemu pace, 
And ruddy hope fits blooming on his face. 
The bowl he pois'd, with pain his hams he bends, 
On well-choſe ground unto the mark it tends ; 
Each adveric heart pants with unuiual icar, 
With joy he follows the propitious ſphere ; 
Aizs ! how frail is every mortal ſcheme! 
We build on ſand, our happincts a dream. 
Bendo's ſhort bowl ſtops the proud victor's courſe, 
Purloins k's ſame, and deadens all its force. 
At Bendo from each corner of his eyes 
He darts malipnaut rays, then muttering flies 
into the bower; there, panting and half dead, 
In thick mundungus clouds he hides his head. 


Muſe, raiſe thy voice, to win the glorious prize» 
Bid al the fury of the battle riſe : ' 
Theſe but the light-arm'd champions of the field 
Sec Griper there ! a veteran well fkill'd ; 
This able pilot knows to ſtcer a cauſe | 
Through all the rocks and ſhailows of the laws: 
Or if 'tis wreck'd, his trembling client ſaves 
On the next plank, and diſappoints the waves. 
In this, at leaſt, all hiſtories agree, 
That, t ough he loſt his cauſe, he ſav'd his fee. 
Vhen the fat client looks in jovial plight, 
How complaiſant the man, each point how right! 
But if th' abandun'd orphan puts his caſe, 
And poverty fi:s ſhrinking on his face, 
How like a car he ſnarls when a+ the door 
For broken ſcraps he quarrels with the poor. 
The farmer's oracle, when rent day 's uear, 
And landlords by forbearance, are ſevere ; 
When huntſmzn treſpals, or his neighbour's 

ſwine, 
Or tatter'd crape extorts by right divine. 
Him ail the rich their contributions pay, 
Hi. a all tile poor with aching hearts obey : 
He in his ſwanſkkin doublet ſtruts along. 
Now legs, and now rebukes, the preſfing throng. 
A paſſage clear'd, he takes his aim with care, 
And pently from his haud lets ivoſ: the ſphere: 
Smooth as a ſwallow o'c; the plain it flies, 
While he purſues its track with eager eyes; 
its hopeful courſe approv'd, he ſhouts aloud, 
Claſps both his hands, and juſtles through the 
crowd, 

Hovering a while, ſoon at the mark it ſtood, 
Hung o'er inclined, and fondly kiſs'd the wood; 
Loud is th' applauſe of every betting friend. 
And peals of clamurvus joy the couruve rend. 


4 


4 


ö 


| 


| 


j As Nimrod pied the ſphere : his arm he drew 
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But it cach hoſtile ſace, 2 diſmal gloom 

Appears, the ſad preſage of lo's to come; 
*Mong theſe, Trebcliius with a mouzaful air 

Of livid hue, uſt dying with deſpair, 

ghuffles about, ſcrews his chop-ſallen ſace. 

And no whipp'd gigg fo often ſhifts his place - 
Then gives his ſage advice with wondrous ſkill, 
Which no man ever heeds, or cver will: 

Yet he perſiſts, inſtruting to confound, 

And with his cane points out the dubious ground, 


Strong Nimrod now, freſh as the riſing dawn 
Appears, his finewy limbs, and ſid brawn, 
The gazing crowd admires. He nor in courts 
Delights, nor bells; but rural ſports 
Are his ſoul's joy. At the horn's briſk alarms 
He ſhakes th un willing Phillis from his arms; 
Mounts with the ſun, begin- his ho'd carcer, 

To chaſe the wily fox, or rambling deer. 

So H-rcules, by Junv's dread command, 

From ſavage healts and monſters freed the land. 

Hark ! from the covert of yon gloo y brake, 

Harmonious thunder rolls, the foreſts ſhake : 

Men, boys, an! dogs, impatient for the chace, 

umultuous tranſports fluſh in every face; 

With cars cre& the courſer paws the ground, 

Hills, vales, and hollow rocks, with chcaring crics 
reſound : 

Drive —_ the precipice (brave youths) with 

peed, 

Zound o'er the river banks, and ſmoke along the 
mead. 

But whith-r would the devious Muſe purſue 

The gang theme, and my paſt joys renew ? 

Another labour now demands thy ſong, 

Stretch'd in two ranks behold th' expectingthrong, 

Back like an arrow in the Parthian yew, 

Then lannch'd the whirling globe, and full as 
ſwift it few: 

Bowls daſh'd on bowls confounded all the plain, 

Safe ſtood the foc, well-cover'd by his train, 

Aſſaulted tyrants thus their guard deſends, i 

Eſcaping by the ruin of their fricads. 

But now, he ſtands expos'd, their order breke, 

And ſeems to dread the next decifiv: ſtroke. 

50 at ſome bloody ſiege, the ponderous ball 

Butters with ceaſeleſs rage the crumbling wall, 

(A brzach once made) ſoon galls the naked town, 

Riots in blood, aud heaps on heaps are thrown. 


Each avenue thus clear'd, with aching heart 
Griper beheld, exerting all his art; 
Once more reſolves to check his furious ſoe, 
Block vp the paſſage, and clude the blow. 
With cautious hand, and with leſs force, he threw 
The well-pois'd ſphere, thatgently circling flew, 
But flopping ſhort, cover'd the mark from view. ) 
So little Teucer on the well-fough: field, 
Securely ikuik'd behind his brother's ſhield. 

Nimrod, in dangers bold, whoſe heart clate, 
Nor courted fortune's ſmiles, nor fear'd her hate; 
Perplex'd, but not diſcourag*d, walk'd . 
With curious eye examin'd all the ground; 


Not the leaſt opening in the front was ſound. 5 
1 Side waz 
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dideway he leans, declining to the right, 

And merke kis way, and moderates his might. 

Smonth-pliding o'er the plain, th' obedient ſphere 

Held on its dubious road, while hope and fear 

Alternate ebb'd and flow'd in every breaſt : 

Now rolling nearer to the mark it preſs'd; 

Then chang d its courſe, by the ſtrong biaſs rein'd, 

Ard on the fre diſcherg'd the force that yet re- 

main'd. 

Smart was the Oroke, away the rival fled, 

The bold mir der triumpl:'d in his ſtead, 
Vidorious Nimrod ſeiz d the pl ttering prize, 

Shouts of outrageous joy invade the ſkics; 

Hands, tongues, and caps, exa't the vitor's fame, 

Sabrina's banks rcturn him loud acclaim. 


THE LAMUNTATION OF DAVID 
over Saut and JoNATHAN. 


ROST - on earth the bleeding warrior 
ics, 
And Iſracl's beauty on the mountains dies; 
How ere the mighty fallen | 
Huſh'd be my ſorrows, gertly fall my tears, 
Leſt my ſad tale ſhoul react: the aliens cars : 
Bid Fame be dumb, and tremble to proclaim 
In heathen Gath, or Aſcalon, our ſhame; 
Leſt proud Philiftia, leſt her havghty ſoe, 
With impious ſcorn inſult our ſolemn woe. 
O Gilboa, ye hills aſpiring high, 
The laſt ſad ſcene of Iiracl's tragedy : 
No ſattening dews be on thy lawn diſtill'd, 
No kindly flowers refreſh the thirſty field; 
No hallow'd fruits thy barren foil ſh:ll raiſe, 
No ſpotleſs kids that on our altars blaze ; 
Loneſome and wild ſhall thy bleak ſummits riſe, 
Accurs'd by men, and hateful to the ſkics. 
On thee the ſhields of mighty warriors lay, 
The ſhicld of Saul was vilely caſt away; 
The Lord's anointed Saul ; his facred blood 
Diſtain'd thy brow. and ſwell'd the common flood. 
How are the mighty fallen! 

Wheree'er their buud> the royal heroes led, 
The combat thicken d, and the mighty bled; 
The flaughter's hots beneath their falchions die, 
And wing'd with death unerring arrows fly; 
Cuknowing to return, flill urge the foe, 

Ag fate inſatiate. ard as ſure the blow. 

The ſon, who next his corquerivy ſa ber fought, 
Repeats the wonders his examplc taught: 

Eager his ſire”s iiluſtiious ſteps to trace, 

And by heroic deedaſſert his race. 

The royal eagle thus her ripening brood 
Trains to the quarry. aud JireQs to blood: 
His darling thus. the foreſt monarch rcars, 
A firm aſſociate for his future wars ; 

In union terrible, they ſcize the prey, 
The mountains tremble, and the woods obey. 

In peace united, as in wat combin'd, 

Were Jonathan's aud Saul's affe ctions join d, 
Paternal grace with Flial duty vy'd, 

And love the knot of narvre cloſer ty'd. 

E v'n fate rcelents, revercs the ſacred bend, 


And undivided bids their friendſhip aud. 


SOMERVILE's POEMS. | 


| From earth to heaven eularg'd, their joys im- 


ve, 
Still * brighter ſtill they ſhine above, 
Eleſt in a long eternity of love. : 
Daughters of liracl, v'cr the royal urn 
Wail and lament ; the king, the father, mourn, 
Oh! now at leaft indulge a pious woe, 
*Tis all the dead receive. the living can beſtow. 
Caſt off your rich attire and proud array, 
Let undiſſembled ſorrows cloud the day: 
Thoſe ornaments victorious Saul beſtow'd, 
With gold your necks, your robcs with purple 
glow'd: 
Quit crowns, and garlande, ſor the ſable weed, 
To ſongs of triumph let dumb rief ſu ceed 
Let all our grateful hearts for our dead patron 
bleed. 
How are the migbt fallen 
"Though thusdiſtreſs'd, though thus o'erwhelm'd 
with grief, 
Light is the burthen that admits relief; 
My labouring ſoul ſuperiot wors oppreſs, 
Nor rolling time can heal, nor fate redreſs. 
Another Saul your ſorrows can remove, 
No ſecon I Jonathan ſhail bleſs my love. 


O Jonathan, my friend, my brother dear! 
Eyes, ſtream afreſh, and call ſorth every tear: 
Stell, my ſad heart, each faultering pulſe beat 

low. F 
Down fink my head beneath this weight of woe: 
Hear my laments, ye hi:ls! ye woods, return 
My ceaſeleſs groans ; with me, ye turties, mourn ! 
How pleaſant haſt thou been ! each loveiy grace, 
Each youthful charm, ſate Llooming on thy face: 
Joy from thine ey es in radient glories ſprung, 
And manna dropt from thy perſuaſive tongue. 
Witneſs, great heav'n! (ſrom you thoſe ardours 
came ) 
How wonderſul his love ! the kindeſt dame 
Lov'd not like him, nor felt ſo warm a flame. 
No earthly paſſion to ſuch height aſpires, 
And ſeraphs oniy burn with purer fires. 
In vain, while honour calls to glorious arms, 
And |ſrael's c-uſe the pious patriot warms : 
In vain, While deaths promiſcuous fly below, 
Nor youth can bribe, nor vircue ward the blow. 


| — 


To a YOUNG LADY, with the 1:1aD of Ho- 
MA trauflated. 


O, haypy volume, to the fair impart 
( Ihe ſecret wiſnes of a Waundled heart : 
Kind advocate! exert thy utmott zcal, 
Deſcribe my paſſion, and my woes reveal, 

Oft ſha't thou kiſs that hand where ruſes bloom, 
And the white lily breathes its rich perſume; 

Ou thee her cyes ſhall ſhine, thy lcaves employ 
Each faculty, and ſouth her ſoul wi 1 %. 

. Watch the fit hour, when peaceful hience rcigrs, 
And Philomcl alone like we complains: 

T Wed envieus prud-s no guger Haut the fair, 


| But end aday of calunny in prayer: 


O'er 
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O'er Quarles or Bunyan nod. in dreams relent, 

Without diſguiſe give all their paſſions vent. 

And mourn their wither'd charms, and youth- 
ful prime miſpent. 23 

Then by the waren taper's glimmering light, 

With thee the ſtudious maid ſhall paſs the night; 

Shall fee! her heart beat quick in every page, 

And tremble at the ſteru Pelides' rage: 

With horror view the half-drawn blade 

And the deſponding ty: ant pale with fear; 

To calm that foul untam'd, ſage Neſtor fails, 

And ev'n celeſtial wiſdom ſcarce prevails. 

Then lead her to the margin of the main, 

And let her hear th' impatient chief complain; 

Toſs'd with ſuperior ſtorms, on the bleak ſhores 

He lics, and louder than the billows roars. 

Next the dread ſcene unſold of war and blood, 

Hector in arms triumphant, Greece ſubdued ; 

The partial gods who with their foes conſpire, 

The dead, the dying, and the flect on fire. 

Nut tell, oh ! tell che cauſe of all this woe, 

The fatal fource from whence theſe miſchicſs flow; 

Tell her *twas love deny'd the hero fir'd, 

Depriv'd of her whom moſt his heart deſir d. 

Not the dire vengeance of the thundering Jove, 

Can match the boundleſs rage of injur d love. 

Stop the fierce torrent, and its billows riſe. 

Lay waſte the ſhores, invade both earth and ſkies 

Confine it not, but let it gently low, 


It kindly chezrs the ſmiling plains below, 
And evcrlailing ſweets upon its borders grow. 


To Troy's proud walls the wondering maid con- 
vey, 
Wich pointed ſpires and golden turrets gay, 
The work of Gods: thence let the ſair behold 
The court of Priam, ri. h in gems and gold; 
His numerous ſons, his queen's majeſlic pride, 
TH aſpiring domes th*'apartments ſtretching wide, 
Where on th ir looms Sidonian virgins wrought, 
And weav'd the battles which their lovers ſought. 
Here let her eyes ſurvey thoſe fatal charms, 
The beautcons prize that ſet the world in arms; 
Through gazing crowds, bright progeny of Jove, 
She walks, and cvery panting heart bears love. 
Ev'n ſapleſs age new bloſſoms at the ſight, 
And views the fair deſtroycr with delight: 
Beauty's vaſt power, hence to the nymph make 
known, 

In Helen's trwumphs let her read her own ; 
Nor blame her flaves, but lay the guilt on fate, 
And pardon failings which her charms create. 


Raſk bard! forbear, nor let thy flattering Muſc 
With pleaſing viſions, thy fond heart abule; 
Vain are thy hopes preſumptuous, vain thy 

prayer, 

Bright is her image, and divinely fair: 
Bur oh ! the goddeſs in thy arms is fleeting air. 
So dreams th' ambitious man when rich 1 okay, 
Or Burgui.dy, refines his vulgar (lay: 
The white rod tremblee in his potent hand, 
And crowds obſequious wait his high command; 
Upon his breaft he views the radiant ſtar, 
= you tac word around him, peace or war: 

0. 


— 
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But ſoon convinc'd by the next dawning light, 
Curſes the ſading joys that vaniſh from his fight. 


1 In ate he reigns, for one ſhort, buſy night, ? 


AN EPISTLE TO ALLAN RAMSAY. 


EAR fair Avona's ſilver tide, 
Whoſe waves in ſoft meanders glide, 


I read, to the delighted ſwains, 


Your jocund ſongs ond rural ſtrains, 


Your thoughts in var:cd brauties ſhow, 
Like flowers that on her borders grow. 
While 1 ſurvey, with raviſh'd eyes, 
His * friendly giſt, my valued prize, 
Where ſiſter Arts, with charms divine, 
In their full bloom and beauty ſhine, 
Altcrnately my ſoul is bleſt. 

Now 1 beho d my welcome gueſt, 
That grace ful, that engaging air, 

So de r to ail the brave and fair. 

Nor has th* ingenivus artiſt ſhown 

His outward lincaments alone, 

But in th* expreſſive draught deſi u d, 
The nobler beautics of his mind; 
True friendſhip, love, bencvolence, 
Unſtudied wit, and manly ſenſe. 
Then, as your book I wander o'er, 
And feaſt on the delicious ture” 


| Smooth as her ſtreams your numbers flow, : 


Like the laborious buſy bee, 


Plcas'd with the ſweet variety), 
Wich equal wonder and ſurprize, 
| ſee reſemibling portraits riſe. 
Brave archers march in bright array, 
in troops the vulgar line the way. 
Here the droll figures l:ly ſneer, 
Or coxcombs at full length appear. 
1here woods and la uns, a rural ſcene, 
And ſwains that gambol on the green. 
Your pen can act the pencil's part 
With greater genius, fire, and art. 
Be icve me, bard, no hunted hind 
That pants againſt tic ſouthern wind, 
And ſeeks the fiream through unknown ways; 
No matron in her tecming days, 
E'*cr ſelt ſuch longings, ſuch dcfires, 
As I to view tholc lofty ſpires 
i hoſe Comes, where lair Edina ſhrouds 
Her towering head amid the clouds. 
But oh! what dangers interpoſe! 
Valcs deep with dirt, and hills with ſnows, 
Proud winter f0.ds with rapid ſorce, 
Forbid the pleaſing intercourſe. ; 
But ſure we bards. whoſc purer clay, 
Nature has mixt with lels allay, - 5 
Might ſoon find out an caſier way. 
Do not ſage matrons mount on high, 
Aud {witch their broom-ſticks through the ſky ; 


* Lord Somervile ws pleaſed to ſend me his 
own picture, and Mir. Ramiay's works. 
| SUMERVILE. 
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Ride poſt o'er hills, and woods, and ſeas, 
From '| hule to th* Heſperides 4 ? 

And yit the men of Greſham own 

That this and ſtranger flats are done, 
By a warm ſancy's power alone. 

This granted; why can't you and 1 
Stretch forth out wings, and cleave the ſky ? 
Since our poetic brains, you know. 
Than theirs muſt more intenſely glow. 
Did not the Iheban ſwan take wing, 
Sublimcly ſozr, and ſweetly ſing ? 

And do not we of humbler vein, 
Sometimes attempt a loſtier ſtrain, 
Mount ſhcer out of the reader's ſight, 
Obſcurcly loſt in clouds 2nd night ? 

Then climb ycur Pegaſus with ſpeed, 

I'll meet thee on the banks of Tweed : 
Not as out fathcrs did of yore, 

To ſweil the flood with crimſon gore; 
Like the Cadmean murdering brood, 
Fach thirſting for his brother's blood. 
For now all Hoſtile rape ſhal! ceaſe ; 
Lu't'd in the downy arms of peace, 

Our huneſt hands and hearts ſhal! join, 
O'er jovial banquets, ſparkling wine. 
Let Prgpy ar thy clbow wait. 

And 1 ſhall bring my benny Kate. 

But hold — oh! take a ſpecial care, 

T' admit no prying Kirkman there; 

I dread the Penitential Chair. 

What a firange figure ſhould I make, 
A poor abandon d Engliſſ Yake ; 

A lquire well bern, and fix foot high, 
Perch d in that ſacred p:llory ? N 
Let ſyleen and zeal be baniſh'd thence, 
And troubleſome impertinence, 

That tells his ſtory o'er again: 
W-manners and his ſaucy train, 

And ſelf-conceit, and t:fi-rumpt pride, 
That grin at all the wor'd belide ; 

Foul ſcand#l, with a load of lics, 
Intrigues, rencounters, prodigies; 
Fame*s buſy hawker, light as air, 

That feeds on frailties of the fair: 
Envy, hypocriſy, deceit, 

Fierce party-rage, and warm debate; 
And all the heli-hounds that are focs 
To friendſhip and the world's repoſe. 
But micth inſtead, and dimpling ſmiles, 
Aud wit, that gloon'y care begui'cs 
And joke, and pur, and merry tale, 
And toaſts, that round the table ſail : 
While laupkrer, burſting through the crowd 
In vollies, tells our joys aloud. 

Hark ! the ſhrill piper meunts on high, 
The woods, the fireams, the rocks reply, 
To his far-ſounting melody. 

Behold cach labs uring ſqueeze prepare 
Supp.ics of modulated air. 

Obſerve Creudero's : ctive bow, 

Nis head ſtill noddling to and fro, 

His eyes. his checks, with rapture glow. 
dee, ſce the baſhful nymphs advance, 
To lead the regulated dance; 


; + The Scilly iſlands were ſp called by the anticnts. 
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Flying ſtill, the ſwains purſuing, | 
Yet with backward glances wooing. 
This, this ſhall be the joyous ſcene 
Nor wanton elves that ſkim the green 
Shall be ſo bleſt, ſo blythe, ſo gay, 


Or leſs regard what dotards ſay. 


| My Roſe ſhall then your l hiſtle greet, 


The [Union ſhall be more compleat ; 
And, in a bottle and a friend, 
Each national diſpute ſhall end. 


ANSWER TO THE ABOVE EPISTLE, 


BY ALLAN RAMSAY. 


IR, I had your's, and own my 
On the receipt, exceeded — | —— 

You write with ſo much ſpirit and glee, 

dae ſmooth, fac ſtrong, correct and ſree; 

Thot any he by you allo d 

To have (ome merit, may be proud. 

If that's my fault, bear you the blame, 

Wha're lent me fic a lift to fame. 

Your ain tours high, and widens far, 

Bright g'ancing hke the firſt rate ſtar, 

Aud all the worid Letow due praiſe 

On the Collection of your lays ; 

Where various arts and turns combine, 

Which even in parts firſt pocts ſhine : 

Like Mat and Swift ye ſing with eaſe, 

And can be Waller when you pleaſe. 

Cortinue, fir, and ſhame the crew 

That 's plagued with having nought to dog 

Who fortune in a merry mood 

Has overcharg'd with gentle blood, 

But has deny'd a genius fit 

For ation or aſpiring wit; 

Such kenna how t employ their time, 

And think activity a crime: 

Aught they to either do, or ſay, 

Or walk, or write, or read, or pray ! 

When money, their Factotum s able 

To furniſh them a numerous rabble, 

Who will, for daily drink and wages, 

Be chairmen, chaplains, clerks, and pages : 

Could they, like you, employ their hours 

In planting theſe delightful flowers, 

Which carpet the poctic fields, 

And laſting funds of pleaſurs yields; 

Nae mair they d gaunt and gove away, 


| Or flcep or loiter out the day, 


Or waſte the night damning their ſaule 
In deep debauch, and bawdy brawls: 
Whence pox and poverty procecd 

An early cad, and ſpirits dead. 

Reverſe of you and him you love, 

W hoſe brighter ſpirit tours above 

The mob of thoughtleſs lords and beaux, 
Who in his ili;a ation ſhows 
True triendſhip, love, benevolence, 
* Unſtudy'd wit, and many ſenſe.“ 
Allow here what yeu ve ſaid your ſeoll, 
Nought can b* expreſt ſo juſt and well; 


Te 
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To him and her, worthy his love, 

And every blefling from above, 

A ſon is given, God ſave the boy, 

For thcir's and every Som ril's joy. 

Ye wardins round him take your place, 
And raiſe him with each m -nly grace; 
Make his meridian virtues ſhine, 

To add ſreſh luſtres to his line: 

And many may the mother ſee 


Of ſuch a lovely progeny. 
Now, fir, when Boreas nae mair thuds 


Hail, ſnaw and fleet, frac blacken d c:ouds ; 


While Caledonia'- hills are green, 

And 3 her ſtraths delight the een; 
While ilka flower with fragrance blows, 
And a* the year its beauty ſhows; 
Before ag in the winter lour, 

What hinders then your northern tour? 
Be ſure of welcome : nor believe 
Thoſe wha an ill report would give 

To F d'nburgh and the lan of cakes, 
That nought what's necefi-ry lacks. 
Here plenty's goddels frac her horn 
Pours fiſh and cattle, claith and corn, 
In blyth abundance ;—and ye: mair, 
Our men arc brave, our ladi-s fair. 

Nor wi l North Britain yield for fouth 
Of ilka thing, aud fellows couth, 

To any but her ſiſter South. — 


True, rugged roads arecurſcd dreigh, 
And ſpeats aſt roar frac mountains high: 
The dody tires—poor tottering clay, 

And likes with caſe at hame to ſtay ; 
While ſauls ſtride warlds at ilka ftend, 
And can their widening views extend. 
Mine ſees you, while you chearfu* roam 
On ſweet Avena s flowery howm, 

There recollecting, with full view, 
Thoſe follies which mankind purſue; 
While, conſcious of ſuperior mcrit. 

You riſe with a correQiag ſpirit ; 

And, as an agent of the gods, 

Laſh them with ſharp ſatyric rods : 
Labour divine !—Next, for a change, 
O'er hill and dale I ice you range, 

Aſter the fox or whidding hare, 
Confirming health in puret air ; 

While joy frac heights and dalcs refounds, 
Rais'd by the hola, horn and hounds : 
Fatigu'd, yet pleas'd, the chace out - run, 
I fee the friend, and ſetting ſun, 

Invite you to the temperate hicquor, 


Which makes the bloud and wit flow quicker. 
The clock ſtrikes twelve, to rſt you bound, 


To ſave your health by fleeping ſound. 
Thus with cool head and healſome breaſt 
You ſee new day ſtream ſrae the eaſt ; 
Then all the Muſes round you ſhine, 
luipiring every thought divine; 


Be long their aid—Your years and bleſſes, 


Your ſervant Allan Ramtay wiſhes. 
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To ALLANRAMSAY, 
Upon his publiſhing a ſecond Volume of Poems. 


AlL, Caledonian hard whoſe rural ftrains 
Delight the liſteuing bills and chrar the plains! 
Already poliſh d by ſome hand C: vine, 
Thy pur-r ore what furnace can refine ? 
Careleſe of cenſure, like the ſun, Hine focth, 
In n1tive luſtre, and intrinſic worth. 
To follow nature is by rules to write, ö 
She led the way. and taught the Stag irite. 
From her the critic s taſt e, the poct's fire, 
Both drudge in vain till he from hauen inſpire : 
By th ſam- guide iuſtructed how to ſoar, 
Allan is now what Homer was before. 

Ye choſen youths, who dare like him aſpire, 
Aud touch with bolder hand the golden lyrc ! 
Keep nature ſtill in view; on lier inteut, 

Climb by her aid the dungerous ſicep aſcent 

To laſting fame. Perhaps a little art 

Is neudſul, to plane o'cr ſome rugged part ; 

But the moſt labour'd elegance aud rare, 

T' arrive at fuli perſection mutt deſpa ir. 

Alter, blot out, and write all o'er again, 

Alus! ſome venial fins will yet remain. 
ludulgence is to human frailty duc, 

Ev'n Pope has fau'ts, and Addiſon a few ; 

But thoufe, lik: miſts that cloud th morning ray, 
Are loit and vaniſh in the b'aze of div. 
Though tome in:ruding pimplc fin a place 
Amid th- glories of Clariuda's face, 

We ſiili love on, with equal zea! adore, 

Nur think her leſs a god eſs than hetore, 

Slight wounds in uo Gifgr ice ſul fears fall end, 
Heal'd hy the balm of fome gohd- natur d [riznd. 


| In vain mall canker'd Zoi.us aſt 11 


While Spence prelides, and candor holds the ſcale. 

lis generous breaft, nor envy lours, nor ſpite, 

Faught by his * founder s motto now to write, 

GSsOd-manners guides his pen. Learn'd without 
pride, | 

In dubi us points not ſorward to decide. 


| If here and there uncommon beauties riſe, 


From flower to flower he roves with g!ad ſurprize. 

In failings no malignant p.caſure takes, 

Nor rude y triumphs over ſm:!! miſtakes. 

No nauſcous praiſe, us bitin taunts offend, 

W? cke a cenſor, and we fiad a friend. 

Poets, improv'd by his correcing gare, 

Shall {ace their focs with marc un izunted air, 

Srripp d of their rags, ſhali Le Uiylics tine, 

With more heroic port, and grace divine. _ 

No pomp of learning, and no fund of ſenſe, 

Can cer atone for ioſt bencvol uc. 

May Wyteham's ſons, who in cach art excel, 

And r val antient bards in writing woll. 

While ſrom their bright exampics taught they 
ling, 

And emuiate their flights with bolder wing, 


| Froia their own frailties lezra the humble x art, 


Mi:ly to judge in genticnels of hrart |! 


„William of Wykchan, © Mnuers malketh 
man : 


| * 2 Such 
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guch critics, Ramſay, jealous for our fame, 
Will not with malice inſolently blame, 
But lut d by praiſe the h:ggard Muſe reclaim. 
Retouch each line till all is juſt and nezt, 
A work of proper parts, a whole almoſt compleat. 
So when ſome beautcous dame, a reizning toaſt, 
The flower of Forth, and proud Edira's boaſt, 
Stands at her toiler in her tartan plaid, 
In all her richeſt head-geer trimly clad, 
The curious hand-maid with obſcrvant eye, 
Corrects the ſwelling hoop that hangs awry ; 
Through every plait her buſy fingers r--ve, 
And now ſhe plics below, and then above, 
With pleaſing tattle entertains the fair, 
Each ribl-on ſmooths, adjuſts each r.mbling 
Till the gay nymph in her full luſtre ſhine, 
And Homer's Juno was not half ſo fine. 


To the AUTHOR of the Fs3ay on Man. 


. AS ever work to ſuch perfeQion wrought ; 
How cl. gaut the dition ! pure the thought 
Not ſparingly adorn'd with ſcatter d rave, 
But one bright beauty. one coll-Qed blaze: 
So breaks the Cay upon the ſhades of night, 
Enlivenirg all with one unbounded light. 
To humble man's proud heart, thy great de- 
fign; 
But 8 read this wondrous work divine, 
So juitly plann'd, and ſo politely writ, 
And rot be proud, and b:-afſt of human wit? 
Yet juſt 16 thee, and to thy precepts true, 
Let us know man and give to God his due; 
His image we, hut n.ix'd with coarſe allay, 
Our happincſs to Love, adore, obcy ; 
To praiſe him ſ er cach gracious boon beſtow'd, 
Fer thi, ty work, for evcry leſſer good, 
With proſtrate hearts bcfere his throne to fall, 
And own the great Creator all in all, 
The Muſe, which ſhould juſtrudt, now enter- 
tains, 
On trifling ſubjeQ-, in cnervate ſtrains z 
Be i: thy taſk to tet the wanderer ri. ht, 
Point out her way in her aeri I flight ; 
Her noble mein, her honours Joſt reſtore, 
And bid her ecply think, and proudly ſoar. 
Thy theme ſublime, and eaſy v.rie, wil! prove 
Her h gh ceſ.crt, and miſſion from above. 
Let oth. rs now tranſlate; thy ablcr pen 
Shall vindicate the ways of God to men; 
In Virtue's cauſe ſh-1] gloriouſly prevail, 
When the bench frown<« in vin, and pulpits fail. 
Made wiſe by thee, wh-ſſc ha py ſtyle conveys 
The pure {t megals in the ſofteſt lays, 
As angels once, ſo now we mortals (1d 
Sha I climb the ladder Jacob vew'd of d; 
Thy kind rcſorming Mulc ſhall lead the way 
To the bright regions of eternal day. N 


EPISTLE to Mr. THOMSON, 
On the ſir d Edition of his S£azoxs. = 

O bright, ſo dark, upon an April day, 

Ihe ſun darts forth, or hides his various ray; | 


hair, 


SOMERVILE's POEMS. 


4 


So high. ſo low, the lark aſpiring ſings, 

Or drops to earth again with ſolded wings; 

So ſmooth, ſo rough, the ſea that laves our ſhores, 

Smiles in a calm, or in a tempelt roars. 

Believe me, Thomſon, tis not thus 1 write, 

Severely kind, by envy ſour'd or ſpite : 

Nor would 1 rob thy brows to grace my own ; 

Such arts are to my honeſt ſoul unknown. 

I rcad thee over as a friend ſhould read, 

Griev'd when you fail, o'erjoyed when you ſuc- 
ceed 

Why ſhould thy Muſe, born fo divinely fair, 

Want the reforming toilet's daily care? 

Dreſs the gay maid, improve each native grace, 

And call forth all the glories of her face: 

Studiouſly plain, and elegantly clean, 

With unaffected ſpeech and eaſy mein, 


— — 


Th? accompliſh'd nymph, in all her beſt attire, 
Courts ſhall applaud, and proftrate crowds admire. 
Diſcrectly dating, with a ſtiffen'd rein, 

Firm in thy ſcat the flying ſtecd reſtrain. 
Though ſew thy faults, who can perſection boaſt ? 
Spots in the ſun are in his luſtre loſt : 


Viet ev'n thoſe ſpots expunge with patient care, 
Nor fondly the minuteſt error ſpare. 


—— - 


For kind an! wiic the parent, who 


The ſhghteſt blemiſh in the child he loves. 
Read Philips much, conſider Milton more; 

But from their droſs extract the purer ore. 

To coin new words, or to reſtore the old, 

In ſouthern bards i» dangerous and bold; 

But rarely, very rarely will ſucceed, 

When minted on the other fide of Tweed. 

Let perſpicuity oer all prefide— 

Soon ſhalt thou be the nation s joy and pride. 
The rhiming ginglin: tribe, with bells and { 
Who drive their limping Pegaſus along, | 
Shall learn from thee in bolder flights to riſe 

In Britain's ifle ſhall fix the Mutc's ſear, c 
And new Parnaſſus ſhall at home create : 

Rules from thy works cach future bard ſhall 


draw, 
Thy werks, above the critic's nicer law, 


Fo ſcorn the beaten road, and range the ſkies. 


A genius ſo refin'd, ſo juit, ſo great, 


And rich in brilliant gems without « flaw. 


CEE 


To the Right Hon. Lady ANNE COVENTRY. 


UPON VIEWING HER FINE CHIMNEY-PIECE 
OF SHELL-WORK. 


HE greedy merchant ploughs the ſea for 
ain, ; 
And rides . 1 o'er the watery plain: 
While how ling tempeſte, from their rocky bed, 
ladignant break around j:is careful head. 
The royal fleet the liquid waſte explores, 
Ard ſpeaks in thunder to the trembling ſhores; 
The voice of wrath awak'd the nations hear, 


The vanquiſh'd hope, and the proud victors fear ; 
5 | Theſo 
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Thoſe quit their chain, and theſe reſign their 


alm, 

While Britain's awſul flag commands a calm. 

The eurious ſage, nor gain nor fame purſues, , 
With other cyct the boiling deep he views; 
Hengs o'er the cliff inquiſitive to know 
The ſecret cauſes of its ebb and flow: 
Whence breathe the winds that ruffle its ſmooth 

face, 

Or ranks in clafſcs all the fiſhy race, 
From thoſe enormous monſters of the main, 
Who in the world, lite other tyrants, reign, 
To the poor cockle tribe, that hurable band, 
Who clcave to rocks, or loiter on the ſtrand. 
Yet ev'n their ſhells the forming hand divine 
Has, with diſtinguiih'd luſtre. :rught to ſhine. 
What bright enamel ! and what various dyes ! 
What lively tints del ght our wondering eyes 
Th Almighty Painter glows in every hine : 
How mean, alas! is Rayheal's bold deſign, | 
And Titian's colouring, if comper'd to thine ! 
July ſupreme | ler us thy power revere, 

ou fill'ſt all ſpace! all beauteous every where! 
Thy riſing ſun with bluſhcs paints the morn, 
Tuy forming lamps the face of night adorn; 
Thy flowers the mcads thy nodding trees the hills; 
The vales thy paſtures green. and bubbling ville; 
Thy coral groves, thy rocks that an.b.r wecp, 
Deck all the gloomy manſions of the deep: 
Thy yellow ſands diſtin& with golden ore, 
And theſe thy variegated ſh-lls the hore. 
To all thy works ſuch grandeur haſt thou lent, 
And ſuch extravagance of ornament. | 
For the falſe traitor, man, this pomp and ſhow | 
A ſcene ſo gay, for us poor worms below ! 
No—for thy glory all theſe beauties riſe, 
Yet may improve the good, inſtru the wiſe, — 

You, madam, ſprung from D-autort's royalline, 
Who, loſt to courts, can in your cloſet ſhine, 
Beſt known to uſe each blefing he beftows, 
Beſt known to praiſe the power from whence it 

fiows. 

Shells in your hand the Parian rock defy, 
Or agat, or Agyptian porphyry— 
More gloſſy they, their veins of brighter dye. 
See! where your riſing pyramids aſpire, 
Your gueſts ſurpriz'd the ſhining pile admire! 
In ſuture times, if ſome great Phidias riſe, 
M hoſe chiſſe! with his miſtreſs Nature vies, 
Who, with ſuperior ſxill, can lightly trace 
In the hard marble block the foſteſt face: 


To crown this piece, ſo elcgantly neat, 
Your well- wrought buſts ſhallthe whole compleat; | 


O'er your o.] work from age to age preſide, 


Its author once, and then its greateſt pride. 


—— ¹ ¹⁴ . — — 


ADDRESS TO HIS ELBOW- CHR, 
NEW CLOATHED. 
Y dear companion, and my faithful friend ! 
if Orpheus taught the liſtening vais to bend 
If ones and rubbiſh, at Amphion's call, 
Danc d into form, and built the Theban wall; 
Why ſhould not tber attend my humble lays, 
And tcar my grateſul karp reſeund thy pralle? 


—> 


—— 
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True, thou ↄrt ſpruce and fine, a very beau: 
But what are trappings and external ſhow ? 
To real worth alone I make my court; 
Knaves are my ſcorn, and coxcombs are my ſport. 
Or:ce | beheld thee far leſs trim and gay; 
Ran ged., digointed, and to worms a prey; 
The ſaſe retreat of every lurking mouſe: 
Derided, funn'd ; the lumber of my houſe ! 
Thy tobe how chang'd from what it was beſore! 
Thy velvet robe, which pleas'd my fires of yore} 
Tie thus capricious Fortune wheels us round; 
Aloft we mount—:then tumble to the ground. 
Vet grateſul 1b », my conſtancy I prov'd ; 
I knew thy worth; my friend in ragsI lov'd ; 
love thre, ere; nor, like a courtier, ſpurn'd 
My ben<faQ:r, when the tide was turn'd. 
With conſcious ſhame, yet frank'y, 1 conſeſs, 
hat in my youthful cays—1 lov'd thee lefs. 
V. here vanity, where p'caſure call'd, I ſtray'd; 
And every way ward appetite obey'd. | 
But ſage experience taught me how to prize 
Myſelt ; aud how, this world: the bade me riſe 
To nobler flights regardleſs of a race 
Of factious emmets; pointed where to place 

iy bliſs, and lodg'd me in thy ſoſt embrace. 

Here on thy yielding down l ſit ſecurc; 
Aud, paticntly, what heaven has nt, endure; 
From all the tutile cares of buſineſs free ; 
Not fond of life, but yet content to de: 
Here mark the flzetirg hour ·; regret the paſt ⁊ 
And ſeriouſiy prepare to meet the laſt. 

80 jaſe on ſhore the pcuſion'd ſailor lies; 
And all the malice of the ſtorm defies : 
Wich cafe of body bleſt, and peace of mind, 
P:tics the reſtlefs crew he left behind; 
Whilſt, in his cell, he meditatcs alone 
On his great voyage, to the world unknown, 


—— ———  — DD 


S ON G. 
- I. us 
S o'er \ſteria's fields I rove, 
The blifsſul ſcat of peace and love, 
Ten thouſand beauti-s round me riſe, 
And mingle plcaſure with ſurprizc. 


. | By nature blelt in every par“, 


Adorn'd with every grace of art, 

This paradiſe of blooming jays 

Each raptur d ſenſe, at once, employs. 
1 


But when I view the radiant queen, 


Who form d this fair enchanting ſcene; 


Pardon, ye grots! ye cryital floods! 

Ye breathing ſhowers! ye ſhady woods! 
Your coolne now no more invites; 

No more your murmuring ſtream delights; 
Your tweets decay, your vcrdure's tlown; 
My 1zul's inteut on her alone. 


wn 
— 


FARAPHRASE UPON A Frzxcu Sox O. 
„ Venge moi d'une ingrate maitreſſa, 
„Picu du vin, j\implore bon yvreſſe.“ 
IND relief in all my pa'n, 
Jolly Bacchus! hear my prayer, 
Vengeance on th' in ul fair ! 


176 


In thy ſailing cordial bowl, | 
Drown the ſorrows of my ſoul, 
All thy deity employ, 
Gild cach gloomy ht with joy, 
olly Bacchus! ſave, oh ſave, 
om the deep devouring grave, 
A poor, deſpairing, dying ſwain. 
Haſte away, 
Haſte away, 
Laſh thy tigers, do not ſtay, 
I'm undone if thou delay. 
If 1 view theſe eyes once more, 
Still Mall love, and ſtill adore, 
And be more wretched than before. 
See the glory round her face 
Sce her move 
With what a grace !— 
; Ye gods above ! 
Is ſhe not one of your immortal race? 
Fly, ye winged Capids, fly, 
Dart like lightning through the ſy: 
Would you it: marble temples dwell, 
The dear-one to my arms compel; 
Bring her in bans of myrtle tied; 
Bid her forget, and bid her hide, 
All her ſcorn, and all her pride. 
Would ye that your flave repay 
A ſmoaking hecatomb each day; 
O reit ure 
The beauteous Goddeſs 1 adore ; 
O reſtore, with all her charms, 
The faithleſs vagrant to my arms! 


HUDIBRAS AN MILTON core. 
To Sir AD»Leuvs OvuGuToON, 


* $; fractus illabatur orbis, 

« Impavidum fcricat ruinæ.“ Hor. 
EAR knight, how great a drudge is he 
Who would excel in poctry ! 

And yet how few have learnt the art, 

T' inlorm the head, or touch the heart! 
Some, with a dry and barren brain, 

Poor rogues ! like coſtive lap-dogs ſtrain; 

While others with a flux of wit, 

The reader and their friends beſh-t. 

Would you Sir Knight) my judgment know ? 

He {1:11 writes worſt who writes /-. 

In this the mighty ſecret lies, 

To elevate and to ſurprize; 

"thus far my pen at random run, 

The fie was out, the clock ſtruck one. 
When, o | ſtrange hollow murmurs from without, 
Invade my ears. In every quarter rouz'd, 

The warring winds ruſh from their rocky caves 
Tumul:uous ; the vapours dank, or dry, 
Beneath their ſtandards rang'd, with lowering 
ſront 
Darken the welkin. At each dreadful ſhock 
Oaks, pines, and elms, down to their mother earth 
Bend lo their ſuppliant heads: the nodding 
towers 
Menace deſtructlon. and old Edrick's houſe 
From its foundation ſha'ces. The bellying clouds 


—— 


T 


Buck: into rain, or g:14 their ſable Kirts | 


Let, when the radiant nymph appears, 
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With flakes of ruddy fire ; fierce elements 
In ruin reconcil'd ! redoubled peals 
Of ceaſclcſs thunder roar. Convulſions rend 
Ihe firmament The whole creation ſt mds 
Mute and appall'd, and trembling waits its doom, 
And now perhaps, dear friend, you wonder 
In this dread ſcene of wind rain, thunder, 
What a poor guilty wretch could do; 
Then hear—{ for, faith, I tell you true) 
I water'd, ſhook my giddy head, 
Gravely broke wind, and went to bed. 


* 


Uron Miza%NDa's LEAVING Tart CournTaY. 


HE ſun deperting hides his head, 
The lily and the roſe are dead, 

The birds forget to ſing ; 
The cooing turtles now no more 
Repeat their amorous dittics o'er, 

But watch ch' approaching ſpring. 
For ſoon the merry month of May 
Reſtores the bright all-chearing ray; 

Soft notes charm every grove : 
he flowers ambroſial incenic breathe, 
And all above, and all bencath, 

Is fra_rance, joy, and love. 


So when Miranda hence retires, 

Each ſhepherd only not expircs : 
How rueful is the ſcene ! 

How the dull moments creep along! 

No ſportive dance, no rural ſong, 
No gambols on the green. 


Each field its richeſt livery wears, 
All nature's blithe and gay ; | 
Ihe ſwains tranſported with delight, | 
Aſter a long and gloomy night, 
{ Bleſs the reviving day. | 
While thus, indulgent to our prayer 
Kind heaven permitted us to ſhare 
A bleſſing ſo divine ; 
While ſmiling hope gave ſome relicf, 
And joys alternate ſooth'd our grief, 
What ſhepherd could repine ? 


But now—hecr fatal loſs we mourn, 
Never. oh! never to return 

To theſe deſerted plains; 
Undone, abandon'd to deſpair, 
Alas! tis winter all the year 

To us unhappy ſwains. 


Ye little Loves, lament around; 
With empty qui vers ſtrew the 
Your bows unbent lay down; 
Harmileſs your wounds, pointleſs your darts, 
And frail your empire o'cr our hearts, | 
Till ſhe your triumphs crown. 
Ye Nymphs, ye Fawns, complaining ſigh; | 
Ye Graccs, let your treſſes fly, 
Ihe ſport of every wind: | 
Ye mimic Echoes tell the woods, 
Repeat it to the murmuring floods, 
She's gone! ſhe's gone! unkind! 


— 1 — 


i. 


Break 


- wm 
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Break, thepherds, break each tuneleſs recd, 
Let all your flocks at random feed, 
Each flowery garland tear; 
Since Wit and Beauty quit the plain, 
Paſt pleaſures but enhance our pain, 
And liſe's not worti our care. 


lt. 


TO PHVLLIS. 
OUGH cloſe immur'd, poor captive maid ! 
Young Danae play'd a wanton part ; | 
The gold that in her lap was laid. 
Soon found a pail.ge to her heart. 
Ambitious Semcle, beguil'd 
By Juno's unrelenting hate, 
Amid the bright deſtruction ſmil'd, 
Eujoy'd her God, and dy'd in ſtate. 
The ſwan on Leda's whiter breaſt, 
\rtful deceiver! neftling lay, 
With joy ſhe claſp'd her downy 
Fond of a bird ſo ſoft ard pay. 


What boon can faithſul merit ſhare, 

Where intereſt reigns, or pride, or ſhow ? 
"Ts the rich banker wins the fair, 

he garter'd knight, or ſcather'd beau. 
No more my panting heart ſhall beat, 

Nor Phyllis claim une parting groan ; 
Her tears, her vows, are a a cheat, 

For woman loves herſelf alone. 


To the Right Hon. the Tart of Harirar, 
With the Fable of the 'Two Springs. 


Hartirax! a name ſor ever dear, 

To Pt«ebus, and which all the Nine reverc, 
Accept this humble pledge of my eſtecm, | 
$0 juſtly thine, benevolence my theme. 

In myſtic tales, and parables, of old 
Grave Eaſtern Serre inſtructive leſſons told; 
Wiſe Greece ſrom them receiv'd the happy plan, 
And taught the brute to pedagogne the nian. 
The matron truth appears with better grace, 
When well-wrought fables veil her reverend face: 
Dry preccpt may inſtru, but can't delight, 
While pl-aſing ſictions all our powers excite. 
Our buly minds each faculty employ, 
And range around, and tart th ir game with joy; 
Pleas'd with the chace, make the tich prey their 
* own, 
And glory in the conqueſts they have won. 
Fable alone can crown the poet's brow, 
Upon his works immortal charms beſtow : 
And *twere a fin that method to diſprove, 
Which Heaven has fixed by ſanctions from above. 
My humble Muſe in calm retirement roves 
Near moſſy fountains, and ncar ſhady groves : 
Yet there, ev'n there, her loyal hands would raiſe 
Some rural trophy to her monarch's praiſe; 
Inſtruct thoſe * eee and thoſe groves to ſhow, 
What copious bleſſings from his bounty flow ; 
. ie flowers and ſhrubs bleſs his propitious aid, 
His ura iefreiking, or protecting ſhade, 


; 


| 


| 
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Great friend of human kind ! thy pious hand 

Nor wounds to kill, nor conquers to c 

Let haughty tyrants of falſe glory dream, 

Without remorſ: purſue the bloody ſcheme ; 

To fame forbidden tread the lawleſs way, 

And o'er the ravag'd world extend their ſway : 

'Tis thine, 1 George, to guard thy favou- 
rite ille, 

From open force, and every ſecret wile, 

To raiſe th*oppreſs'd, tomake the captiveſmile; 

To pay juſt heaven what righteous monarchs owe, 

And, like that heaven, to bleſs the world below : 

To build new temples, to repair the old, 

To bring the ſtraggling ſheep into the fold, 

And by wiſe laws reſtore an age of gold. 

Ye bliſsful ſeats where Tame and Ifis join, 

Lovely retirement of the ſacred Nine, 

Parent of arts, and once my ſweet abode, 

Can ye forget the bleſſings he beſtow'd ? 

Can ſophiltry prevail againſt that prince, 

Whoſe mercy and benevolence convince ? 

Oh ! touch each tuneſul firing, It every Muſe 

From all her ſtorcs her noblett Pzans chuſc ; 

Pay what ſhe can in tributary lays, 

And to his virtue grant ſupplics of praiſe. 

To all the world your grateful hearts make! non, 

And in your monarch s fame record your own. 

His ſame—wiich Envy's breath can never blaſt, 

But ages yet to come ſhall join the paſt, 

And Brunſwick's glory witkthe world tha!l laſt. 


A SONG FOR THE LUTE. 


ENTLY, my lute, move every fl: ing, 
Soft as my ſighs, reveal wy pain; 

While I, in plaintive numbers, ſing 

Oi N'ghted vows, and cold diſdain. 
In vain her airs, in vain her heart, 

In vain ſhe frowns when l appear, 
Thy notes ſhall melt her frozen heart; 

She cannot hate, if the can hear. 


And ſee ſhe ſmiles! through all the groves 
Tr:umphant lo-Pzans ſound : | 
Clap all your wings, ye little Loves; 
Ye ſportive Graces, dauce around. 
Ye liſtening oaks, ben to my ſong, 
Nor Orpheus play'd a nobler lay: 
Ye ſavages, about me toroog ; 
Ye rocks, and harder hearts, obey. 
She comes, ſhe comes, relenting air! 
To fill with joy my longing a-ms ; 


| What faithful lover can deſpair, 


Who thus with verſe, aud muſick, charms ? 


THE COQUTT, 
V HEN tortur'd by the cruel fair, 
And almoſt mad with wild deſpair, 
My fleeting ſpirits reve; 
One cord:ai glance rettercs her love, 


Redeems me from the gaping grave, 
And tloothes my ſoul to love, 


i7t 


Thus in a fea of doubt I'm toſs'd, 
Now ſunk, now thrown upon the coaſt ; 
What wretch can long endure 


Such odd, „ ngs as theſe, 
When neither mortal the diſeaſe, 
Nor yet compleat the cure ? 


Proud tyrant ! fince to fave, or kill, 
Depends on thy capricious will, 
This milder ſentence give ; 
Reverſe my Prange, untoward ſate, 
Oh! let me periſh by thy hate, 
Or by thy kindneſs live 


THE SUPERANUATED LOVER, 


EAD to the ſoft delights of love, 
Spare me, O ſpare me, cruel boy; 
Nor ſeck in vain that heart to move, 
Which pants no more with amorous joy. 
Of old, thy faithful hardy ſwain, 
(When ſmit with fair Paſtora's charms) 
I ſerv'd thee many a long campaign, 
And wide I ſpread thy conquering arms, 
Now, mighty god, diſmiſs thy flave, 
To ſechle age let youth ſucceed ; 
Recruit among the ftrong and brave, 
And kindly ſpare an invalide. 
Adicu, fond hopes, fantaſtic cares, 
Ye killing joys, ye pleaſing pains ! 
My ſoul for better gueſts prepares, 
Reaſon reſtor'd, and virtue reigns. 


But why, my Cloe, tell me why ? 

Why trickles down this ſilent tear? 
Why do theſe bluſhes riſe and die? 

Why ſtand 1 mute when thou art here? 
Kv'n fleep affords my ſoul no reſt, 

Thee bathing in the ſtream | view; 
With thee 1 dance, with thee I feaſt, 

Thee through the gloomy grove purſue. 
Triumphant God of gay defires ! | 

Thy vaſial's raging pins remove; 
I burn, | burn, with fiercer fires, 

Oh! take my life, or crown my love. 


ADVICE TO THE LADIES. 
WKO now regards Chloris, het tears, and her 


wh ning, 
Her ſighs, and fond wiſhes, and aukward repining 
Whet a pother is here, with her amorous glances, 
Soft fragments of Ovid, and ſcraps of romances ! 


A nice prude at fiftcen ! and a romp in decay! 

Cold December affedts the ſweet bloſſoms of May; 

To fawn in her dotage, and in her bloom {purn us, 

Is to quench love“ bright torch, and with rouch- 
wood to burn us 

Believe me, dear maids, there's no way of evading; 

While ye piſh, and cry nay, your roſes are facing : 

Though your paſlicn ſurvive, your beauty will 
dwindle, 8 

Aud our languiſhing embers can never rekindle. 
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When bright in your zeniths we beſoreye, 
When ye ſet in a cloud, what fool will adore ye? 
Then. ye fair,be adviſed, and ſnatch the kind bleſſing, 


And ſhew your good conduct by timely poſſeſſing, 


ANACREONTIC Fo Cror DAIAKTNG. 


| Wan. my dear Cloe, you reſign 


One happy hour to mirth and wine, 
Each plaſs r 2 {till paints your face 
With ſome new viQurious grace: 

Charms in reſ.rve my ſoul ſurprize, 

And by ireſh wounds your lover dies. 
Who can reſiſt thee, lovely fair ! 

That wit! that ſoft engaging air! 

Each panting heart its homage pays, 

And all the vaſſal world obeys. 

God of the grape, boaſt now no more, 
Thy triumphs on ſar ludus ſhore : 

Each uſeleſs weapon now lay down, 

Thy tigers, car, and ivy-crown ; 

Give but this juice in lull ſupplies, 

Aud uu uli thy fame to Cioe's eyes. 


TO A DISCARDED TOAST, 


ELIA, confeſs 'tis all in vain, 
To patch the ruins of thy face ; 

Nor of ill- natur d Time complain, 

That robs it of cach blooming grace. 
If Love no more can bend his bow, 

Nor point his arrows ſrom thihe eye, 
If no lac'd ſop, nor feather'd beau, 

Deſpairing at thy ſeet ſhall die: 
Vet ſtill, my charmer, wit like thine 
Shall triumph over age and fate; 


{| Thy ictting beams with luſtre ſhine, 


And rival their meridian height. 


Beauty, ſair flower! ſoon fades away, 
And tranſicnt are the joys of love; 

But wit, and virtue, ne'er decay, 
Ador d below, and bleſs'd above, 


THE PERJURED MISTRESS. 
From Horace, Epod. xv. ad Nczram. 


»P Was night, and heaven intent with all 
its cycs 
Gaz d on the deceitful maid ; 
A thouſand pre: ty things ſhe ſaid, 
A thouſand artful tricks ſhe play d, 
From mc, deluded me, her falſehood to diſguiſe, 


She claſp'd me in her ſuſt cncircling arms, 
She preſs d her glowing check to mine, 
The cinging ivy, or the curling vine, 
Did never yet ſo cloſely rwane ; 
Who could be mau and bear the lultrcof her charms? 


And thus thc ſwore : by all the powers above, 
When winter forms hall ceaſe to roar, 
When ſununer juvs ſhall ſuine no more, 

V. hen wolves their cruclty give o'er, 


Nczra then, and not till then, fhak ceacto * 


„ 
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Ah! falſ: Nera! perjur'd fair ! but know, 
I have a ſou! too great to bear 
A rival's proud inſuking ar, 
Another may b- foun' as fair, vou. 
As ſair, ungrateſul nymph ! and far more juſt than 
Shouldſt thou repent. and at my feet be laid, 
Dejected. penitont, forlorn, 
And all thy ſormer ſollies mourn, 
Thy proſſer'd paſſion 1 would ſcorn: 
The Gods ſhall do me right on that devoted head. 


And you, ſpruce fir, who inſolently gay, 
Exulting, laugh at my diſgrace, 
Noaſt with vain airs, and tiff grimace, 
Your large eſtate, your handſorue face, 


Proud of a flecting bliſs, the · pageant of a day 


You too ſhall ſoon repent this haughry ſcorn ; 
When, ſickle as the ſca or wind, 
The proltitute ſhall change her mind, 
To ſuch another coxcomb kind ; turn. 
Then ſhall I clap my wings, and triumph in my 


Toa VouN Lapy, who ſpent the night in Tears, 
upon a Report that her Brother was to fight a 
Due! the ncxt Morning. 


PASTORA weeps, let every lover mourn, 
Her grief is no leſs ſatal than her ſcorn : 


Thoſe ſhining orbs inflict an equal pain, 
O'erflown with tears, or pointed with diſdain. 
When doubts and fears invade thut tender breaſt, 
Where peace, and joy, and love ſhou'd ever reit ; 
As flowers depriv'd of the ſun's genial ray, 
Farthward we bene, and filently decay; 
In ſpight of all philoſophy can do, 
Our hearts relent, the burſting torrents flow, 
We feel her pains, and propagate her woe. 
Each mournful Muſe laments the weeping fair, 
The Graces all their comely treflcs tear, 
Love drags his wings, and droops his little head, 
And Venus mourns as for Adonis dead. 

Patience, dear mai, nor without cauſe com- 

plain, 

O laviſh not thoſe precious drops in vain ; 
Under the ihic!d of your prevailing charms, 
Your happy brother lives ſecure from harms, 
Your bright rcſemb ance all my rage diſarms 
Your influer g unable to withſtand, 
"The conſcious ſteel drops from my trembling haud; 
Low at your feet the guilty weapon lics, 
The foe repents, and the tond lover dies. 
Aueas thus by men and Gods puriued, 
Feeble with wounds, deſil'd with duſt and blood, 
Beauty's bright Goddeſs interpos'd her charms, 
And fav'd the hopes of Troy from Grecian arms. 


— 


To Dr. reading Mathematics. 


VI our purſuits of knowledge, vain our care, 


i he coſt and labour we may juſtly ſpare. 
Death from this coarſe alloy refines the mind, 
Leaves us at lar e t' expatiate unconlin'd ; 
All ſcience opens to our wondering eyes, 


And the good man is is a moment wiſe. 
Vor. V. 
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FROM MARTIAL, Epc. xlvii. 
OULD you, my friend, find out the true 


receipt, 

To live at eaſe, and ſtem the tide of fate ; 

The grand elixir thus you muſt inſuſe, 

Aud theſe ingredients to be happy chuſe : 

Firſt an eſtate, not got with toil and ſweat, 

But unincumber d left, and free from debt: 

Tor let that be your dull forefather's core, 

To piuch and drudge for his deſcrving heir; 

Fruitful and rich, in land that s {ound and good, 

That fills your baras with corn, your hearth with 
woo; 

Tha? cold nor hunger may your houſe inſeſt, 

While flames invade the ikies, and pudCing ccowns 
the feaſt. 

A quiet mind, ſerene, and free from care, 

Nor puzzling on the bench, nor noiſy at the bar; 

A body ſound, that phyſick cannot mend; 

And the beſt phyſick of the mind, a friend, 

Fqual in birth, in humour, and in place, 

Thy other ſelf, diſtinguiſh'd but by face 3 

W hoſe ſympathetic ſoul takes equal ſhare 

Of all thy pleaſure, and of all thy care. 

A modeſt board, adorn'd with men ot ſenſe, 

No French racouts, nor French impertinence; 

A merry hottleto engender wit, 

Not over-dos' d, but qrurnium t 

Equal the e ror is in each exceſs, 

Nor dulnelo ;cfs a fin than drunkenneſs. 

A render wife diſſolving by thy ſide, 


Eaſy and chaſte, ſrez from debate and pride, 
Each day a miſtreſs, and each night a bride 

Sleep undiſturb'd, and at the dawn of day, 

The merry horn, that chides thy tedious ſtay; 

A horſe that's clean, ſure-footed, ſwift, and ſound, 
And dogs that make the echoing cliſts reſound ; 
That ſweep the dewy plains, out-fly the wind, 
And leave domeſtic ſorrows far behind. 

Plcas'd with thy preſent lot, nor grudging at the 


pait, 
Not fearing when thy time ſhall come, nor hoping 
for thy laſt. 


Toa GrxNTLEMAN, who married his caſt Miſtreſs 
From Horace, Book III. Ode ix. 


D. W HILE ! was yours, and yours alone, 
Proudand tranſported with your charms, 
I envy'd not the Perſian throne, 
But reign'd more glorious in your arms. 


B. While you were true, nor ſuky fair 
Ha chac d poor Eruay from your breaſt; 
Not Ilia couid with me compure, 
So tam d, or ſo divinely blelt. 
D In Suky's arms entranc'd Ilie, 
So Iwertly fings the warbung fair! 
For whom molt willingly 1'd die, 
M ould Fate the gentic Syren ſpare. 
B. Ne Billy burns with mutual fire, 
For whem I'd die, in whom 1 live, 
For whom each momunt Id expire, 
Migtrt he, my better part, ſur vive. 


Z D. Should 
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D. $hou'd 1 once more my heart reſign, 
Would you the penitent r:ceive ? 
Would Suky ſcorn'd atone my crime ? 

And would my Bcuny own her ſlave ? 


B. Though brighter he than blazing ſtar, 
More fickle thou than wind or [-a, 
With thee, my kind returning dear, 
I'd live, contented die with thee. 


—  —_—_— 


A DAINTY NEW BALLAD. 


Occaſioned by a Clergyman's Widow of Seventy 
Years of Age, being married to a young Ex- 
ciſeman 

HERE liv'd in our good town, 
A reli of the gown, 
A chaſte and huuble dame; 

Who, when her man of God 

Was cold as any clod, 

Dropt many a tear in vain. 
But now, good people, learn all, 
No g rieſ can be eternal; 

Nor is it mect, I ween, 
That folks ſhould always whimper, 
There is a time to ſimper, 

As quickly ſha!l be ſcen. 


For love that little urchin, 

About this widow lurching, 
Had iy fix'd his dart; 

I he ſi ent creeping flame 

Boil'd ſore in every vein, ' 
And glow d about her 


$0 when a pipe we ſmoke, 
And from the flint provoke 

The ſparks that twinkling play; 
The touchwood old and dry 
With heat begins to fry, 

And gently waſte away. 
With art ſhe patch d up nature, 
Reforming every ſeature, 

keſtoring every grace : 

o gratify her pride, 
She ſtopp'd each cranny wide, 

And painted o'er her face. 


Nor red, nor eke the white, 
Was wanting tv invite, 

Nor coral lips that pout 
But, oh! in vain ſhe tries, 
With darts to arm thoſe eye 

That dimly ſquint about. 
With order and with care, 

Her pyramid of hair 

Subl.mely mounts the ſky ; 
And, that ſhe might prevail, 
She bolſter'd up her tail, 

With rumps three ſtories high. 
With many a rich perfume, 

She purify'd her room, 

As there was need, no doubt; 
For on theſe warm occaſions, 
Offenſive exhalations 

Are apt to fly about. 


| 


| Oxford. 
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On beds of roſes lying, 
Expecting, wiſhing, dying, 

+ hus languiſh'd for her love 
The Cyprian Queen of old, 


As merry bards have told, 


All in a myrtle grove. 
In pale of mother ch 


She fondly hop'd to urch, 8 


But, ah me! hop'd in vain ; 
No doctor could be found, 
Who this her caſe profound 

Durſt veature to explain. 


At length a youth full ſmart, 
Who oft — art 

Had div'd in many a hole; 
Or kilderkin, or tun, 

Or hogſhead, twas all one, 

He d ſound it with his pole. 
His art, and eke his ſace, 

So ſuited to her caſe, 

Engag'd her love-fick heart; 
Quoth ſhe, My pretty Diver, 
With.ichee I'll live for ever, 

and from thee never part. 


For thee my bloom reviving, 
For thee freſh charm: ariſing, 
Shall melt thee into joy; 
Nor doubt, my pretty ſw: eting, 
Ere nine months are compleating, 
To fee a honny boy. 
As ye have ſeen, no doubt, 
A candle when jult out, 
I: flames break forth again ; 
So ſhone this widow bright, 
Al: blazing in deſpight 
O: threeſcore years and ten. 


+CANIDIA's EPITHALAMIUM. 
Upon the ſame, 


IME as malevulcnt, as old, 
To blaſt Canidia's face, 

{Which once twas rapture to 
Wich wrinkles and diſgrace. 
Not ſo in blooming beauty bright, 

Each envying virꝑin's pattern, 
She r-ipn'd with undiſputed right 

A“ p-cſteſs of St. Cattern. 
Each ſprightly ſoph, each brawny thrum, 

Spent his firſt runnings here; 


| And hoary doQorsdribb'ing come, 


10 languiſh and delpair. 

Low at her ſeet the proſtrate arts 
heir humble homage pay; 

o her the tyraut of their hearta, 
Each burd directs his lay. 

But now, when impotent to pleaſe, 
Alas ! ſhe would be doing ; 

Revert ſing Nature's wiſe decrees, 
She goes herſelf a-wooing. 


* She was bar-keeper at the Cattern- wheel 
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Perplex thy ſoul no more with cares below, 
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Though brib'd with all her pelf, the ſwain 
Moſt awkardly complies; : 
Preſs'd to bear arms, be ſerves in pain, 


Or from his colours flies. 


$0 does an ivy, green when old, 
and ſprouting in decay; 

In juiccleſs joyleſs arms infold 
Aſapling young ani gay- 

The thriving plant, if better join'd, 
Wou'd emulate the ſkies ; 

But, to that wither'd trunk cunfia'd, 
Grows ſickly, pines, and ics. 


— 


HUNT ING SONG. 


EHOLD, my friend, the roſy- finger d Morn, 
With bluſl:c: on her face, | 
Peeps o'cr yon azure hi'l ; 
Rich gems the trecs enchaſe, 
Pearls from e ch buſh did. 
Ariſe, ariſe, and hail the light new-born. 
Hark hark! the merry horn calls, come away: 
Quit, quit thy downy bed; 
Break from .\myn'a's arms; 
Oh let it ner be laid, 
That all, that all her charms, 
Though ſhe's as Venus ſair, can tempt thy ſtay. 


For what will pelf avail ' 
Thy courſer pzws the ground, 
Each beagle cocks his tail, 
They ſpend their m-uths around. 
While health, and pleaſure, ſmiles on every brow. 


Try, hun: ſmen, all the brakes, 1pread all che plain, 
Now, now, fhc's gone away, 
Strip, ſtrip, with ſpecd purtue ; 
The jocund God of day, — 
Who fain our ſport wou d vicw, 


See, ſee, he flogs his ficry ſtecds in vain. _ 


Pour down. like a flood from the hills, brave boys, 
On the wings of the wind 
The merry beagles fly; 
Dull S:rrow lags behind: 
Ye ſhrill echoes, reply; 
Catch each flying ſound, and double our joys. 


Le rocks, woods, and caves, our muſick repeat: 
The bright ſpheres thus above, 
A gay refulgent train, 
Harmoniouſly move 
O'er yon celeitial plain 
Like us whirl along, in concert ſo ſweet. 


Now puſs threads the 1-rakes, and heavily flies, 
At the head of the pack 
Old Fidler bears the bell, 
Every ſoil he hunts lack, 
And aloud rings her knall, 
Till forc'd into view, ſhe pants and ſhe dies. 


In life's dull round thus we toil, and we ſweat ; 
Diſcaſes, grief, and pain | 
An implacablc crew, 5 
Wnile we double in vain, 


Curclenting purſue, 


TU), quite huuted down, we yield with regret. 
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This moment is ours, come while 
What's decreed by dark fats 
Is not in our power, 
Since to- morrow's too late, 
Take the preient kind hour: 


With wine chcar tlic night, gs ſports bleſs the day. 


ye may, 


A TRANSLAT1ON of HORACE, Ep. x. 


Horace recommends a Country Life, and d:Tyades 
huis Fricyd from Ambition and Avarice. 


[. EALTH to my friend loft in the ſmoky 
town, 

Fron him who breathes in country air alone, 

In all things elfſc thy 'oul end mine arc one ; 

And lik, rwo aged ong acqun into yoves, 

Ihe lame our mutual hate; the ſame our mutual 
loves. 

Cloſe, and ſ cure, you keep your lazy neſt, 

My wandering {ought won't let my piniune reſt: 

O'cr rocks, ſcas, woods, 1 take my wanton flight, 

And each new obj. & charms with new delight. 

To iz; ro more, my f:4-nd, 1 live and telgn, 

Lora of w2yiciſ: 1 *ve broke the ſervice chain, 

Shook off with ſcorn tle trifles you dcr, 

All the vain empty nothings ſops a, mire. 

Ius the l an ſlave of jome fat pan: per d prieſt 

With greedy eyes at fuſt views cch luxurlant 
f-aft ; | 

But, quichiy c!'oy'd now he no more can cat 

heir godly v.uws, and their holy micut ; 

Wilciy ambrtious to bef.ce and poor, 

Longs ior the homely ſcrap he loutu'd before. 

Se.k It ti ou a piace where ature is obſerv'd, 

Aud coo er r on may be mildly hear: 


To rural ſhades let thy calm ſoul retreat, 


Tuacle are th' Eh ſian fields. this is the happy 

| ſcat, 
Proof arvinkt winter's cold, and ſunmet's heat. 
Here ud inviiiuscere thy peace annoys, 
Sleep UNGIHLUT ) d, uninterropted joys ; 
You warbic favemcats with diſgrace muſt yield 
To cach forth ain, and yay enamel'd lictd ; 
Your muddy. qucducts can newcomer? 
Mit county itrcatns, n.0rg prr- than city air 3 
Our yew and buys indlos'd in pots je zuize, 
wg mimic Little beauties we rie. 
The roſ- aud wougthine mat bie wa |- ſupport, 
Holly ard is deck the gaudy court : 
Bur yet in vin all ſhuts the artiſt tries, 
The diicontented twig but pines away and dies. 
Ihe houſe 1c proife that a large proncct yiccds ; 
Aud view with longing cyes the piculore of tae 
11 thus ye own, thus tacitly cor:{cis, [Acids ; 
{H' in mitable charms the peactſut conttry biels. 
In vain from n<ture's rules we blindiy Array, 
And puſh th' viccly monitrix away: 
Still las returns nor lets our confine ret, 
But ight and day inculcates wit is beſt, 5 
Qur trueſt ir;end though an unwelcome gueſt. 
At ſoon 12” un iu fd that's Ul ad rough, 
To cali rich indian Canal Norwich ftuf, 
Stall tecomne rich by trade; as he be wales 
Whoie partial foul and vudiftcrnitlg eyes 
Can't at rt fight, and at each tranic;.t view, 
Diſtinguiſh good from bad, o: fails irom true. 
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He that too high exalts his gid-'y head 

When Fortune ſmiles, if the jilt frowns, is dead: 
Th' aſpiring fool, big with his hau h:y boaſt, 

Is the moſt abjzet wretch when all 1.4 hopes are 

laſt. ; 

Sit looſe to all the world, nor aught admire, 
Theſe worthleſs toys too fondly we delice ; 

Since when the darling's raviſh'd from our heart, 
The pleaſure's over-balanc'd by the ſmarr. 
Confine thy thoughts, and bound thy looſe deſires, 
For thrifty nature no great coſt requires: 

A healthful! body, and thy miſtreſs kind, 

Ar kun:ble cot, and a more humble mind: 

I heſe once enj yd, the world is all thy own, 
From thy poor cell deſpiſe the tottering tron, 
And wakeful monarchs in a bed of down 

Ihe ſtag well arm'd, and with unequal ſorce, 
From fruitful meadows chac'd the conquer'd horſe; 
Ahe haughty beaſt that ſtomach'd the diſgrace, 
In meaner paſtures not content to graze, 0 
Receives the bit and man's aſſiſtance prays. 

The conquel? gain'd, and many trophies won, 
His falſe contederate ſtill rode boldly on; 

In vain the beaſt curs'd his perfidious aid, 

He plung'd, he rcar'd, but nothing could per- 

ſuade 

The rider from his back, or bridle from his head. 
Ju fo the wretch that greedily aſpires, 

Unable to content his wild deſires; 

Dreading tle fatal thought of being poor, : 


Loies a prize worth all his golden ore, 

The happy freedom he enjoy'd before, 

About ham ſtill tht uncaſy load he bears, 

Spurr'd on with fruitleſs hopes, and curb'd with 

anxious ſcars. 

The man whoſe 'ortunes fit not to his mind, 

The way to true content ſha!l ucver find; 

Ii the ſhoe pinch, or if it prove roo wide, 

In that he wa ks in pain, in this he treads aſide. 

But you, my friend, in calm contentment live, 

always well plcas'd with what the Gods ſhall give; 
{ Let not baſe ſhivivg pelf, thy mind deprave, 
Tyrant of fools, the wiſe man's Erudge and Llave ; 

And me reprove if I ſhall crave for morc, 

Or feem the lealt uncaſy to be poor. 

Thus much | write, merry, and free from care, 

Aud nothing covet, but thy preſence here. 


K — 


THE MISER's SPEECH. 


From tiunace, Epod. II. 


APPY the man who, free from 
Manure lis own paternal ſiclus, 
Content, as hs wiic lathers were, 
T* enjoy the crop his labour y. clas. 
Nor uſury torments his breaſt, 
Hat burters Luprincſs tor gain, 
Nor war's 21arms diſturb his reit, 
Nor hazards ol the faithlefs main: 


Nor at the loud tumultuous bar 
With coſt iy noiſe, and dear debate, 
Procluims an everlaſting war ; 


Nor ſawns on villaus baſcly great. 


| 


| 


* 
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But for the vine ſcl:&ts a ſpouſe, 
Chaſte emblem of the marriage-beg, 

Or prunes the two Juxuriant boughs, 
And grafts more happy iu their ſtead. 


Or hears the lowirg herds from ſar, 
T hat ſatten on the fruitiul plains, 

And ponders with deiightful care, 
The profpe&. of bis fucure gains. 


Or ſhears his ſheep that round him graze, 
And drovp beneath their curling loads; 
Or plunders his laborious bees 
Ot balray ncctar, drink of Gods! 


His chcarful head when Autumn rcats, 
And bending boughs reward his pains, 
Joyous he plucks the luſcious pears, 
The purple grape his finger Hains. 
Each honeſt heart's a welcome gueſ:, 
- With tempting fruit his tables glow, 
The Gods are bidden to the ſcaſt, | 
To ſhare the ble ſſngs they beſtuw. 


Under an oak's protecting ſhade, 
In lowery mcads pro:ulcly gay, 

Supine he leans his pcaceſul head, 
and gently Joitcrs life av ay. 


Ihe vocal ſtreams that murmuring flow, 
Or from their ſprings complaining creep, 
The birds thet chirp on every beugh, | 
Invite bis yielding eyes to flecp. 
But, when bleak ſtorms and lowering Jove 
Now ſadden the declining year, 
Through every thicker. every grove, 
Swilt he purſues the Lying deer, 
With deep-hur:g hounds he ſweeps the plains ; 
Ihe hills, ti.c vallics, ſmoak around: 
The woods ref cat his picating pains, 
And Echo propagatcs the luuud, 
Or, puſh'd by his victorious ſpear, 
1 he griſly boar beter hum flics, 
Butray'd iy his prevailiag {car 
Into the toils, the moniier dies. 
His towering falcon mour:ts the ſkies, 
And cuts through c.ouds his quid way: 
Or elſe with fly deceit he tries 
To make the I. fier game his prey. 
M ho, thus poſſeſo d of folid jr y. 
Would love, that idle mp, adore ? 
Cloc's coquet, Myrtiiia's coy, 
Ard Phyllis is a perjur's whore, 
Ad cu, fantallic idle flame! 
Give me a profitable wite, 
A carciul, Y-ut cbliging dame, 
To ſoften all the tolis of life : 


Who ſhal with tender care provide, 


Againſt her weary ſpouſe re unn, 
With plenty ice hie bout d jn; ply'd 
Al make the crackling billets burn: 
And while his men and mails repair 
To fold his ſheep, to milk his Kine, 
With unbought daintics ſcaſt her dear, 
And treat him with demenlic winc. 1 
vie 


—— 
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1 view with pity and diſd dn 
The coſily ttiũles coxcombs "rooſt, 
Their Buurdeax, Burgundy, Champbaięn. 
Though ſparkling wits. the brighteſt toaſt, 
pleas'd with ſan-l manuſacture more, 
Than ai! the tum the Enaves impoſe, 
When the vain cully rrexts his whore, 
At Biawn's, the Mitre, ot tha Roſe. 


Let fons thuir fickly palates pl-aſe, 
With luzury's expenſive ſtore, 
And fend each vii ulcnt diſcaſe 
With daiatigs from a ſorcign ſhore. 
I, whom my little farm ſupplies, 
Kichly on nature's bounty live; 
The only hapry are the wiſe 
Content is zl the Gods can give 
Wie thus on wholeſome ces 1 frat, 
Oh! with what rapture | b-hotd 
My flocks in comely order haſte 
7T* enrich with ſoil the barren fold! 
The languid ox avproaches low, 
To are the food his labours carn ; 
Pa ful he tugs th' inverted p augh, 
Nor hunger quickens his retura. 
My wanton ſwains, uncoutl:ly gay, 

About my ſmiling hearth deli ht, 
To iweeten the laborious day, 

By mary a merry tale at night, 
Thus ſnake old Gripe, when Lottles three 

Of Burton lc, and ſca-coa! fire, 
Unlock'd his breaſt; reſolv'd to he 

A generous, honeſt, country ſquire. 
That very night his money lent, 

On bord, or mortgage, he call'd in, 
With lawful utc of ſis per cent. 

Next mon, he put it out a: ten. 


FABLE I. 


THE CAP'!IVE TRUMPETER, 
e non preettuntior alter 
** Arecierc virus, Martcaucue accendere cantu.“ 
IAG. 


Pau rv of huſſars of late 
For prog and plunder ſcour'd the plains, 
Some French Gene d res ſurpiz'd and boat, 
Aud brought their trumpeter in chains. 
In doſeful plight, th* unhappy bard 
For quacter hegg'd on beuded knee, 
Pity, Meſfieurs! lu truth tis hard 
To killa hormleſs enemy. 
Theſe hands of flaughter innocent, 
Noe er bran” the deſtructive word, 
To you or yours no hu:t | nucant, 
O take a ponr muſician's word. 
But the Aern for, with geuerobs rave. 
Scoundret repiy'd, thou firll ſhalt die, 
Who, urging th: rs to engage, 
_ From latae and danger baſcly fly. 
The brave hy law of arms we ſpare, 
- hou ty the hangman ſhalt expire; 
*Tis juſt, and not at all ſe vc re, 


To top the breath that blew the fire, 


| 
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FABLE II. 


7] he Bald-pated WeIsuuax, and the Frr. 


« — Qui non moderabitur iræ, 
©« ſinſe d um volet eſſe, dolor quod ſuaſerit & mens, 
« Dum pœnas odio per vim ſeſlinat inulto. Hog. 


A Sqovine of Wales, whoſe blood ran higher 

' han that of any other {quire, 

Haſty and het; whoſe peeviſt kenour 

Reveng'd each flight was put upou her, 

Upon a mountains top one day 

Ex pos'd to Sol's meridian ray; 

He !um'd, he rav'd, he curs'd, he ſwore, 

Exhal'd a ſea at every pore : 

At laſt, ſuch inſults to cvade, 

Sought the next tree's protecting ſhade; 

Where as he hey. diſſolv'd in ſweat, 

And win'd off many a rivulet, 

OF in a pct the beaver flies, 

And flaxen wig, time's beſt diſguiſe, 

By which, folks of maturer ayes 

Vic wich ſmooch beaux, and ladies pages: 

Though *rwas a lecret rarely known, 

Ill-natur'd 22e had cropt his crown, 

Grubb'd all the covert vp, aud now 

A large ſ:nooth plain extends his brow. 

Thus as l. e lay with pumfkul bare, 

Aud courted the refreſhing ai, 

Ne perſecutions ſtill appear, 

A noiſy fly offends his car 

Alas' what man of parts and ſenſe 

Could bear ſuch vile impertinence? 

Vet io Ciſcourteous is our fate, 

Fouls always buz about the great, 

This iuſect now. whoſe active ſpight, 

Teaz'd him with never- ceaſing bite, 

With fo much judgment play'd his part, 

He had him goth in tierce and quart : 

In vain with open hands he tries, 

To guard ts cars, his noſe, his eyes; 

For now at 'ait, tamiliar grown, 

He perch'd upon his weorſhip's crown, 

VU iti, teczi and claws his {kin ke tore, 

And huft d himicll with human gore. 

At lake, in manners to excel 

Untus'd a pert, fore authors tell. 

Vit now what rhetoric coul] atuage 

Ihe furious ſquire, frark mad with rage ? 

2mpeticrt at the foul diſy race, 

From inſect of fo mean a race 

And pluiting vengeunce on f is ſor, 

With daub'e fiſt he aims a blow: 

Ihe 1 nibie Ay efcap'd by fight, 

And £::1'd from this un- qual nñght. 

„ impending frroke with ali its weight 

een His own beloved pate. 

Iv much he pain'd by this adventurous deed, 

Lic loud his fiugers, and he broke his head. 
NM. R AL. 

Let ſenates hence learn to preſerve the ſtate, 

And ſcorn the fool, below their grave debate, 

Who by th' uncqual ſtrife grov's popular and i 


Ircat. 
Let him bus on. with ſenſe} rant defy 
Tu 


"anc wife, the good; yet fill tis but a fy. 


Pons 


134 


With puny foes the toil's nor worth the coſt, 
Where nothing can be gain'd, much may be loſt: 
Let cranes and pigmies in mock-war cn::27e, 

A prey beneath the generous cagle's ra. 

True honour o'er the clouds fublimcly + in7s; 
Young Ammon ſcorns to run with leis than kings. 


FABLE III. 


THE ANT AND THE FLY. 


Quem res plus nimio de lectavere ſecundæ. 
Mutatæ quaticnt.” — Hos, 
HE careful ant that mcanly fares, 
And labours hardiy to ſupply, 
With wholeſome cates an | homely tares, 
His numerous working tamily; 
Upon a viſit met one day 
His couſin fly, in all his pride, 
A covurtier inſolent an, gay, 
By Goody aggot near ally'd : 
The humble inſet humbly bow'd, 
And all his low: ſt congees paid, 
Of an alliance wondrou- proud 
To ſuch a hufling tearing blade. 


1 he havghty fly look'd big, and ſwcre 
He knew him not. nor whence he came; 
Huff d much, and with impatience bure 
The ſcandal of fo mean a claim. 


Friend Clodpate, know, 'tis not the mode 
At court, to own ſuch clowns as thee, 
Nor is it civil to intrude 
On flics of raik and quality. 


Ibo, in joy and indolence, 
Converſe with raonarchs and grandees, 
Regaling every nicer ſenſe 
With olios, ſoups, and fricaſſees ; 
Who kifs each beauty's balmy lip, 
Or gently buz into her ear, 
About her ſnowy boſ.m ſkip, 
And ſometimes creep the Lord knows where ! 


The ant, who could no longer bear 

His coulin's inſolence and pride, 
Tof.'d up his head, and with an air 

Of conſcious worth, he thus reply'd : 


Vain inſedt! know, the time will come, 
When the court-fun no more ſhall ſhine, 

When fr: ts thy gaudy limbs benumb, 
And Camps about thy limbs ſhall twine ; 


M hen ſome dark naſty hole ſhall hide 
And cover thy negleQed head, 

When all this lofty ſwelling pride 
Shall burſt, and ſhrink into a ſhade: 


Take hced. left fortune change the ſcene : 
Some of A. y brethren | remember, 
In June have mighty princes been, 
But beyg'd their bread before December, 
MORAL». 
This precious offspring of a t—d 
Is firſt a pimp, and then a lord; 
Amd ſitious to be great, not good, 
Forgets his own dear fleſh and blood. 
Blind Goddeſs who delight'ſt in joke, 
O un him on thy loweſt ſpoke; 


| 


| 


. 
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And ſince the ſcoundrel is ſo vain, 
Reduce him to his flth. again. 


FABLE IV. 
Tur Wore, Tur Fox, Ap Tur Art. 
« Clodius accuſat Me:chos, Catilina Cethegum.“ 
Joy. 


HF. wolf impeach'd the fox of theft, 
The fox the charge deny'd, 

To the grave ape the (ale was left, 

In Juſtice to decide. 
Wiſe pug with com:1y buttocks ſate, 

And nodded oer the laws, 
iſtinguiſh'd well threugh the debate, 

And thus adjudg'd the cauſe : 


The goods are ſtole, but not from thee, 

Two pickled roads well met, 
Thou ſhalt be hang'd for perjury, 

He for an errant cheat. 

mona. 

Hang both, judicious brute, twas bravely ſaid, 
May villains always to their ruin plcad ! 
When Enaves fail out, and ſpiteſully accuſe, 


| There's nothing like the reconciling nooſe. 


O hemp! the nobleſt gift propitious heaven 

To mortals with a bounteous hand has given, 
To ſtop malicious breath, to end debate, 

To prop the ſhaking throne, and purge the ſtate. 


FABLE V. 


Tur Doc anDd Tue Brax. 


« —Dclirant reges, f lectuntur Achivi, 
« Seditione, dolis, ſcelere, atque libidine & iri 
Iliacus intra muros, peccatur, & extra.“ Hon. 
Yay np of right,Hockleian ſire, 

A dog of mettle and of fire, 
With Urfin grim, an errant bear, 
Maintain'd a long and dubious war: 
Cf: Urſin on his hack was toſt, 
And Towſer many a collop loſt ; 
Canricious Fortune would declare, 
Now for the dog, then lor the bear. 
Thus having try d their c-wurape fairly, 
Brave Uritn firſt defir'd a parly; 
Stout combatant {quoth he) whoſe might 
Pve felt in many a bicody ſight, 
Tell me the cauſe of a.l this pother, 
And why we worry one another ? 
That's a moct point, the cur reply'd, 
Our maſters only can decide. 
While thee and | our hearts blood ſpill, 
They prudently their pockets ſill; 
Halloo us on with all their might, 
Jo turn a penny by the üght. 
If that's the caſe, return d the bear, 
Tis time at laſt to end the war; 
Thou keep thy tecth, and I my claws, 
To combat in a nabler cauſe ; 


| Sleep in a whole ſkin, I advile, 


And let them bleed, who gain the prize, 


MOKAL. 


Parties enrag'd on one another fall, 


The butcher and the bear-ward pocket all. 
| F 
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FABLE VI. 


The WouxnDtD MAN, and the Swarm of Frits. 
E malis minimum“ 
any” with wounds, and many a gaping 
ore, 
A wretched Lazar lay diſtreſe'd; 
A ſwarm of flies his bleeding ulcers tore, 
And on his putrid carcaſs feaſt. 
A courteous traveller, who paſs'd ti at way, 
And ſaw the vile Harpeian brood, | 
Oſſer d his help the monſtrous crew to ſlay, 
That rioted on human blood. 
Ah ! gentle Sir, th' unhappy wretch reply'd, 
Your well- meant charity refrain; 
The angry Gods Lave that redreis deny'd, 
Your goodneſs would iucrcaſe my pain. 
Fat, and full-fed, and with abundance cloy'd, 
But now and then theſc tyrants feed ; 
But were, alas this pamper'd brood deſtroy d, 
The lean and hungry would ſuccced. 
MORAL, 
The body politic muſt ſoon decay, 
When ſwarms of inſe cts on its vitals prey; 
When blood - ſuckers of ſtate, a greedy brood, 
Feaſt on our wounds, and fatten with our blood. 
What muſt we do in this ſevere diſtreſs? 
Come, doctor, give the patient ſome redreſs: 
The quacks in politicks a change adviſe, 
But cooler counſels ſhould direct the wiſe. 
Tis hard indeed; but better this, than worſe; 
Miſtaken bleſſ ugs prove the greateſt curſe. 
Alas! what would our bleeding country gain, 
If, when this viperous brocd at laſt is ain, 
The teeming Hydra pollulates again; 
Scizes the prey wich more voracious bite, 
To ſatisfy his hungry appctite ? 


FABLE VII. 


Tuz Worr AN Tut DoG. 


« Huncego per Syrtes, Libyzque extrema trium- 
phum 


« Ducere maluerim, quam ter capitolia curru 
cScandere Pompeii, quam frangere colla Jugur- 
the *? Luc. 

A Prowling wolf that ſcour'd the plains, 
To eaſe his hunger's griping pains ; 

Ragged as courtier in diſgrace, 

Hide-bound, and lean, and out of caſe; 

By chance a well-f:d dog eſpy'd, 

And being kin, and near ally'd, 

He civilly ſalutes the cur, 

How do you, cuz? Your ſervant, fir ! 

O happy fricnd ! how gay thy mien 

How plump thy ſides, how fleck thy ſkin! 

Triumphant plenty mi es all o'er, 

And the fat melts at every pure 

While I, alas! decay'd and old, 

With hunger pin d, and ſtiff with cold, 

With many a howl, and hideous gcan, 

Tell the relentleſs woods my moan. 

Pr'ythee, my happy friend! impart 

Thy wondrous, cunning, thriving art. 

Why, faith, I' tell thee 28 a friend, 

But fiſt thy evi, marners mend; 


| © Acres procurrunt, magnum ſpc&acutum uter - 


(But ia what chapter, page, or hue, 


| Had found an cyicr in their way. 


Be complaiſant, obliging, kind, 

And leave the wolf for once behind. 

The wolf, whoſe mouth began to water, 

With joy and rapture gallop'd after, 

When thus the dog: At bed and 

1 ſhare the plenty of my lord; 

From every gueſt | claim a ſce, 

Who court my lord by bribing me: 

In mirth 1 revel all the day, 

And many a game at romps | play: 

| ſ-tch and carry, leap o'cr ſticks, 

And twenty ſuch diverting tricks. 

'Tis pretty, \.ith, the wolf rep'y'd, 

And on his neck the collar ſpy d: 

He ſtarts, and without more ado 

He bids the abje& wre:tch adicu: 

Enjoy your dainties, friend ; to me 

The nobleſt ſcaſt is liberty. 

The famiſh'd wolf upon theſe deſart plains, 

ls happier than a ſawning cur in chains. 

MORAL. 

T hus brave'y ſpoke the nurſe of ancient Rome, 

Thus the ſta v d Swiſs and hungry Griſons roam 

On barren hiils, clad with eternal ſnow, 

And jock with ſcorn on the prin ſlaves below. 

Thus Cato ſcap'd by death the tyrant's chains, 

And wa'ks unſhac kled in th' Elyſian plains. 

Thus, Britons, thus, your great furcfathers ſtood 

For liberty, and ſought in ſcas of blood. 

To barren rocks, and gloomy woods confin'd, 

Their virtues by neceſſity reſin d. 

Nor cold, nor want, nor death, could ſhake their 
ſteady mind. 

No ſaucy Druid then durſt cry aloud, 

And with his laviſh cant debauch the crowd; 

No paſlive legions in a ſcoundre!'s cauſe 

Pillage a city, and afiront the laws. 

The ſtate was quiet, happy, and ſerene, 

For Boadicea was the Briton's queen; 

Her ſubjeRs th-ir juſt libertics maintain'd, 

And in her peoples hearts the happy monarch 
reigu'd. 


FABLE VIIL 
Tur Orsr EW — 


G In} 


— 


— 


que.” Ho. 
WO comrades, as grave authors ſay, ? 


Ye criticks, if ye plraſe, define) 


Conteſt and ſou! debate arole, 

Both view'd at ounce: with greedy eyes, 
Both challeng'd the delicious prize, 
And high words ſoou iht, d ty blows, 

Actions on actions hence ſucceed, 

Fach hero's ob!) inately ſtout, 

Green bays and parctunents fly about, 
Plcadings are drawn, and counſel ſec d. 
The par ſon of the place, good man! 

Whoſe kind and charitable heart 

In human iils fill bere a part, 

Thrice ſhook his head, aud thus began. 
NcighLours 


-_ ew. 


Neighbours and friends, refer to me 
This doughty matter in diſpute, 
I'll ſoon decide th important ſuit, 
And finiſh all without a fee. 
Give me the oyſters then tis well 
He opens it, and at one ſup 
Guips the conteſted trifle up, 
And ſmiling gives to each a ſhell, 
Henceforth let fooliſh difcord ceaſe, 
Your oyſter's good as cer was cat; 
I thank you for my dainty treat, 
God bleſs you both, and hve in peace. 
MORAL. 
Ye men of Norſolk and of Wales, 
From this learn common ſenſe ; 
Nor thruſt your neighbours into gaols, 
For every flight offence. 
Baniſh thoſe vermin of dcbate, 
That on your ſubſtance feed; 
The knaves, who now are ſcrv'd in plate, 
Would ſtarve, if fools agreed. 


FABLE IX. 


Tur Surtrr adp THE Bus. 

& Ltus ſorte tuà vives ſapientẽr. 

Surzr, well-mcaning brute ! one morn 

Retir'd beneath a ſpreading thorn, 

A praling ſtorm to ſhun ; 
Eſcap'd indeed both rain and wind, 
But left, alas! his flerce behind: 

Was it not wiſcly done ? 

N ORAL. 
Beneath the blaſt while pliant oſiers bend, 
The ſtubborn oak each ſurious wind ſhall rend; 
Piſcreetly yicld, and patiently cudure, 
Such common evils as admit no cure. 
Theſe Fare ordains, and Heaven's high will hath 
ſent : 

In huml, le littleneſs ſubmit content. 
But thoſc thy follySrings, in time prevent. 


FABLE X. 


Tue Fuod's Cunice. 


Na wild ſtate of nature, long 
The ſrogs at random ld, 
The weak a prey unto the ſtrong. 
V ith anarchy oppreſs'd and griev'd. 
At length the lawleſs rout, 
Taught by their ſufferings, grew devout : 
An <cmbaſiy to Jove they ſent. 
And begg'd his highneſs would beſtow 
Some ſettled ſorm of government, 
A king to rule th. fens below. 
Jove, ſmiling, grants their odd requeſt, 
A king th' indulgent power beſtow'd, 
Such as migl:t fuit their genius beſt ) 
beam of a prodigious ſize, 
With all its cumbrous load, 
Came tumbling from the ſkies. 
The waters daſh againf the ſhore, 
The hollow cuverus roar ; 
The rocks return the dteadſul ſound, 
Cunvulliuns ſhake the ground. 


Hor. 


) 


) 


SOMERVILE'zs POEMS. 


The multitude with horror ſed, 

And in his oozy bed 
Each ſkulking coward hid his bead. 

When all is now grown calm again, 

And ſmoothly glides the liquid plain, 

A frog more reſolute and bold. 

Pceping with caution from his hold ; 

Recover'd from his firſt ſurprize, 

As o'er the wave his head he popt, 

He ſaw—but ſcarce b-liev'd his eyes, 

On the ſame bank wh re firſt he dropt, 

Th' imperial lubber lies, 

Stretch'd at his caſe. carclefs, content: 

Is this the monarch Jove has ſent, 

(Said he} our warlike troops to lead ? 

Ay! 'tis a glorious prince indeed ! 

By ſuch an active gercrat led, 

The routed mice our arms ſhall dread, 

Subdued ſhall quit their claim: 
Old Homer ſhell recant his lays, 
For us new trovhics raiſe, 
Sing our victorious arms, and juſtify our fame. 
Then laughing impudently loud, 

He ſoon alarm'd the daſtard crowd. 

1 he croaking nations with contempt 

Behold the worthleſs indolent, 

On wings of winds, ſwift ſcandal flies, 

Libels, fJampoo:s, and lies, 

Hoarle treaſous, tuneleſs blaſphemies. 
With aQive leap at laſt upon his back they ſtride, 
And on the roy al logzerhead in triumph ride. 

Once more to Jove their prayers addreſt, 

And once more Juve grants their requeſt: 

A ſtork he ſend of monſtrous ſize, 

Red lightning fl.ſhing in his eyes; 

Rul'd by no block, as heretofore, 
7 he gazing crewds prets'd to his court; 
Admire his ſtately mien, his haughty pert, 
And only not adore. 
Addr: ſſes of congratulation, 
Sent from each loyal corporation, 
Full-freiy ht with truch and ſenſe, 
F:.hauſted all ther eloquence. 


But now, alas! *twas night; kings muſt have meat3 
The Grand Vizier firſt goes to the pot, 
't hree Baſſas next, happy their lot! 
Gain d Paradiic by bein cat | 
And this, 1aid he, and this is mine, 
And this, by right divine: 
In ſhort, twas all for public weal, 
He ſwailuw'd half a nation at a meal. 
Again they deg Almighty Jove, 
- This crue] tyrant to remove. 
With ficrce reſentnicnt in his eyes, 
The frowning Thun.icr-r replies; 
Thoſc evils which youilclves create, 
Raſh fouls! ye nov; repent too laie ; 
Mad. wretched by the public voice, 
Not through neccllity, but choice. 
Be gone !— Nor wreit irom Heaven ſome heavier 
cu: ic, 
Better bear this, this ftork, than worſe. 
MORAL 
Oppreſs'd with haprin-1s, and fick with eaſe, 
Not Heaven iticit cur fickle minds can plcaſe- 
F 
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Fondly we wiſh, cloy'd with celeſtial fore, 

The lecks arid onions which we loath'd be ore: 
Still roving Pi defiring, never plead, 

With plenty ſtarv d, and coin with health. liſeas d. 
With partial eyes each preſent gt wo view, 
Nor covet what is beſt, but what is n-w. 

ve powers above, who make mankind your care, 
To bleſs the ſupplicant, rejcct hi- prayer. 


FABLE XL 
Lis RT aud Love, or the Two Srakkows. 
4. — Dos ct uroria, lites. Ovid. 
A Srarrow and his mate 
(Believe we, gentle Kate) 
Once lov'd like 1 and vou; 
With mutu+l ardovr jom d, 
No turties cer ſo kind 
do conſtant, and ſo true. 


They hopp'd from tpray to ſpray, 
They bild, they chirp'd ail day, 
They cuddled cloſc il tupht; 
To bliſs they wak'd each morn, 

In every*buſh and thorn, 
Gay ſcenes of new delight. 


At length the fowler came, 
(The knave was much to blame) 

And this dear pair trepann'd: 
Both in one cage counfi..'d. 

Why, faith and troth. twas kind; 
Nay, hold—that muſt be icann'd. 
Fair liberty thus gone, 

And onc coop'd up with one, 

'Twas aukward, new, and ſtrange ; 
For better and for worſe, 

O diſmal, fatal curſc ! 

No more abroad to range. 
No carols now they ſing, 
Each droops its little wing, 

And mourns its cruel fate : 
Ciouds on each brow appear, 
My honey, and my dear, 

ls now quite out of date. 

They pine, lament, and moan, 
Twould melt an heart of ſtone, 
To hear their ſad complaint : 

Nor he ſupply'd her wants, 
Nor ſhe reſrain'd from taunts, 

That might provoke a ſaint. 
Hard words improve to blows, 

For now, grown mortal foes, 

They peck, they ſcratch, they ſcream : 
The cage lics on the floor, 5 
The wires are ſtain'd with gore, 

It ſwells into a ſtream. 


Dear Kitty, would you know 
The cauſe of all this woe, 

It is not hard to guels; 
Whatever does conl!rain, 
Turns pleaſure into paiu, 

"Tis choice alone can bleſs, 
When both no more are free, 
Inũ pid 1 muſt be, | 

Ver. V. 
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Ard yon loſe all your charms; 

My imother'd paſſion di:s, 

ind even your bright epes, 
Noceflity diſarms. 

hen let us love, my fair, 

| Bur unconfrrain'd as air, 

| Each join a willing heart; 

| Let free-born ſouls diſdain 


| To Wwenr @ rvratit's chin, 


And ct a nobler part. 


FABLE XII. 


Tur Two SPRINGS. 


« — Errat longè me? quidem ſontenti? 
ui imperium credat gravins eiſe aut ſtabiſĩus 
Vi quod fit. quàm illud quod amicitid adjunoitur.“ 
Ten. 
Wo ſiſter ſprings, from the ſame parent ll, 
Born on the tame provitious day, 
Ttkrourh the cleft rock Hi! 
Ado the r-verend mountain”. fide, 
Through groves of myrtle gl: lc, 
Or through the violet beds o':1;quely fray. 
The laurel, each proud victor's crow: 
| From them receives her high rawwwan, 
From them the curliug vine 
Her cluſters big with racy wine, 
To them ker oil the peaceful olive owes, 
And her v-rmilion bluſh the roſe. 
The gracious ſtreams in ſmooth meanders flow, 
| To every thirſty root diſpenſe 
Their Eindly conbing influence, 
And Paradiſe adorns the mountain's brow. 
But oh! the ſad effect of pride! 
Theſc happy twins at laſt divide. 
« Siſter (exclaims th* ambitious ſpring) 
« What profic do theſe labours bring ? 
% Away to give, and never to enjoy, 
« A fruitleſs and a mean employ ! 
Stay here inglorious if you pleaſe, 
And loiter out a life of indolence and enſe : 
« Go, humble drudge, each thiſtle rear, 
* And nurſe each thrub, your daily care. 
While, pouring down from this my lofty wurce, 
« [deluge all the plain, 
No cams ſhall ſtop my courſe, 
„And rocks oppoſe in vain. 
| „See where my foaming billows flow, 
© Above the hills my waves aſpire, 
The ſhepherds and their flocks retire, 


|< And SE go in ſigu of homage 
W. 


« To me each tributary ſpring 

« Its ſupplemental ftores ſhall bring, 

© With me the rivers ſhall unite, 

The lakes beneath my banners fighr, 

Till the proud Danube and the Rhine 

Shall own their tame eclipe'd by mine; 
Both Gods and men tha!ldread my watcry ſway, 
Nor cheſe i= cities ſafe, nur in ih i temples the. 

Away the haughty boaſter fle 

Scarce bade her ſiſt er ſtream a cool adien, 
Her waves grow turbulent and old, 
Not geny murmuting as of old, 
* 
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A Dat 


But roughly daſh againſt the ſhore, 

And toſs their ſpumy heads, and proudly roar. 
The careful farmer with ſurprize, 
Sees the tumultous torrent riſe ; 

With buſy looks the ruſtic band appear, 


To guard their growing hopes, the promiſe of the 
year. 
All hands unite, with dams they bound 


The raſh rebellious ſtrezm around; 
In vain ſhe foams, in vain ſhe raves, 
In vain ſtc curls her ſeeble waves, 
Beſieg'd at laſt on every fide, 
Her ſource exhauſted and her channel dry'd, 
(Fvch i the fate of i ence and pride!) 
A ſhallow pond ſhe ſtands confin'd, 
The refuge of the croaking kind. 
Ruſhes and ſags, an inbred foe, 
Ct oak up the muddy pool below ; 
The tyrant ſun on high 
Exact his uſual ſubſidy ; 
And the poor pittance that remains, 
Each gaping cranny drains. 
Too late the fool repents her haughty boaſt, 
A nameleſs nothing, in oblivion loſt. 
Her ſiſter ſpring, benevolent and kind, 
With joy ſees all around her bleſt, 
The good ſhe docs, into her generous mind 
Returns again with intereſt 
The farmer oft invokes her aid 
When Sirius nips the tender blade ; 
Her ſtreams a 1 bring, 
Gay plenty decks the fields, and a perpetual ſpring. 
Wheree er the gardener ſmooths her caſy way, 
Her ductile ſtreams obey. 
Courteous ſhe viſits every bed, 
Narciſſus rears his drooping head, 
By her diĩſſuſi ve bounty fed. 
Reviv'd from her indulgent urn, 
Sad Hyacinth forgets to momn, 
Rich in the bleſſings ſhe beſtows, 
All nature ſmiles wheree'er ſhe flows. 
Enamour'd v ith a nymph ſo fair, 
See where the river gods 
A nymph ſo eminently good, 
The joy of all the neighbourhood; 
"They claſp her in their liquid arms, 
And riots in th* abundance of her charms. 
Like old lyheus foud, their wanion ſtreams they 
join'd, : 
Like Arethuſa ſhe. as loving, and os kind. 
Now ſwell'd into a mighty floud, 
Hir channel deep and wide, 
Still ſhe perſiſts in doing good, 
Her bounty flows with every tide. 
A thouſ-nd rivulets in her train 
With fertile waves enrich the plain : 
The ſcaly herd, a numerous throng, 
Beneath her ſilver billows glide along, 
Whoſe {:ill increaſing ſhoals ſupp!y 
The- man's wants, the great ouc's luxury: 
Here all the fcather'd troops retreat, 
Securely ply their oary feer, 
Upon her floating herbage gaze, 
And with their tuneful notes reſound her praiſe. 
Here flocks and herds in ſafcty feed, 
Aud fatten in each flowery mcad : 


| 
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| 


No beaſts of appear 
The watchful ſhepherd + begulle, 
No monſters of the deep inhabit here, 
Nor the voracious ſhark, nor wily crocodile ; 
But Delia and her nymphs, chaſte ſylvan queen, 
By mortals prying eyes un 
Bathe in her flood, and ſport upon her borders 


green. 
Here merchants, careful of their ſtore, 
By angry billows toſt. 
Anchor ſecure beneath her ſhore, 
And bleſs the friendly coaſt. 
Soon mighty fleets in all their pride 
Triumphant on her ſurface ride: 
The buſy trader on her banks appears, 
An hundred diffcrent tongues tte hears. 
At laſt, with wonder and ſurprize, 
She ſees a ſtately city riſe; 
With joy the happy flood admires 


Now grown a port of high renown, 
The treaſure #4 the — her own, 
Both Indies with their precious ſtores, 
Pay yearly tribute to her ſhores. 
Honour d by all, a rich, well-peopled ſtream, 
Nor father Thames himſelf of more eſteem. 


MORAL. 


of kings if rightly underſtood) 


{The power 
is but a grant from heaven of doing good; 


Proud tyrants, who maliciouſly deſtroy, 

And ride o'er ruins with malignant joy; 
Humbled in duſt, ſoon to their coſt ſhall know 
Heaven our avenger, and mankind their foe ; 
V hile gracious monarchs reap the good theyſow: 
Blefling, arebleſs'd; farſpreads their juſtrenown, 


| Conſenting nations their dominiou own, 


And joyful happy crowds ſupport their throne. 

In vain the powers of earth and hell combine, 
Each guardian angel ſhall protect that line, 
M ho by their virtues prove their right divine. 


FABLE XIII. 


Tur Baird BaTCutLok : 


Being a Paraphraſe upon the Second Fable in the 


Second Book of Phædrus. 
«* Frigidus in Venerem ſenior, fruſtraque laborem 


{ © Ingratum trahit : & fi quando at prælia ventum 


eſt, 

& Ut quondam in ſtipulis magnus fine viribus ignis, 
«+ Incaſſum furit. Ergo animos zvumque notabis 
«* Precipue.” — Vin d. Georg. lib. iii. 

BaTcatLor, who, paſt his prime, 
Had ſcour'd the ſtreets, had whor'd, got drunk, 
Had fought his man, and kept his punk : 
as ſometimes rich, but oftener poor, 


With carly duns about his door ; 
I. ing 


_— 


1 
1 
( 
| 
1 
k 
; 
( 
1 
] 
{ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


ifs 


SOMERVILE's POEMS. 


Being a little off his mettle, 

Thought it convenient now to ſettle : 
Grew wondrous wiſe at forty-five, 
Reſolving to be grave, and thrive. 


By chance he caſt his roguiſh eye 
Upon a dame who liv'd hard by; 

A widow debonair and gay, 

october in the dreſs of May; 

Artful to lay both red and white, 
Skill'd in repairs, and even in ſpight 
Of time and wrinkles, kept all tight. 
But he, whoſe heart was apt to rove, 
An arrant wanderer in love; 

Beſides this widow, had Miſs Kitty, 
Juicy and young, exceeding witty ; 
On her he thought, ſcrious or gay, 
His dream by night, his toaſt by day; 
He thought, but not on her alone, 
For who would be confin'd to one ? 


Between them both ſtrange work he made ; 


Gave this a ball or maſquerade ; 
With that at ſerious ombre play's : 
The ſelf-ſame compliments he ſpoke, 


The ſelf-ſame oaths he ſwore, he broke; 


Alternately on each beſtows 

Frail promiſes and ſhort-liv'd vows. 
Variety ! kind ſource of joy, 

Without whoſe aid all pleaſures cloy ; 
Without thee, who would ever prove 
The painful drudgeries of love ? 

Wi hout thee, what indul cut wight 
Would read what we in garrets write ? 
But. not to make my tale perplex d, 
And keep more cloſely to my text; 

'Tis fit the courteous reader know 
This middle-aged man had been a beau. 
But, above all, his head of hair 

Had been his ercat pecu iar care; 

To which his ſerious hours he lent, 
Nor deem d the precious time miſpent. 
*I'was long, and curling, and jet black, 
Hung to the middle of his back ; 

Black, did I ſay? Ay, once twas ſo, 
But cruel time had ſmok'd the beau, 


And powder d o'er his head with ſnow. 


As an old horſe that had been hard rid, 
Or from his maſter's coach diſcarded, 
Forc'd in a tumbril to go filler, 

Or load for ſome poor rogue a miller; 
On his grave noddle, o'er his cycs, 
Black hair and white promiſcuous riſe ; 
Which chequer o'er his reverend pate, 
And prove the keſſel more ſedate : 

So with this worthy Iquire it far'd, 
Yet he nor time nor labour ſpar'd, 
But, with exceſlive coſt and pains, 

Still made the beſt of his remains. 
Each uight beneath his cap he furl'd it, 
Each morn in modiſh ringlets curl'd it; 
Now made his comely treſfes ſhine, 
With orange butter, jeſſamine : 

Then with ſweet powder and perfumes 
He purify'd his upper rooms. 

So when a jockey brings 2 mare, 

Ox horſe, or geiding, to a fair, 
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Though he be ſpa vin d, old, and blind, 
With ſounder d tect, and broke: wind; 
Yet, if he's maſter of his trade, 

He'll curry well, and trim the ja ſe, 

To make the cheat go glibly down, 

And bubble ſome unwary clown. 

hat woman made of fleſh and blood, 
So ſweet a gallant cer withſtood ? 

They melt, they yield, both, both are ſmitten, 
The good old puſs, ard the young kitteu; 
And, being now familiar grown, 

Each look'd upon him as her own ; 

No longer talk'd of dcar, or honey, 
But of plain downright matrimony. 

At that dread word his worſhip ſtarted, 
And was (we may ſuppoſe, faint-hearted ; 
Yet, being reſolv'd to change his tate, 
Winks both his eyes, and truſts to fate. 
But now new doubts and ſcruples rife, 
To plague him with perplexities ; 

He knew not which, alas! to chaſe, 
This he muſt take, and that refuſe. 

As when ſome idle count y lad 

Swings on a gate, his wooden pad; 

To right, to left, he ſpurs away, 

But neither here nor there can ſtay ; 
Till, by the catch ſurpriz'd, the lout 
His journey ends, where he ſet out 
Even ſo this dubious lover ftray'd, 
Between the widow and the maid; 
And, after ſwinging to and fro, 

Was juſt in equilibrio. 

Yet (till a lover's warmth he ſhows, 
And makes his viſits and his bows; 
Dometltic grown, both here and there, 
Nor Pug, nor Shock, were half ſo dear: 
With bread aud buttcr, and with tea, 
And madam's toilet, Who but he? 
There fix'd a patch, or broke a comb; 
At night, the widow's drawing-rcom. 
O ſweet viciſſitude of love ! 

Who would covet heaven above. 5 


Were nien b.t thus allowed to rove ? 


Eut, alas! ſome curs d event, 


Some unexpected accident, 


Humbles our pride, and ſhews the odds 

Between frail mortals and the guds: 

This by the ſequel will appear 

A truth molt evident and clear. 

As on the widow's panting breaſt 

He laid his pcaccful head to reh, 

Dreaming of pleaſures yet in ſtore, 

And joys he ne er had ſelt beſore; 

His grizly locks appear diſplay'd, 

In all their pomp of light and ſhade. 

Alas! my future ſpouſe, faid fie, 

What do mine eyes aſtoniſh'd fcc ? 

Marriage demands equality. 

W hat will malicious neighhours ſay, 

Should 1, a widow young and gay, 

Marry a nan both old and grey. ? 

Thoſe hideous hairs !—with that a tear 

Did in cach cryſtal luce appear; 

She ferch'd a deep fign from her heart, 

As who ſhyuld ſay, BR fricuds mutt pa- t! 
Aa 2 1 
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Then mus da while; there is but one, 
Put this expedient left alone, 

To ſave that dear head from diſgrace ; 
Here, Jenny, fetch my tweaſer-caſe. 

To work then went the treacherous fair, 
And grubb'd up here and there a har : 
But, as ſhe meant not to renew 

His charms, but ſet her own to view; 
And by this foil more bright appear, 

In youthful diovm when he was ncar, 
he cunning gipſy nipt away 

The black, but lily left the grey. 

O Dalilah | perfidio:'s fair 

O ſex ingenious to enſnare 

How faithleſs all your doing: are 

Whom nature ſor:m'd your lord, your guide, 
You his precarious power deride, 

Too! of your vanity and pride. 

The ſquire, who thus deceiv d, ne'er dreamt 
What the deceitful traitreſs meant; 
Thrice kiſs'd her hand and then retir'd, 
With more exalted thoughts inſpir d. 

To his ſair lilly next r. p. irs. 

With ſtately port, and youthful airs. 
Lord | fir— ſad ſhe) you're mighty gay, 
But | mu"? cl you by the way, 
That no brood gooſe was e er ſo grey. 
Here, let this hand eradicate 

Thoſe foul diſhonours of your pate, 

For ſhe, por thing whoſe virgin heart, 
Unſkill'd in every female art, 

Iu pure ſimplicity believ d 

His youth might this way be retriv'd; 

At leaſt his age diſguis'd, and ſhe, 

From ſpightſul prudes, and cenſure free; 
With earneſt diligence and care, 

Grubb'd by the roots each grizzled hair; 
Some few b'ack hairs ſhe left behind, 

Nut not one of the ſilver kind. 

But when ſhe ſaw what work ſhe'd made, 
His bald broad front, without a ſhade, 
And all his hatchet face diſplay d, 

With ſcarce fix hairs upon a fide, 

His large out-ſpreading luggs to hide; 

She leavgh'd, ſhe ſcream'd; and Nan and Beſs, 
In concert laugh'd, and ſcream'd no leſs. 
Home ſkulk'd the ſquire, and hid his face, 
Sore ſmitten with the foul diſgrace : 
Softly he knock'd, but truſty John, 

Who knew his hour was twelve, or one, 
Rubb'd both his eyes. and yawn'd, and ſwore, 
And quickly blunder'd to the door. 

But ſtarting back at this diſaſter, 

Void that old Nick had hagg'd his maſter : 
Ihe landlady, in fore affright, 

Fell into fits, and ſwoon'd out-right : 

The neighbourhood was rais'd, and call'd, 
The maids miſcarry'd, children bawl'd, 
The cur, whom oft his bounty fed, 

With many a ſcrap and bit of bread ; 
Now own'd him not, but in the throng 

© rowl'd at him as he ſneak'd along. 

To bed he went, tis true, but not 

Or c!-s'd his cyes, or flopt one jot ; 

Not N ſus was in ſuch deſpair, 

Spoil d of his king dom aud his hair; 
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Not ev'n Belinda made ſuch moan, 

When her dear favourite lock was gone. 
He fum'd, he rav d. he curs'd amain, 
And his paſt life ran o'er a. ain; 

Damn'd every ſemale bite to Tyburn, 
From mother Eve. to mother Wyburn, 
Each youthſul vunity abjur d. 

Whorcs, box and dice, and claps ill-cur'd : 
| and, having lo by female art 

This darling idol of his heart, 

Thoſe precious locks, that might out- vie 
The trim-curi'd God who lights he ſky; 
Reſoiv'd to grow devout and wilſc, 

Or what's aimoſt the ſame—preciſe ; 
Canted, and whin d, and talk'd moſt odly, 
Was very flovcniy nnd ody 

{ For noching makes dev, ion keen, 

Like dilappoustment and chain 

In fine, he ſet his houſe in order, 

And pioully put on a order. 


MV RAL. 


To yon, gay ſparks, who waſte your youthful prime, 
Old Alop ſen ,s this monitoy royme 

Leave, leave, fer ſham« yur true at Sher hall, 
And marry in good tirac, or tut! at all 

Of all the monſters Smuthficis croonld ſhow, 
Vary none fo hidcous as a batier' beau. 


ruſt not the noon of life, but take the morn ; 
Will Huneycomh is every ſentale's ſcorn. 
Let him be rich, high-born, book-learn'd and 
wiſe, 
woman's eyes, 


| Tis back, and brawn, and ſinc w, wins the prize. 


FAB LE IV. 


Tur ForxTUuNE - HUNTER. 


Fortuna ſæ vo leta negotio, & 
* Ludum inſolentem ludere pertinax 
« Tranſmutat incertos honores.” Hon. 


CANTO l. 


SOME authors, more abſtruſe than wiſe, 
8 Friendſhip confine to ſtricter tics, 
Require exact contormuty, 

In perſon, age, and quality ; 

heir humours, principles, and wit, 


| Muſt, like exchequer tailies, hit. 


Others, leſs ſcrupulous, opine 

That hands and hearts in love may join, 
Though different inclinarions ſway, 

For Nature's more in fault than they. 
Whoe'er would fift this point more fully, 


| May read St. Evremond and Tully; 


With me the doctrine ſhall prevail 
That's & propos to form my talc. 


Two brethren (whether twins or no 
Imports not very much to know ) 
Together bred ; as fam'd their love 
As Leda's brats begot by Jove: 
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As various too their tempers were; 

That briſk aud trolick, debouair; 

This more conſiderate and ſevere. 

While Bob, with di igence would pore 

And con by heart his Lartle door, 

Frank play'd at romps with John the groom, 

Or ſwitch 'd his bobby round the room. 

The ſtriplinge now tho bulky grown, 

To make dirt-pics, and lounge at home, 

With aching hearts to ſchool are ſent, 

Their humeurs ill of various bent: 

The fileut, f rious, ſolid boy, 

Came on pace, wis daddy's joy, 

Couſttued. and pars'd, and faid his part, 

And gat , all by heart. 

While Franky, that unlucky rogue, 

Fell in with every whim in vogue, 

Valuzd not Lill; of a ftraw, 

A rook at chuck, a dab at taw. 

His bum was often bruſh'd you'll ſay, 

Tis true now twice, then thrice a day: 

So leeches at the breech are fed, 

To cure vertigos in the head. 

But, by your leave, good doctor Friend, 

Let me this maxim recommend; 

„A genius can't be forc'd;”” nor can 

You make an ape an alderman : 

The patch-work doublet well may ſuic, 

But how would furs become the brute ? 

In ſbort, the caſe is very plain, 

When maggots once arc in che brain, 

Whole loads of birch are ſpent in vain. 
Now to purſue this hopeful pair 

To Oxford, and the Lord knows where, 

V ould take more ink than I can ſpare. 

Nor ſhall I here minutely ſcore 

The volumes Bob turn'd o'er and o'er, 

The laundreſſes turn'd up by Frank, 

With many a ſtrange diverting prank ; 

*Twould jade my Muſe, though bettcr fed, 

And kept in body-cloaths and bread, 
When briſtles on each chin began 

To ſprout, the promiſe of a man, 

The good old gentleman expit d, 

And decently to Heaven retir'd : 

Thebrethren, at their country leat, 

Enjoy'd a pleaſant, ſnug retreat; 

1 hcir cellars and their barns well ſtor'd, 

And plenty ſmnaking on their board: 

Ale aud tobacco for the vicar, 

For gentry lometimes better liquor. 

Judicious Bob had read all o'er 

Each weighty ſtay'd phiioſopher, 

And therefore rightly underitood 

The real from th' apparent good; 

Subſtantial blits, intrinſic joys, 

From buſtie, vanity, and noiſe ; 

Could his own happineſs create, 

And bring his mind to his eſtate : 

Liv'd in the fame calm, ealy round, 

His judgment clear, his body ſound ; 

Good humour, probity, and ſenſe, 

Repaid with peace and incolence : 

While rakiih Frank, whuſe active ſoul 

No bounds, uo principle cout. ol, 


| 
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Flies o'er the world where pleaſure calls, 
To races. maſquerades, and bails ; 

At random roves, now here now there, 
Drinks with the gay. and toaſts the fair. 
As when the ſull-fed refty ſteed 

Breaks from his groom, he flies with ſpeed; 
His high-arch'd neck he proudly rears, 
Upon his back his tail he bears, 

His main upon his ſhoulders curls, 

O'er every precipice he whurls, 

He plunpes in the cooling ties, 

He laves his ſhining pamper d ſides, 

He fſauffs the females on the plain, 

And to tis joy he ſprings ama'n, 

To this, to that, umpetuou: flies, 


| Nor can the ſtud his tuſt tuftce ; 


Till nature flags, his vigour ipent, 
With drooping tail, and nerve unbent, 
The humble beaſt rerurns conteut, 
Waits tamely at the ſtable door, 

As tradable as cer before. 

This was exactly Franky's caſe ; 

When blood ian high he liv'd apace ; 
But pockets drain*d, and every vein, 
Look'd filly, and came home again. 

At length extravagance and vice, 
Whoring and drinking, box and dice, 
Sunk his exchequ:r ; cares intrude, 
And duns yrew troublcſome and rude. 
hat meaſures ſhall poor Franky take 
To manage wiſely the laſt ſtake, 

With lome few pieces in his purſe, 

And half a dozen brats at nurſe ? 

Penſi ve he walk' d, lay long a-bed, 
Now bit his nails, then ſcratch'd his head, 
At laſt reſolv'd : Refolv'd! cu what ? 
There 's not a penny to be got; 

1 he queſtion now remains alone, 

V hether tis beſt to hang or drown. 
Thank you for that, good friendly devil! 
You 're very courteous, very civil ; 
Other expedients may be try'd, 

i he man is young, the world is wide, 
And, as judicious authors ſay. 

© Every do; ſhali have his day ;” 
What it we ramble for a while > 

Scek Fortune out, and court her ſmile, 
Act every part in life to win her, 

Firſt try the ſaint, and then the ſinner; 


F 


| Preſs boldly on; flightcd, purſuc; 


Repuls d, again the charge renew ; * 

Give her no reſt, attend, increat, 

And Rick at nothing to be greac. | 
Fir*d with theſe thoughts, the youth grew vain, 
Look'd on the country with ditdain ; 

V here Virtue's foo!s her laws obcy, 
And «Irean: a lazy liſc away; 

1 hivks poverty the ereatcſt ſin, 

And walks on thorns till he begin : 

Put tirſt befor* his brother laid 

The hopctul fcttene, and berg 'd his aid. 
Kind Bob was much ebaſh'd, to let 
His brother in extremity, 

Keduc'd to rags for want of thought, 
A beygar, and not worth a gioat, 


. 
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He griev'd full ſore, gave good advice, 
Quoted his authors grave and wiſe, 


All who with wholeſome morals treat us, 


Old Seneca and Epictetus. 

hat's my unhappy brother doing ? 
Whither rambling, whom purſuing 

An idle, tricking, giddy jade, 

A phantom, and a flceting ſhade ; 
Graſp'd in this coxcomb's arms a while, 
The falſe jilt fawns, then # fond ſmile ; 
On that ſhe leers, he like the ret 

Is ſoon a bubble and a jeſt ; 

But live with me, juſt to thyſelf, 

And ſcorn the bitch, and all her pelf; 
Fortune's ador'd by fools alone, 

The wiſe man always makes his own. 
But tis, alas! in vain t' apply 

Vine ſayings and philoſophy, 

Where a poor youth's o'crheated brain, 
Is ſold to intereſt and gain, 

And pride and fierce ambition reign. 
Bob found it ſo, nor did he ſtrive 
To work the nail that would not drive ; 
Content to do the beſt he could, 

And as became his brothcrhood, 

Gave him what money he could ſpare, 
And kindly — his old arrear, 

Bought him his equipage and cloaths, 
So thus ſupply'd away he goes, 

For London town he mounts, as gay 
As tailors on their wedding-day. 


Not many miles upon the road, 
A widow's ſtately manſion ſtood; 
What if dame Fortune ſhould be there ? 
(Said Frank) tis ten to one, I ſwear: 
I'll try to find her in the crowd, 
She loves the wealthy and the proud. 
Away he ſpurs, and at the door 
Stood gallant + entry many a ſcore, 
Penelope had never more. 
Here tortur'd cat>-gut ſqueals amain, 
Guittars in ſofter notes complain, 
And lutes revea.: the lover's pain. 
Frank, with a carclefſs, eaſy mcin, 
Sung her a ſong. and was let in. 
The reſt with envy burſt, to fee 
The ſtranger's odd ſelicity. 
Low bow'd the footman at the ſtairs, 
The gentleman at top appears: 
And is your lady, fir. at home ? 
Pray walk into the drawing-room. 
But here my Mule is too well bred, 
To prattle what was done or ſaid ; 
She lik'd the youth, his dreſs, his face, 
His calves, his back, and every grace: 
Supper was ſcrv'd, and down they fit, 
Aluch meat, good wine, and little wit. 


Ihe grace-cup drunk, or dance, or play; 


Frank choſe the laſt, was very gay, 
Had the good luck the board to ſtrip, 
And punted to her ladyſhip. 


The clock ſtrikes one, the gentry bow'd, 


Each to his cn apartment ſhow's ; 
But Zanky was in pitcous mood, 


Slept not a wink; he raves, he dies, 
Smit with her jointure and her eyes. 
Reſtleſs as in a lion's den, 

He ſprawl'd and kick'd about till ten : 
But, as he dreamt of future joys, 

His car was ſtarted with a noile, 

Six trumpets and a kettle-drum ; 

Up in a hurry flies the groom, 

Lord, fir! get dreſs'd, the colonel 's come: 
Your horſe is ready at the door, 

You may reach Uxbridge, fir, by four. 
Poor Franky muſt in haſte remove, 
With diſappointment vex'd. and love ; 
To dirt aba don'd, and deſpair, 

For lace and feather won the fair. 


Now for the town he jogs apace, 
With leaky boots and i face 
And, leaving Gon in his rear, 

Began to breathe ſulphureous air. 
Arriv'd at length the table ſpread, 
Three bottles drunk, he reels to bed. 
Next morn his buſy thoughts begun, 
To riſe and travel with the ſun ; 

WV hims heap'd on whims his head turn'd round. 
But how dame Fortune might be found, 
Was the mamentous grand affair, 

His ſecret wiſh, his only carc. 

Damme, thought Franky to himſelf, 

| *1! find this giddy wandering elf; 

I *11 hunt her out in every quarter, 

Till ſhe beſtow the ſtaff or garter : 


{ 1 *{] vifit good Lord Sunderland, 


V ho keeps the jilt at his command; 
Or elſe ſome courteous dutcheſs may 
Take pity on a runaway. 

Dreſs'd to a pink, to court he flies, 
At this levee, and that, he plies; 
Bows in his rank, an humble flave, 
And meanly fawns on every knave; 
With maids of honour learns to chat, 


Tights for this lord, and pimps for that. 
F 


ortune he ſought from place to 
She led him ſtill a wild-gooſe chace ; 
Always prepar'd with ſome excuſe, 
The hopeful younker to amuſe ; 
Was buſy, indiſpos'd, was gone 
To Hampton-court, or Kenſington ; 
And, aſter all her wiles and dodgings, 
She ſlipp' d clear off, and bilk d her lodgings. 
Jaded, and almoſt in deſpair, 
A gameſter whiſper'd in his ear; 
M ho would ſeek Fortune, fir, at court? 
At H—TI's is her chief reſort ; 
lis there her midnight hours ſhe ſpends, 
Is very gracious to her friends; 
Shows honeſt men the means of thrivi 
The beſt, good-natur'd Goddeſs living. 
Away he trudges with his rook, 
Throws many a main, is bit, is broke; 
ith dirty kouckles, aching head, 
Diſconlolate he ſneaks to bed. 


CANTO IL 
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p Is a proud man reduc'd to want! 
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With what a ſilly, hanging ſace, 

He bears his unforeſecn diſgrace ! 

His ſpirits flag his pulſe beats low, 
The Gods, and all the world his ſoc ; 
To thriving knaves a ridicule, 

A butt to every wealthy fool. 

For where is courage, wit, or ſenſe, 
When a poor rake has loſt his pence ? 
Let all the learn'd ſay what they can, 
"Tis ready money make · the man; 
Commands reſpect wherec'er we go, 
And gives a grace to all we do 

With ſuch reflections Frank dillreſs'd, 
The horrors of his ſoul cxpreſs'd : 
Contempt, the baſket, and a gaol, 

By turns his reſtleſs mind aſſail ; 

Aghaſt the diſmal ſcene he flies, 

And death grows pleaſing in his eyes : 
For fince his rhino was all flown, 

To the laſt ſolitary crown, 

Who would not, likea Roman, dare 
To leave that world he could not ſhare ? 
The piſtol on his table lay, 

And Death fled hovering o'er his prey; 
There wanted nothing now to do, 

But touch the trigger, and adieu. 

As he was ſaying ſome ſhort prayers, 
He heard a wheezing on the ſtairs, 

And looking out, his aunt appears ; 
Who from Moorfic!ds, breathleſs aud lame, 
To ſee her graceleſs godſon came: 

The ſalutarions being paſt, 

Coughing, and out of wind, at laſt 

In his great chair ſhe took her place, 
How does your brother ? is my niece 
Well marry'd ? when will Robin ſettle ? 
He anſwer'd all things to a titcle ; 

Gave ſuch content in every part, 

He gain'd the good old bedlam's heart. 
« Godſon, ſaid ſhe, alas! 1 know 

* Matters with you art but ſo-ſo : 

« You're come to town, I underſtand, 
To make your fortune out of hand; 
« Your time and patrimony loſt, 

* To beg a place, or buy a poſt. 

« Relieve me, godſon, I'm your friend; 
« Of this great town, this wicked end 
« 1s ripe for judgment; Satan's ſeat, 
The ſink of fin, and hell compleat. 

* In every ſtreet of trulls a troop, 
And every cok-wench wears a hoop ; 
% Sodom was leſs deform'd with vice, 


 « Lewdneſs of all kinds, cards and dice.“ 


Frank bluſh'd (which, by the way, was more 
1 han ever he had done before) ; 

And own'd it was a wretched place, 

Unfit for any child of grace. 

The good old aunt v'crjoy'd to ſee 

Theſe glimmcrings of ſanity ; 

« My dear, ſaid ſhe, this purſe is yours, 
lt coſt me many painful hours; 

« Take it, improve it, and become 


4 By art and induſtry a plumb. 


; 


193 


« But leave, for ſhame, this impions ſtreet, 
All over mark'd with clovenſeet; 
« In our more holy quarter live, 
Where both your ſoul and ſtock may thrive ; 
« Where righteous citizens repair, 
And heaven and earth the godly ſhare, 
* Gain this by jobbing, that by prayer. 
* At Jonathan's go ſmoke a pipe, 
Look very ſerious, dine on tripe ; 
Get early up, late cloſe your eyes, 
And leave no ſtone unturn' d to riſe : 
„Then each good day at Salter's-Hall 
« Pray for a bleſſing upon all.” 
Lowly the raviſh'd Franky bows, 
While joy fat ſmiling on his brows ; 4 
And without ſcruple, in a trice, 
He took her money and advice. 
Not an extravagant young heir, 
Beſet with duns, and in de'pair, 
When joyful tidings reach his car, 
And dad retires by heaven's commands, 
To leave his chink to better hands ; 
Not wandcring ſailors al-noft loſt, 
When they behold the wiſh'd for coaft; 
Not culprit when the knot is plac'd, 
And kind reprieve arrives in haſte ; 
E'er felt a joy in ſuch cxceſe, 
As Frank relicv'd from this diſtreſs. 
A thouſand antic tricks he play'd, 
The purſe he kiſs d, ſwore, curs'd, and pray '; 
Counted the pieces o'cr and o'er, 
And huge'd his unexpected ſtore ; 
Built ſtately caſt cs in the air, 
Supp'd with the great, enjoy'd the fair ; 
Pick'd out his title and his place, 
Was ſcarce contented with Your Grace. 
Strange viſions working in his head, 
Frantic, half mad, he ſtroles to bed; 
Sleeps little; if he fleeps, he dreams 
Of ſceptres, and of diadems. 
« Fortune, ſaid he, ſhall now no more 
Trick and deceive me, as of yore : 
This paſſport ſhall admittance gain, 
In ſpight of all the jilt's diſdain : 
* is this the tyrant s prile diſarms, 
And brings har bluſhing to my arms; 
This golden bough my wiſh ſhall ſpec, 
And to th' Flylian fields ſhall lead.“ 
The moru ſcarce peep'd, but up he roſe, | 
Impaticat huild'ed on his clothes; 
C.il'd the next coach, gave double pay, 
And to 'Change- Alley wairl'd away. 
Lis here dame Fortune every day 
Opens her booth, and ſhows her play; 
Hcre laughing firs behind the ſcene, 
Dances her puppets here unſcen, 
And turns her whimſical machine. 
Powel, with all kis wire and wit, 
To her great genius muſt ſubmit : 
Exact at twelve the goddeſs ſhows, 
And fame aloud her trumpet blows; 
Harar gnes the mob with ſhams an 41 ves, 
Aud b., their actions fall, gr riſe. 
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Old Chaos here his throne regains ; 

And here in odd confuſion reigns ; 

All order, all diſtinction loſt, 

Now high, now low, the fools are toſt. 
Her- iucky coxcombs vainly rear 

Their giddy heads, there in deſpair 

Sits humbled pride, with down-caſt look, 
Bankrupts reſtor'd, and miſers broke, 
Strange figures here our e es invade. 
And the whole world in maſquerade ; 
A carman in a hat and feather, 
A lord m freize, his breeches leather: 
Tom Whiplaſh in his coach of ſtate, 
Drawn by the tits be drove of late : 
A colonel of the bold train-bands, 
Selling his equipage and lands. 
Hard-by a cobler bidding fair, 
For the gold chain, and next Lord Mayor : 
/ butcher bluſtering in the crowd. 
Of his late purchas'd 'ſcutcheon proud, 


His motto tao beneath the reſt, 

« Virtuc and merit isa jeſt.” 

Two toaſts with all their trinkets gone, 
Padding the ſtreets for half a crown: 


Retains his cleaver tor his creſt, ? ; 


Her houſe-rent and her flaves unpaid, 
A tailor's wiie in rich brocade. 
All ſes, all parties, high and low, 
At ſortune's ſlirme devoutly bow; 
Nought can their ardent zeal reftrain, 
Where each man's godlineſs is gain. 
From taverns, mecting-houſcs, ftews, 
Atheiſts and Quakers, bawds aud Jews, 
Srateſmen and hidlers, beaux and porters, 
Blue aprons here, and there biue garters. 
As human race of old began ' 
From ſtones and clods, transform'd to man, 
So from cach dunphill, ſtrange ſurprize ! 
In troops the recent gentry riſe, 
Of muſhroom growth, they wildly tare, 
And ape the great with awkard ait: 
| So Pinkcthraan upon the ſtage, 
Mounting his aſs in warlike rage, 
With ſimpering Dicky for his page. 
In Lee's mad rant, with monkey face, 
Burleſques the prince of Ammon's race. 
Induſtrious Frank, among the reſt, 
Boughr, fold, and cavil'd, bawl'd and preſs d; 
Lodg'd in a garret on the ſpor, 
Foliow'd mftructivns to a jat, 
The praying part alone forgot. 
Learnt every dealing term of art, 
Aud all :h' ingenious cant by heart; 
Nor doubted but he ſoon ſhould fiud 
Dame tortune complaiſant and kind. 
After h-r oft he call'd aloud, 
Dut itill ſhe vaniſh'd in the crowd; 
Now with {mooth looks and tempting ſmiles 
Ihc faithlets hypocrite beguiles; 
hon with a cool and ſcornſul air, 
Bids the deluded wretch deſpair; 
Takes pet without the leait pretence, 
And wonders at his iuſolence. 


A daggled counteſs and her maid, j 


—_—— 


Thus with her ſickle kumours vex'd, 
And between hopes and fears perplex d; 
His patiepce quite worn ou? at laſt 
Reſolves to throw one deſperate caſt. 

« 'Tis vain, ſaid he, to whine and wooe, 
is one briſk ſtroke the work muſt de. 


« Fortune is like a widow won, 


« And rrucklcs to thc hold alone; 

« I puſh at once and venture all, 

„ At lcaſt I ſhall with honour fall.” 

But curſe upon the treacherous jade, 
Who thus his ſervices repaid ; 

When now he thought the world his own, 
He bought a bear, and was undone. 


CANTO III. 


AS there is ſomething in a face, 

An air, and a peculiar grace, 
Which boldeſt painters cannot trace; 
That more than features, ſhape, or hair, 
Dittinguiſhes the happy fair; 

Strikes every eye, and makes her known 
A ruling toaſt through all the town: 

So in each action tis ſucceſs 

That gives it all its comelineſs ; 

Guards it from cenſure and from blame, 


 Brightens and burniſhes our fame. 
| For what is virtue, courage, wit, 
| In all men, but a lucky hit? 


! 


| 


But, vice dea, where this ſails, 

The wiſeſt conduct nought avails; 

1 he man of merit ſoon ſhall find 

The world to proſperous knaves inclin'd, 
Himfſclf the laſt of all mankind. 

Too true poor Frank this theſis found, 
Bankrupt, deſpoil'd, and run aground, 
In durance vije detain'd and loſt, 

And a his mighty projects croſt : 

With grieſ and ſhame at once oppreſt, 


Tears twcll his eyes. and ſig hs his breaſt ; 
| A poor, foriorn, abandon'd rake, 


5 | 


Where ſhall he turn ? what meaſures take ? 
Betray d, deceiv d, and ruin'd quite, 
By his own greedy appetite; 

He mourns his fatal luſt of pelf, 

And curſes Fortune and himielſ: 

In limbo pent, would fain get free, 
Importunate for liberty. 

So when the watchful hungry mouſe, 
t midnight prowling round the houſe, 
Winds in a corner toatted cheeſe, 

Glad the luxurious prey to ſeize; 


With whitkers curl d, and round black eyes, 


He meũditates the luſcious prize, 

Till caught, trepann'd, laments too late 
The rigorous decrees of ſate: 

Heltleſs his freedom to re ain, 

He bites the wire, and climbs in vain. 
Ihe wretched captive thus diſtreſs'd, 
His Luly thoughts allow no reit: 
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ond on each project to depend. 
— h pe A* taithſul friend; 
odd whimiics floating in his brain, 
He plots, contrives, but all in vain, 
Approves, rejects, and thinks again. 
As when the ſhrowreck'd wretch is toſt 
From wave to wave, and almoſt loft, 
Beat by the billows from the ſhore, 
Returns half drown'd. and hugs once more 
The friendly plank he graſp'd before : 
So Frank. when all cxpedients fail, 
To ſave his carcaſs from a ga l, 
Fat up with vcrmin and with care, 
And almoſt ſinking in deſpair. 
Reſolves once more to make his court 
To his old aunt, his laſt reſort: 
Takes pen in hand, now writes, now tears, 
Then wets his paver with his tears, 
Ranſacks his troubled ſoul, ro raiſe 
ach tender ſentiment and phraſe ; 
| And every lame excuſe ſupplics 
With artful colouring aud diſguiſe : 
Kind to himielf, lays all the blame 
On Fortune, that capricious dame: 
In ſhort, informs her all was loſt, 
And ſen is it b; the penny-poſt. 
Soon as the ancient nymph had read 
The fatal ſcroll, ſhe twok her bed, 
Cold palfies ſeize her trembling head; 
She groans, ſhe fighs, ſhe ſobs, the fincars 
Her ſpectacles and beard with reacs ; 
Her nuic that wont to ſympathize 
With all th* o'erflowings of her cycs, 
Adown in pearly diſti!s, 
Th' united ſtream cach chaſm fills. 
Geneva now, nor Nants will do, 
Her toothleſs gums their hold let go; 
And on the ground, O fatal ſtroke ! 
The ſhort coæ val pipe is broke: 
With vapours choak d, entranc*d ſhe lies, 
Belches, and prays, and f—t+, and dics; 


But leep, that kind reſtorative, 


Recall'd her ſoul, 2nd bid her live, 

With cooler thoughts the caſe ſhe weigh'd, 

And brought her reaſon to her aid. 

Away ſhe hobbles, and with tpced 

Reſvives to ſee the captive freed; 

V/ipe off this ſtain and foul diſgrace, 

And vindicate her ancient race. 

With her a ſage director comes, 

More weighty than a brace of plumba, 

A 70:4 ma: in the city cant, 

Where caſh, not mora's, makes the ſaint. 
improve a genius ſo polite, 

The clumſy thing was dubb'd a knight : 

Fortune's chief confident and friend, 

Grown fat by many a dividend ; 

Aud iti L her favour he retains, 

By want of meri: and of brains; 

On her teꝓ ſpoke ſudljme he ſits, 

The jeſt and theme of ſnecring wits : 

For fools in Fortune s pillory plac'd 

Are mounted to he more diſgrac'd. 

1 his rich old Hunks, as Woodcock wiſe, 


Vas call'd the younker to advile ; 
Vor. V. 
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« Young man, ſaid he, reſtain from tears, 
„While joyful tidings bleſs thinc ears; 
Up und be ding, boy, and try 

To conquer fate by induſtry ; 

« For kuow that all of mortal 

re born to loſſes and diſgrace: 


| ** Ev'n I broke twice, I, heretofore 


A tailor defpicably poor, 
ln every hole for ſhelter crept 
Ou tie ſame bulk, botch*.1 .ous'd, and flept, 
With ſearce one penny ty, prepare 
« A fricndly halter in deſpair; 
My cr:dit like a garment torn, 
«+ Thread-bare, and ragged, over-worn : 
« But foon I patch'd it up again, 
** Theſe bufy hauds this working brain, 
« Nec er ceas'd from labour, pain, and-ſweat, 
« Till fortune ſmil'd, and 1 was great. 
« > ow at cach pompous city ſcaſt, 
„ Who but Sir Triſtram? Every gueſt 
* Reip- friul bows. In cach debate, 
« My nod muſt give the ſentence weight: 
„On me primc mi :.fters attend, 
« And — Aiflavic 's my friend: 
In embryo each bold project lics, 
Till my canſenting purſe :upplics. 
This hand—nay do not think me vain, 
Sotten'd the 5wede and humbled Spain. 
« Tome the fair, whom all adore, 
« Addrels their praycrs, and own my power; 
When the poor toaſt by break of day 
Has punted all her gold away, 
„ Undre(s'd, and in her native charms, 
« She flies to theſe inadulgent arm,; 
She curls cact: dimple in her face 
Lo win the good Sir Triſtram's grace; 
Olfers her br. Iliants with a ſmile, 
** That mig/:t an anchorec beguwle ; 
And when my potent aid is leut, 
Away the dcar-one wheels content. 

2 that can money get, my boy, 
„Shall every other good enjoy; 
Be rich, and every boon receive, 
That man can wiſh, or Hcaven can give. 
Now to the means, dcar youch, attend, 
Ny which th, forruws ſoon hail end: 
„ 1hy good old aunt reſoives to bail 
«+ Her hopeful godſon out of g1ol ; 
© But what i freedom to the poor? 
The man who begs from door to door 
« Is free; in lazy wretchedneſs 
H. lives, till Heaven his ſubſtance bleſs ; 
But, having Icarat to cog and chouſe, 
To cut à purſc, or break a houle, 
*© Then ſoon he meads his own apparel, 
Hats build and roaſt, and taps his barrel; 
© UDriuks deute bub, with all his migl.t, 
Aud hugs his dozy very night: 
„ ThyGprightly genius neter thall lic 
© Depreſe d by want aud penury ; 
*© Gu, with a proſperous merry gale, 
To the South Scas advent: uraus fail ; 
Fat Pl:arty dwels on: holt rich ſhores, 
** Abuudauce opens all her Rares; 
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©« Ingots and pearls for beads are ſold, 
And rivers glide on ſands of gold; 

% Profit and Pleaſure, hand in hand, 

Sm le on the fields, and bl. ſe the land; 
* The ſwains unlabour'd harveſts reap, 
Yountairs run wine, and whores arc cheap. 
Fortune is always true and kind, 

Nor veers, as here, with every wind; 
Not, as in theſe penurious iſles, 
Retails her bleſſings and her ſmi es; 
Pvt deals by wholeſale with her friends, 
And gluts them with her dividends. 
Then hafte, ſet fail, the ſhip's unmoor d, 
* And waits to takethee now on board.” 
The youth ofcrjoyed this project hears, 
From bi- flock-bed his head he rears, 
And waters all his rags with tears. 

In ſhort, he took his friend's advice, 
Pack'd up his baggage in a rrice ; 
Dancing ſor joy, on board he flew, 

Wich all in his view, 


CANTO IV. 


Br the youth juſt now ſet fret 
On land, immur'd agam at fea ; 
Stow'd with his cargo in the hold, 
In queſt of other worlds for gold. 
He who ſo late regal'd at caſe, 
On olios, ſoups, and fricaſſees; 
Drank with the witty and the yay, 
Sparkling Champaign, and rich Tokay ; 
Now breaks his faſt with Suffolk cheeſe, 
And burſts at noon with pork and pcaſe ; 
| Inſtead of wine, content to ſip, | 
With noiſy tars, the r nauſeous flip: 
Their breath, with chew'd mundungus ſweet, 
Their jets more fulſome than their meat. 
While thunder rolls, and ſtorms ariſc, 
He ſnoring in his hammock lies; 
Iu golden dreams enjoys the night, 
And counts his bags with vaſt delight. 
Mountzai's of gold erect his throne, 
Each precious gem is now his own ; 
Kind Jove deſcends in golden fleet, 
Pactolus murmurs at his feet; 
The ſea gives up its hoarded ſtore, 
Poſſe ſſing all, he covets more. 
O gold! attractive gold ! in vain 
Eonour and conſcience would re train 
Thy boundleſs univerſal reign. 
To thee each ſtubborn virtue bends, \ 
Ihe man oblig'd betrays hisfriends ; \ 
The patriot quits his country's cauſe, 
And ſells her liberty and laws: 
The pious vrude *s no longer nice, 
And ev'n lawn ſleeves can flatter vice. 
At thy too abloluce command, 
Thy zealots ranfack fea and land: 
Wherec'er thy beams thy power diſplay, 
The ſwarming inſects haſte away, 


1% bulk in thy reſulgent ray. 


| Now the bold crew with _—_— wind, 
Leave the retreating land behind ; 
Fearleſs they quit their native ſhore, 
and Albion's cliffs are ſeen no more. 
Then on the wide Atlantic borne, 
| Their rigging and their tackle torn ; 

Danger in various ſhapes appears, 
Sudden alarms, and ſhivering fears 
Here, might ſome copious bard dilate 
And ſhow fierce Neptune drawn in ſtate ; 
While guards of Tritons clear his way, 
And Nereids round his chariot play; 
Then bid the ſtormy Boreas riſe, 
And forky lightning cleave the ſkies ; 
The ſhip nigh foundering in the deep, 
Or bounding o'er the ridgy ſtcep : 

Deſcribe the monſters of the main, 

The Phocz, and their finny train, 
Tornados, hurricanes, and rain, 
Spouts, ſhoals, and rocks of dreadful ſize, 
And pirates lurking for their prize; 
Amazing miracles rehearſe, 
And turn all Dampicr into verſe. 
My negligent and humble Muſe 
Leſs ambitious aims purſues ; 
Content with more ſamiliar phraſe, 
Nor deals in ſuch embroidered lays ; 
Pleas'd if my rhime juſt meaſure keeps, 
And ſtretch d at caſe my reader ſleeps. 
| Hibernian matrons thus of old, 

Their ſoporific ſtories told; 
To ſleep in vain the patient trove, 
Perplex'd with buſineſs, croſs'd in love; 
Jill ſoothing tales becalm'd his breaſt, 
And lull'd his troubled ſoul to reſt. 
Sufhce it only to recite, 
They drank all day, they ſnor'd all night : 
And, after many moons were paſt, 
They made the wiſh'd-for ſhores at laſt. 
Frank, with his cargo in his hand, 
Leap'd joyſul on the golden ſtrand ; 
Open'd his toy-ſhop in the port, 
Trinkets of various ſize and ſort ; 
Bracelets and combs, bodkins and tweezers, 
Bath-metal rings, and knives, and ſciſſars; 
And in on: lucky day got more 
Than Bubble-boy in half a ſcore: 
For Fortvne now, no longer coy, 
Smil'd on her darling favourite boy; 
No longer from his arms retir'd, 
But gave him all his heart deſir'd. 
Ah! thoughtleſs youth! in time beware, 


And ſhun the treacherous karlgt's ſnarc; 

The wiſer ſavages behold, 

Who truck not liberty ſor gold; 

Proof againſt all her ſubtle wiles, 

Regardleis of her frowns or ſmiles; 

If trugal Nature want ſupplies, 

The lance or dart uncrring flies: 

| The mountain boar their prey deſcends, 
Or the fat Lid 1cgales their ſriends; 

Ihe jocund tribe, from ſun to ſun, 

Fealt on the prize their valour won. 

Ceaſe, babbling Muſe, thy vain advice, 

{'listhrown away on avarice ; 
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Bid hungry lions quit their prey, 
Or ſtreams that down the mountains ſtray 
Divert their courſe, return again, 


And climb the ſteep from whence they came. 


Unbleſt with his ill-gotten ſtore, 

1hꝰ infſatiate youth ſtill craves for more; 
To counſel deaf, r* examples blind, 
Scrapes up whatever he can find. 

Now maſter of a veſſe! grown, 

With all the glittering freight his own, 
To Fortune ſtill he makes his court, 

And coaſts along ſrom por: to port. 
Each rolling tide brings freſh ſupplies, 
And heaps on heaps delight his eycs. 
Through Panama's delicious bay, 

The loaded veſſel ploughs her way ; 
With the rich freight oppreſs' d ſhe ſails, 
And ſummons all the friendly gales. 
Frank on her deck triumphant frood, 
And view d the calm tranſparent flood: 
Let book-learn'd ſots, ſaid he, adore 
Th' aſpiring hills that grace thy ſhore ; 
Thy verdant iſles, the groves that bow 
Their nodding heads, and ſhade thy trow ; 
Thy face ſerene, thy gentle breaſt, 
Where Syrens fing, and Halcyous reſt : 
Propitious flood! on me beſtow 

1he treaſurcs of thy dephts below ; 
Which long in thy dark womb have fl pt, 
From age to age 2 kept. 

Scarce had he ſpoke, w 

1h indiguant waves in mountains riſe, 
And hurricancs invade the {kies ; 

The ſhip againſt the ſhoals was ſtruck, 
And in a thouſand pieces broke ; 

But one poor truſty plank, to ſave 

Its owner from the watery grave: 

On this he mounts, is caſt on ſhore, 
Half dead, a bankrupt as before : 
Spiritlcſs, fainting, and alone, 

On the bare beach he makes his moan. 
Then climbs the ragged rock, t' explore 
If aught was driving on the ſhore, 

1 he poor remains of all his ſtore : 

With greedy diligence prepar'd 

To ſave whate'er the waves had ſpar'd. 
But, oh! the wretch expects in vain 
Compaſſion from the furious main ; 
Mea, goods, are ſunk. Mad with deſpair 
He beat his breaſt, he tore his hair: 
Ihen leaning o'er the craggy ſteep, 
Look'd down into the boiling deep; 
Almoſt reſolv'd to caſt himſelf, 

And periſh with his dear, dear pelf. 


CANTO V. 
T* Heaven the chriving trader bleſs, 


* 


en, ſtrange ſurprize! 


M hat ſawning crowds about him preſs ! 


But, if he fail, diſtreſs d and poor, 
His mob of friends are ſeen no more: 
For all men hold it meet to fly 

©: h* infectious breath of poverty. 
Poor Frank, deſerted and foriorn, 
Curſes the day that he was born: 


; 


* 
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Each treacherous crony hides his face, 
Or ſtarts wWhene er he haunts the place. 
His wealth thus loſt, with that his friends, 
On Fortune ſtill the youth depends: 
One ſmile, ſaid he, will foon reſtore 
A bankrupt wretch, and give him more 
She willi not, ſure, refuſe her aid? 
Fallacieus hope! for the falſe jade 
That very day took wing, was own, 
And on her wonted journey gone 
(latent her coſtly goods to ſell) 
From Panama to Portobel : 
Five hundred mules her bag. age bear, 
And groan beneath the precious ware. C 
i he gaideis rides ſublime in air; 
And hence convcys a ſreſh ſupply, 
For pride, debate, and luxury. 
Frank, when he heard th' unwelcome news, 
Like a ſtaunch hound the chace purſues, 
1 akes the ſame route, doubles his ſpeed, 
Nor doubts her help in timcof nerd. 
O'er the wide watlte, through pathleis ways, 
7 he ſolitary pilgrim ſtrays ; 
Now on the {warapy deſart plain, 
i hrough brakes of mangroves works with pain; 


1 hen clim's the hills with many a groan, 


And mel's bencath the torrid zune. 
With berries and green pla.ntain; ted. 
On the parch'd earth he leans his heal ; 
Fainting with thirſt, to heaven he crics, 
But fins no ſtream bur from his eyc.. 
Ah, wretch ! thy vain laments forb-ar, 
And for a woriz extreme prepare; 
Sudden the lowering torms ariſe, 

The burſting thunder ren 4; the files, 
Aſlant the ruddy hghtning Uizs ; 

Darts through the gloom a tranſient ray, 
And gives a ſhort, but dreadful dag: 
With pealing rain the woods refound, 
Convuifions ſhake the ſolid ground 
Benu:rab'd with cold, but more with fear, 
Strange phantoms to his mind appear, 
The wotves around him owl for food, 
The ravenous tigers hunt for blood, 

And canibals more icrce than tney 
(Monſters who make mankind their prey) 
Riot and ſeait on human gore, 

And, ſtill inſatiata, thirſt for more.) 
Huf dead at every noiſe he hears, 

His ſancy multiplies his fcars; 


Whate'er he read or head of old, : 


— — 


Whatc er his nurſe or Cruſlc told, 
Each trage ſcene his eyes behold: 
Things paſt as preſent fear applies, 
1 hcir pains he bears, their deat la he dies. 
At j-nzth the ſun vegan to pep, 
And gild the ſuricce of the deep, oy 
hen on the recking moiſture ſed, 
Tue ſcatter'd clouds beſore hin: fi-d, * 
he rivers ſurunk into their hes : 
Nature revives; the fexther'd throng 
Salute the morning with a ſong. 
Fraiik with his ſl ow-hrutes aroſe, 
Yet &:eaming itill he jaw als ſars, 
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And Hope ſat — on his face ; 
Ev'n ſuch is human life, ſaid he, 

A night of dread and miſcry, 

Till Heaven relents, relieves our pain, 
Ard tun-ſhine days return again. 

O Fortune! who doſt now beſtow, 
Frowning, this bitter cup of woe, 
Do not thy faithful flave deſtroy, 

But give th* alternative of joy. 

Then many a painful ſtep he takes, 


O'er hilis and vales, ti rough woods and brakes : 


No ſturdy deiperate buccanect 
I. er ſuſſered hardſhips more {evere. 
Stubbern, incorrigibly blind, 
No cargers can divert his mind; 
His tedious journey he purſues, 
At laſt his eye rranſported views 
Fair Portobel, whoſe riſing ſpires 
Inflame his heart with new deſires. 
Secure of Fortune's grace, he ſmiles, 
And flatterirg the wretch 
Though nature calls for fleep and food, 
Yet ſtronger avarice ſubdued; 

Ev'n ſh-mcful nakedneſe and pain, 

And thirſt and hunger, plead in vain: 

No reſt he gives his weary feet, 

Fortune he Fels from ſtreet to ſtreet; 
Careful in every corner pries, 

Now here, now there, impatient flics, 
Wh. reever buſy crowds reſort, 

The change, the market, and the port; 

In vain he turns his cye-balls round, 
Fortune was no where to be found ; 

Th- jilt not many hours beſore, 

With the Plate- fleet had leſt the ſhore: 
Laughs at the credulous fool behind, 

And joyful tkuds before the wind. 

Poor Frank forſaken on the coaſt, 

All his fond hopes at once arc loſt. 

Aghftt the iwelang fails he views, 

And with his eye the feet purſues, 

Till, leſſen'd to his wearixd fight, 

It leaves him to deſpair and night. 

So u hen the faithicis The. cus fled 

The Cretan uymphs deſerted bed, 
Awak'd, at diſtancc on the n ain, 

She view'd the proſiperous perjur'd ſwain, 
Auc call'd th' avengivg Gods in vain. 
Profirate on earth tull break of day, 
Seuſcleſs and motionlef> he lay, 

Til! tear- at laſt find out thei; way; 

Guſh like a torrent from his eyes, 

ln bitter-<ts of ſoul he crics, 

« C, Fortune ! now too laicl ſee, 

o atc, alas! thy treachery. 

« Arie h that l am, abanden'd lolt, 

« Abc the world at randem tols'd, 

* \, kither, eh whacher ſhali ! run ? 

- * Sore pinch'd with hunger, aud undone. 
* In the dark mu. eg hide thy head 

* Accur-'6, exct ge thy {weat for breid, 
* S:-vik under ground, in cat Vetk womb 
* Go flavc, aud dig thyich a temb: 


_—_— 


| 
| 


| * Yes (if kind heaven my life ſhall ſpare) 
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Recls to and fro, laments and grie ves, 
And farting, doubt if yet he liv. s. 
At laſt his ſpirits mend heir pace, 


« There 's gold enough; pernicious gold 
To which long fince thy peace was fold ; 
Vain helpleſs idol! canſt thou fave 

This ſhatter'd carcaſe from the grave? 

* Rentleſs diſturber of mankind, 

* Canſt thou give health, or peace of mind? 
„Ah no, deceiv'd the fool ſhall be 

« Who puts his confidence in thee. 

« Fatally blind, my native home 

« 1left, in this rude world to roam; 

0, brother! ſhall I view no more 

Thy peaceſul bowers : fair Albion's ſhore ? 


« Some happy moments yet 1 Il ſhare, 
ln thy delightful bleſt retreat, 

« With thee contemn the rich and great; 
« Redeem my time miſpeut. and wait 
Till death relieve th' unfortunate.” 
Adverſity, ſage uſcful gueſt, 

Severc inſtructor, but the beſt ; 

It is from thee alone we know 

Juſtly to value things below ; 

Right reaſon's ever faithful friend, 

To thee our haughty paſſions bend ; 
Tam'd by thy rod, poor Frank at laſt 
Repents of all his ſollies paſt ; 
Reſign'd, and putient to endure 

Thole ills, which heaven alone can cure. 
With vain purſuits and labours worn, 
He meditatcs a quick return, 

Longs to reviſit yet once more, 

Poor prodi;al ! his native ſhore. 

In the next ſhip for Britain bound, 
Glad Frank a ready paſſege tound ; 
Nor veſſel now, nor freight his own, 
He fe: rs no longer Fortune's frown ; 
No property but life his ſhare, 

Lifc a frail good not worth luis care 
Active and willing to obey, 

A merry marincr and gay, c 
He hands the ſails, and okes all day. 
At night no dreams diſturb his reſt, 
No paſſions riot in his breast; 

For, having nothing left to loſe, 


j Sweet and unbroken his repo.c : 


And now fair Albion's cliff, are ſeen, 
And hills with ſruiti ui herbage green: 


| His hcart beats quick the joy that ties 
Nis faltering tongue, burſts from his eyes. 
At length, thus hail d the well-knowe land 
And knecling kiſs' d the happy ſtraud. 
And do | then draw native air, 
After an age of toil and care ? 
« O welcome parent ile, no more 
« The vagranr ſhall deſert thy ſhore, 
« Kut, fly ung to thy kind embrace, 

« Here end this life's laburi--us race.“ 
So when the ſtag intent to rove, 
Quits the ſafc park and ſheltcring grove, 
eps the high pulc, ros unconfin'd, 
And caves the lazy herd behind, 

Eleſt in his happy change a while, 
Corn fic!ds and Bov-cry meadows ſmile, 


be pan: per d bzaſt c:juys the ſpoil; 
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Till on the next returning morn, 
Alarm'd, he hears the fatal horn; 
Before the ſtaunch, blood-thirſty hounds 
Panting, o'er hills unknown he bounds, 
With clamour every wood rcſounds : 
He creeps the thorny brakes with pain, 
He ſeeks the diſtant ſtream in vain, 
And now, by ſad expericnce wile, 
To his dear home the rambler flies; 
His old incloſure gains once more, 
And joins the herd he ſcorn'd before. 

Nor are his labours finiſh'd yer, 
Hunger and thirſt, and pin aud ſweat, 
And many a tedious mile re rains 
Before his brothor*< houſe he gains, 
Without one doit his purſe to bleſs, 
Nor very elegant his dreſ- ; 
With a tarr'd jump, a crooked bat, 
Scarce one whoic ſhoe, and half a hat; 
From door to door the ſtroller ſkip'd, 
Sometim ce t liev d, but oftener whipp'd ; 
Sun-burnt and ragzed, on he fares, q 
At laſt the m.-fion houſe appear:, 
Timely relief for all his cares, 
Around he gaz d. his gre=dy fight 
De vou: s gach object with del ght; 
Throuqh ca h known ba int trautparted roves, 
Gay ſmiling ficids, and ſh dy wroves, . 
Once conſcious of his youthful loves. 
About the ho pitable gate 
Crowds of dejected u retehes walt; 
Each day kind Roh'e diffuſ ve hand, 
Chear'd and reiteſh d the tatter'd band, 
Froud the mo? god-Iike jay to ſhare, 
He fed the hungry. cloxth'd the are. 
Frank amouy ſt thc h's tation choſe, 
With lool s revealing inward wocs; 
When, lo! with wor ler and ſurprize, 
He ſaw dam Fortune in diſguiſe ; 
He ſaw, but ſcarce hci.cv'd his eyes. 
ler fawning ſmiles, her tricking air, 
Th' egregious hypocrite declare; 
A gyply's mantle round her ſpread, 
Of various dye, White, v-l'ow, red; 
Strange feats ſhe promis'd, clamour'd loud, 
And with her cant amus'd the crowd : | 
There every day impatient piy'd, 
Puſh'd to get in, but in deny'd ; 
For Bob, who kiiew the ſubtle whore, 
Thruſt the fa'ſe vagrant from his door. 
Bui, when the ftronger's face he view'd, 
With no deceitful rears bedew'd, 
His boding heart began to melt, 
And more than uiual piry felt: 
He trac'd his ſ-2rures o' r and o'er, 
That fpoke him be ter born, though poor, 
Though claath'd ia rags, genteel his mien, 
That face he ſomewhere mult have cen: 
Nature at la% reveals the truth, 
He kunws, and owns the hapleſs youth. 
Surpriz d, and ſpergchleſs, both cmhraco, 
An4 mingling tears o'erflow each face ; 
Till Bob thus cas'd his labouring thought, 
And this infltructive moral tau aht. 
Weiceme, my brother, to my longing arms; 
Here cn my bo. om reſt ſecure from harms; 


| 
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4 See Fortune there, that ſaiſe deluſive jade, 


% whom thy praycrs and ardent vows were paid: 
She like her {cx} the fond purſucr flics ; 

But flight the jilt, and at thy feet ſhe dies. 

Now ſaſc in port, indulye thyſelſ on ſhore, 

n, tempt the ſaithlels wins and ſeas no more; 
Let unavail.ng toils, and danyers paſt, 

bhough late, this uicful leſſon reach at laſt, 

rug happincis is only to be found 

Ina contented mind, a body found, 

All elle is dream, a dance on fairy ground: 8 
While reſtleſs ſobl cach idle whim puriuc, 

And ſlull one wiſh obtain d creatcs a new, 

Like ſroward babes the toys they have, deteſt, 
While ſtill the neweſt title plcaſes belt: 

Let us my brother, rich in wildom's frore, 
Whac 14: aven has lent, joy. wor cover more; 
Subduc cur n ilivns, curb their faacy rage, 


And to ourtclves rcitore the gold u «gc. 


THE DEVIL OUT WTTTED: 
A TAL:. 


Vicar liv d on thi- fide Frent, 
Rclty cus, learn d, bent volent. 
Pu:c Was tus e m dced word, thought, 
A comment ou the truths he taught : — 
His purih large his mene mall, 
Vet 1cld m wanted & he ewirnul; 
For agaiiit every merry tige 
Mam woulk carctu ly provide, 
A uu pairur, but he thrip 
Alas | Wahn no hounys ou d keep; 
Alcabny flock, that ev:ry day 
Run mot, d Wouid go altray. 
He Gump? his cullinn, fretted, vext, 
t >uaip dou oO agau cach ulctui text; 8 
Rebak d. cxhurted, all in vam, 
His parun was the more prolaue: 
4 be icrul would heve their wicked will, 
And cugwi ng Satin miumph's wil, 
At laſt, » Len dach expouicnt fail'd, 
Aud er Us mealur i Guy Aud, 
It came to his bee te dy 
the es wit and ratlicry. 
I be g-v4 men was by nature : ay, 
culd pile aud joke, av Ha pray; 
NGt Ice ond l, de-Lound (ok, who chace 
Lach nary iImile from tt as ll face, 0 
1G think pride Zia, Hewitt grace, 
t chri.tenm, s and cach joVial icalt, 
ic hñugleu out tie lin beast: 
Let 21 li granted arrows fly 
Fold this aud that, ook d very fly, 0 
Aud left m matters to pP. 
His talcs were humourous, often true, 
Ind non and tier 1ct off to view 
Muh ivlly fictions an iert wit, 
lat pierc'e wher: trutu gun never hit. 
1 * laugh Nes a, »4,5 ON is hide 
While paliive foul by wris dr. de; 
| and, gi ting thus at 03% not rv, 


Each jecrm,, lou veturm'e his brother ; 
| * Till 
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Till the whole pariſh was with caſe 
Shamꝰ d into virtue by degrees: 
Then be adviſed, and try a tale, 
When Chryſoſtom and Auſtin fail. 


THE OFFICIOUS MESSENGER: 


A TALE. 


MI: of precarions ſcience vain, 

Treats other creatures with diſdain ; 

Nor Puy nor ſhock have common ſenſe, 

Nor even Pol the laſt pretence. 

Though ſhe prates better than us all, 

Fo be accounted rational. 

Ihe brute creation here below, 

It ſcems. is nature's puppet-ſhow ; 

But clock-werk all, and mere machine, 
"tat can theſe idle gimcracks mean? 

Ye world-makers of Greſham-hali, 

Dog Rover ſhall confute you all; 

Shall prove that every reaſoning brute, 

Like Ben of Bangor can diſpute ; 

Cum apprehend, judge, ſyllogize, 

Or like proud Bentley criticize ; 

At a moot point, or odd diſaſter, 

Is often wiſer than his maſter. 

He may miltake ſometimes, tis true, 

None are infallible but you. 

The dog whom nothing can miſlcad 

Fluſt be a dog of parts indeed: 

But to my tale; hear mc, my fricnd, 

And with du: gravity attend. 

Rover, as heralds are agreed, 
Well-born, and of the ſetting breed; 
Rang d high, was ſtout, of noſe accute, 
A very learned and courteous brute. 

In parallel lines his ground he beat, 

Not ſuch as in one centre meet, 

In thoſe let blundering doQors deal, 

His were exactly parallol. 

When tainted gales the game betray, 
Down cloſe he finks, and eyes his prey. 
Though diſſerent paſſions tempt his foul, 
True as the needle to the pole. | 


The floating nct above him 1:28, 
Then, dropping, ſweeps the fluttering prize. 
Nor this his only excellence: 

When ſurly farmers took offence, 

And the rauk corn the ſport deny'd, 
Still faichſul to his 3 er's ide, 

A thouſand pretty pranks he play'd, 
And chearſul each command obey'l : 
Humble his mind, though great his wit, 
Would lng a pig. or turn the ſpit ; 
Would fetch and carry, leap o'er ſticks, 
And forty ſuch diverting tricks. 

Nor Partridge, nor wiſe Gadbury, 
Could find loft goods fo ſoon as he; 

Bid him go back a mile or more, 

And ſeek the glove you hid before, 

$21]! his uncrring note would wind it, 

if above ground, was ſure to find it; 
MWhimpeing bor joy his maſter greet, 
And Yumbly lay it at his fert, 


He keeps his poanc, and panting hes, : 


Put hold—it cannot be deny'd, 

That uſeſul talents miſapply d. 

May make wild work. It Eapt one day, 
Squire Lobb, dis maſter, took his way, 

| New ſhav'd, and ſmug, and very tight, 
To compliment a neighbouring knight; 

In his beſt trowiers he appcars 

(A comely perſon for his years) ; 

And clean white drawers, that many a day 

fin lavender and roſe-cakes lay. 

Acroſs his brawny ſhovlders ſtrung, 

On his left fide his dagger hung; 

Dead-domy blade ! a dreadful gueſt, 

{| Or in the field, or at the feaſt, . 

No Franklin carving of a chine 

At Chriſtide, ever look'd fo fine- 

| 


* 


With him obſequious Rover trudg'd, 
Nor from his heels one moment budg'd ; 

| A while they travell'd, when within 

Poor . obb perceiv'd a rumbling din: 
Then werring winds, for want of vent, 

Shook all his carthly tenement. 

| 50 in the body politic 

(For ſlates ſumctimes, like men, are ſick) 

Dark faction mutters through the crowd, 

Ere bare-fac'd treaſon. roars aloud : 

Whether crude humours undigeſted 

| His labourirg cntrails had inſeſted, 
Or laſt night's load of bottled ale, 

| Grown mutinous, was breaking g2ol ; 

The cavſc of this his aukward pain, 

{ Let Jobnſton or let H—th explain; 
Whole learned noſes may diſcover, 

| Why nature's ſtink-pot thus ran over. 
My province is th' effec to trace, 

And give each point its proper grace, 

Th' eſſect, O lamentable cafe! 

| Long had he ſtruggled, but in vain. 

| The factious tumult to reſtrain : 

What ſhould he do? Th' unruly rout 

Preſs'd on, and it wes time, no doubt, 

T* unbutton, and to let all out. 

The ttowſers ſoon his wil! obey ! 

Not ſo his ſtubborn draw ers, for they, 

Beneath his hanging paunch cloſe ty'd, 

His utmoſt art and pains deiy'd : 

He drew his dagger on theſpot, 

Reſolv'd to cut the Gordian knot. 

In the ſame road juſt then paſs'd by 

(Such was the will of deſtiny) 

The courteous curate of the place, 

Good nature ſhone o'er all his face ; 

Surpriz'd the flaming blade to view, 

And deeming ſlaughter muſt enſue, 

off from his hack himſelf he threw, 
Then without ceremony ſeized 

The ſquire, impatient to be cas'd. 


* — 


* 


ll 


* m 
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The fiend had e'er fo ſtrongly wrought ? 
« Is ſuicide ſo flight a fault? 


Lad 


« To hell? Outrageous lunatick ! 


But, by the bleſling, Ill prevent 
i With this right hand, thy ſoul intent.“ 
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Rip up thy guts man ! What—-go quick, 


; 


« Lord ! Maſter Lobb, who would have though: 


Then 
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* Then gripp'd the dagger faſt : the ſquire, 
Like Peleus' ſon, look'd pale with ire; 
While the good man like Pallas ſtood, 

And check'd his cager thirſt for blood. 
At laſt, when both a while had ſtrain'd, 
Strength, join'd with zeal, the conqueſt gain' d. 
The curate in all points obey'd, 
Into the ſheath returns the blade : 
But firſt th unhappy ſquire he ſwore, 
T attempt upon his life no more. 
With ſage advice his ſpeech he clos'd, 
And left him {as he thought} compos d. 
But was it ſo, friend Lobb? I own, 
Misſortune ſeldom comes alone; 
Satan ſupplies the ſwelling tide, 
And ills on ills are multiply'd. 
Subdued and all his meaſures broke, 
His purpoſe and intent miſtook ; 
Within his drawers, alas he found 
His guts let out without a wound: 
For, in the conflict, training hard, 
He left his poſtcrn-gate unbarr d; 
Moſt woke bedau h'd, he moans 
His piteous caſe, he ſighs, he groans. 
To loſe his dinner, and return, 
Was very hard, not to be borne: 
Hunger, they ſay, parent of arts, 
Will make a fool a man of parts. 

Ihe ſharp-ſet ſquire reſolves at laſt, 
Whate'er beſel him not to faſt; 
He mus'd a while, chat'd, ſtrain'd his wits, 
At laſt on this expedient hits; 
To the next brook with ſober pace 
He tends, preparing to uncaſe, 
Straddling and muttering all the way, 
Curs'd inwardiy th* unlucky day. 
The coaſt now clear, no {uul in view, 
Off in a trice his trowſers drew; 
More leiſurely his drawers, ſor care 
And caution was convenient there: 
So ſaſt the plaiſter'd birdlime ſtuck, 
The ſkin came off with every pluck, 
Serely he gaul'd cach brawny ham; 
Nor other parts eſcap'd, which ſhame 
Forbids a baſhful Muſe to name. 
Not without pain the work at.chiev'd, 
He ſcrubb'd and waſh'd the parts aggricv'd! 
Then, with nice hand and look ſedate, 
Folds up his drawers, with their rich freight, 
And hides them in a buſh, at leiſure 
Reſolv d to fetch his hidden treaſure : 
The truſty Rover jay hard by, 
Obſ-rviag all with curious eye. 

Now rigg'd again, once more a beau, 

And matters fix'd in ſatu guo, 
Briik as a ſnake in merry May, 
That juſt has caſt his lough away, 
Gladſome he caper*'d der the green, 
As he pr eſum'd both ſweet aud clean; 
For, oh! amongſt us mortal elves, 
How few there are imei] out themielves! 
With a mole's ear, and cagle's eye, 
And with a blood-hound's noſe, we fly 
On others faults implacably. 
But where's that ear, that eye, that noſe, 
Agauft its maſter will depolc ? 
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Ruddy Miſs Prue, with golden hair, 
Stinks like a pole-cat or a bear, 
Yer romps about me every day, 


Swecter, ſhe thinks, then new-made hay. 
Lord Plauſible, at Tom's and Will's, 
Whoſe poiſonous breath in whiſpers kills, 
Still buzzes in my ear, nor knows 

What fatal ſecrets he beſtows : 

Let him deſtroy each day a ſcore, 

Tis mere chance-medley, and no more. 
In fine, ſelf love bribes every ſenſe, 

And all at home is excellence. 

The ſquire arriv'd in decent plight, 
With reverence due ſalutes the knight; 
Compliments paſt, the dinner-bell 
Rung quick and loud, harmonious knell 
To greedy Lob! Th' Orphcan lyre 
Did ne“ er ſuch rapturous joy inſpire; 
Though this the ſavage throng obey, 
That hunger tames more fizrce than they. 
In comely order now appear, 

The footman loaded with good cheer, 

Her lady ip brought up the rear. 
Simpering ſhe lifps, © Your ſ:rvant, ſir— 
© Tac ways are bad, one can't well ſtir 

© Abroad—or *'twere indeed unkind 

« To lcave good Mrs. Lobb behind 

* She's well, I hope—Maſter, thcy ſay, 

« Comes on apace— How's Mifs, I pray?“ 
Lobb bow'd, and cring'd ; and, muttcring !ow, 
Made for his chair, would fain fall-to, 

Theſe weighty points adjuſted, ſoon 

My lady brandiſhes her ſpoon. 

Uniappy Lobb, pleas'd with his treat, 

And minding nothing but his meat, 

Too near the fire had choſe his ſeat : 

When, oh! th effluvia of his bum 

Began amain to ſcent the room, 

Ambroſial ſwcers, and rich perfume. 

The flickering ſootman ſtop: his noſe; 

The chaplain too, under the roſe, 

Made aukward mouths; the knight took ſaufi 
Her lady ſhip began to huff; 

** Incecd, Sir John —pray, good my dear 
Lis wrong to make your kennel here — 
Dogs in their place arc good, I ow 

** But in the parlour —foh !—be gone!” 


Now Rockwood leaves th' unfiniih'd bone, 
Baniſh'd for failings not his own; 
No grace ev'n Fidlzr could obtain, 
And favourite Virgin fawn'd in vain, 
The ſervants, to the ſtranger kind, 
Leave truſty Rover ſtill behind; 
But Lobb, who wouid not ſeem to be 
Detective in civility, 
And, for removing of all douat, 
Knitting his brows, bids him get out: 
By ſigns expreſics his command, 
And to the door points with lis hand. 
The dog, or through miſtike or ſhight 
( Grave authors have not ſæt u- right), 
Fied back the very way he came, 


; 


— 
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And in the buſh ſoon tound his game; 


Brought ia his mouth the ſavonry load, 


And zt hi: maftcr s elbuy ond. 
Q Lviv , 


9 
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O Lobh, what idioms can 

Thy ſtrange confuſi-n and diſtreſs, 

When on the floor the drawers diſ»lay'd 
The fulſome ſecret had bewray'd ? 

No traitor, when his hand and ſcal 
Produc'd hi- dark defigns reveal, 

Fer loca d with ſuch a havging face, 

As Lobb, half dead at this diſgrace. 
Wild-ſtaring, thunder-ſtruck. and dumb, 
While peals of laughter ſhake the room; 
Hach ſaſh thrown up to let in air, 

"The knight fell backward in his chair, 
Laugh'd till his heart-ſtrings almoſt break, 
The chaplain giggled for a week; 

Her ladyſhip began to call, 

For hartſhorn, and her Abigail; 

The ſervants chuckled at the door, 

And all was clamour and uproar. 

Rover, who now began to quake, 

As conſcious of his foul miſtake, 

Truſts to bis heeis to ſave his life ; 

The fquire ſneaks home, and beats his wiſe. 


THE INQUISITIVE BRIDEGROOM : 


A TALE. 


RANK PLUME, a ſpark about the town, 
Now weary of intri-uing grown, 

Thought it adviſcable to wed, 

And chuſe a partner of his bed, 

Virtuous and chaſte— Aye, right, but where 

Is there a nymph that's chaſte as fair ? 

A bl-ſling to be priz'd. but rare. 

For continence penurious heaven 

With a too ſparing hand has given; 

A plant but ſeldom to be found, 

And thrives but ill on Britiſh ground. 

Should our adventurer haſte on board, 

And ſce what ſoreign ſoils afford ? 

Where watchſul dragons guard the prize, 

And jealous dons have Argus eyes, 

Where the rich caſket, cloſe immur'd, 

Is under lock and key ſecur'd ? 

No—fFrank, by long experience wiſe, 

Had known theſe forts too by ſurprize. 

Nature in ſpite of art prevail 'd. 

And all their vigilance had fail'd. 

The youth was puzzle d ſh.uld he go 

And ſcale a ronvent ? would that do? 

Is nuns-fleſh always good and ſweet ? 

Fly-blown ſametimes not fit to eat. 

Well —he ſreſolves to do his beſt, 

And prudeutly contrives this telt ; 

If the iaft favour 1 obtain, + . 

And the vymph yield, the caſe is plain: 

Marry d. ſhe'il play the fame odd prank 

With others—ſhc's no wife for frauk. 

But, couic | find a f-mai- heart 

Impre:;nible to force or art, 

That all my barteries could withſtand, 

The ſap, and even {word in hand: 

Ve Gods! how happy ſhouid | be, 

From each p: rplex ng chought {-t free, 


From cockoldom, and jealousy! 
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And ſhines in all his killing airs, 

And every uſeful toy prepares, 

New opera tunes, and billct-doux. 

The clouded cane. and red-heel d ſhoes ; 
Nor the clock · ſtock ing was forgot, 

Th* embroider d coat, and ſhoulder-knot : 
All that a woman's heart might move, 
he potent trumpery of love. 

Here importunity prevails, 

Ther: tcars in floods, or fighs in gales. 
Now, in the lucky moment try d, 

Low at his feet the fair-one dy d, 

For Strephon would not be deny d. 
Ihen. if no motives could perſuade, 

A golden ſhower debauch'd the maid, 
The miſtreſs truckled, and obey d. 

To modeſty a ſham pretence 

Gain'd ſorac, others impertinence ; 

But moſt, plain dowuright impurence. 
Like Cæſar, now he conquer'd all, 
The vaſlal fex before him fall ; 
Where'er he march'd, flaughter enſued, 
He came, he law, and he ſubdued. 

At length a ſtubborn nymph he found, 
For hoid Camilla ſtood her ground; 
Parry'd his thruſts with qual art 

And had him both in tierce and quart : 
She kept the hero ſtiil in play, 

And ſtill maintain'd the doubtful day. 
Here he reſotves to make a ſtand, 

Take her, and marry out of hand. 

The jolly prieſt ſoon ty'd the knot, 
The luſcious tale was not forgot, 

Then empty'd both his pipe and pot. 

: he poſſet drunk the flocking thrown, 
The candles out, the curtains drawn, 
And fir and madam all alone; 
« My dear,“ faid he, I ſtrove, you know, 
« To taſte the joys you now beſtow, 


k he project pleas'd. He now appears, ( 


—— 1. 


An my perſuaſive arts I try'd, 


But ſtill relentleſs you deny'd ; 
Tell me, inexorable fair, 


j © How could you thus attack d, forbear ?” 


The naked truth ſhan't be deny d.“ 
He did; the baggage thus reply d: 
Decerv'd lo many times before 


« Swear to forgive what's paſt. ſhe cry d; 


By your talſe ſex, I raſhly ſwore, 
Lo truſt ceceitful man no more. 


BACCHUS TRIUMYHANT : 
A TALE. 


Po ſhame, ſaid Ebony, for ſhame, 


Lom Ruby, troth, you're much to blame, 
« To dr:nk at this Confounded rate, 
„To guzzle thus, early and late!“ 
Poor Tom, who juſt had took his whet, 
And at the door his uncle met, 1 
Surpriz'd and thunder- ſtruck. would fain 
Make his eſcape, but, oh ! in vain. 


Each bluſh, that glow'd with an ill grace, 
Lighted the flambeau in his face; 
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No leop-hole oft, no light pretence, 
To palliate the foul allence. 
„ 1 own,” ſaid he, © I'm very bad 
© A fot—incornigtbly mad 
« But, fir—1 thank you for your love, 
« And by your lectures would improve: 
« Yet vive me leave to ſay, the ſtreet 
« For conference is not fo meet 
Here in thi room—-nay fir, come in 
« Expoſe, «<h:{tiſe me for my fin ; 
« Exert each rropec, your utmoſt art, 
« Torouch this ſenſeleſs, flinty heart. 
© I'm conſcious of my guilt, tis true, 
« But yet | know my frailty too; 
« A fli hi rebuks will never do. 
« Urge home my fault—come in, I pray 
« Let not my ſoul be cait away.” 
Wiſe Ebony, who deem'd it good, 
J encouroge by all means he could 
Theſe fit 2ppeararces of grace, 
Follow d up :talre, and took his place. 
The bottle ard the cruſt 2ppcar'd, 
And wily Tom demure ly ſneer'd. 
« My duty, fir!” —* Thank you, kind Tom!“ 
« Again, an't pleaſe you! — Thank you! 
Come—"? 
« Sorrow i dry—l muſt once more —_—_” 
© Nay Tom, 1 told you at the door 
„would not drink — What! before dinner 
« Not one glaſs more, as I'm a ſinner— - 
« Come, to the point in hand ; is 't fit 
« A man cf your good ſenſe and wit 


« Thoſe parts which heaven beſtow'd ſhould 


drown, 

A butt to all the ſots in town ? 
Why tell me, Tom — What fort can ſtand 
(Though regular, and bravely mann'd) 
If night and day the fierce ſee plics 
With nevcr=ceaſiny batteries; 
Wil! there not be a breach at laſt?“ 
Uncle, tis truc—iorgive what's paſt.“ 
But if nor intereſt, nor fame, 
* Nor health, can your dull foul reclaim, 
« Haſt not a conſci: nec, man? ne thought 
Of an hereafter ? dear are bought 
* Theſe ſenſual pleaſures.” — “ | relent, 
Kind fir—hut give your zeal a vent. 
Then, pouti-;z, hung his head: yet ſtill 
Took care his uncle's glats to fill, 
Which as his hurry'd {prrits ſauk, 
Unwittmgly, god mas, he drunk. 
Tach pint, alas! drew on the next, 
Old Ebony ſtuck to liis text, 
Grown warm, like any ange! ſpoke, 
Till iatervening hickups broke 
The well-ſtrung ar. ſument, Poor Tom 
Was now too forward to reel home. 
Tat preaching ſtill, h, ſtiil repenting, 
Both equally to drink conſenting, 
Till bath hrimfull could {will no more, 
And ſell dead drunk upon the floor. 

Bacchus, the jolly God, who ſate 
Wide-ftradiliins o'er his tun in ſtate, 
Cloſe by tre window fide, from whence 
He heard this weighty coulcrence 3 

Ver. V. 
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Joy kin fing in his rud dy cheeks, 

Thus the induigent god! cad jpeoks: 

„ Frail mortals know, Reaſon in vain 
Rebels, and would diſturb my reign. 
See there the ſophiiter o'erthrown, 
With frronger arguments knock'd down 
Than eber in wravgling ſchoo's were known! 
The wine that ſparkles in this glats 
Smonths every brow, ęilds every face: 
As vapours when the ſun appcars, 

Far hence anxietics and ſcars: 

Grave ermin- ſmiles, laws ſleeves crow gay, 
Each haughty menarch owns my [way, 
Ard cardinals and popes obey: 

Ev'n Cato drank his gials, twas I 
Taught the brave Cat» how to die 

Fer injur'd Rome and Liberty; 

"Twas | who with immortal lays 
Infpir'd the bar that ſung his praiſe. 
Let dull unfociable foro's 

Lol! in their cells, and live by rules; 
My votaries. in giv delight 

And mirth, ſhall revel all the niglit; 
Act well their parts on life's Gull Rave, 
And make each moment worth an ege. 
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N thoſe bleſt days of jubilee, 
| When pious Charles ſet England ſree 
From caarinte and hypocriſy ; 
Moſt graciouily to ail reſtoring 
Their ancient privilege of whoring z 
| There liv'd, but 'ti> co .vcatier where, 
The ſon of an old caralier; 
Of ancient lineage was the ſquire, 
A man of mettie and of fire; 


Clean-ſuap d. well-limb'd, black-cy'd ard "7 


5 


Made a god figure at a hall, 

And only wanted wherewithal. 
His penſion was i!'\-paid and Krait, 
Full many a loyal here's fate : 
Oſten hall-Aatv' d. and often out 
At elbows, an hard caſe, no doubt. 
Sometimes perhaps a lucky main 


Re pair q the thread-hare beau again ; 
Aud now and then ſore [ccret ſavoury, 
The kind returns of pious labours, 
Emich'd the ftrovg and vigorous lover, 
His honour liv'd a While in clover. 
For to {ev truth) it is but juſt, . 
} Where all things are decay'd but luſt, 
That ladies o! maturer ages 

Give citron-water and good wages. 


Thus far Tom Wild had made a ſhift, 
And got good helps at à dead lift; 
But John, his humble meagre ave, 
One foot already in the grave, 
Hide-bound as ont of Pharaoh's kineo, 
With good Duke Numpe was tor'd : dine: 
Yet ſtill the though:iu! ſerious elf 
Would not be wanting te hunſelf; 

Cc 
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Bare up againſt both tide and wind, 
Turn'd every project in his mind. 
And each expedient wrigh'd, to find 
A remedy in this diſtreſs. 
dame God— nay, fir, ſuppoſe no leſs, 
For in this hard and Ek: otty caſe, 
T e:nploy a God is ro d. ſgrace; 
Though Mercury be {cnt from Jove, 
Or lris wing it from above 
Some God, | tay, in{pir'd the knave, 
His maſter and bimſelf to fave. 

As both went uppet eſs to bed 
One night firſt ſcratching of his head) 
% Alas! quoth John, “ fir, tis hard fare 
„To ſuck one's thumbs, and live on air; 
Jo reel from pill.r unto poſt, 
« An empty ſha-ic, a walkiny ghoſt; 
o heat one's guts make pitcous moan, 
„ Thoſe worſt of dun-, and yet not one, 
% One moukiy icrap to i:tisly 
Their cr.ving importunity. 
„% Nay—Good your honor pleaſe to hear 
And then the varlet dropt à tcar ) 
A project form'd in this. dull b:ain, 
Shall ſet us al: adriit again; 
„ hoject, lir, nay, I-t me tell ye, 
Shall fill your pockets, and my belly. 
Know then, old Gripe is dead of late, 


; 


Who purcha»'d at an caſy rate, 

Your ma: fion-houte and finc eſtate. 

Nay, ſtare not, fir by G— tis true 

The devil for once has got his due: 

The raſcal has leit every penny, 

To vis ola maiden ſiſter Jenuy : 

« Go, claſp the dowdy in your arms, 

Nor want your bread, though ſhe want charms : 

« Cajolc the dirty drab, and then 

„The man ſhall have his mare again; 

„ Clod-Hail is yours, your houſe, your rents, 

* And all your lands, and tenements.“ 
« Faith, John,” ſaid he, then lick's his chops) 

This project gives indeed ſome hopes: 

« But curied hard the terms, to marry, 

« To ſtick to one, and never vary; 

« And that one old and ugly too: 

Frail mortals, tell me what to do?“ 

For that,” ſaid John, ** truſt me; my treat 

„ Shan't be one ill-dreſs'd diſh of meat; 

Let bur your honour be my guett, 

© Varicty ſuall crown the feaft.” 

* *Tis done,“ repiy'd om Wild, © *tis done 

The flag bangs out, the f.-rt is won; 

Ne'er doubt my vigorous attacks, 

<c Come to way <rms, any * Sycorax ; 

<c Boidin thy ri, ht we mount cur throne, 

And ell che iflaud is our own.” 
Well—forththey rode, both Squire and John; 
Here might u florici bard make known, p 

lis horie s virtves, and his own; ; 

A thauſaud procig?'s advance, 

Reraiiing ev ry circumſtance. 

But l, who am rot over-nice, 

And alway s :ove to be conciſe, 


* Sce Dry den's Tempeſt, altered from Shakeſpeare. 
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Shall let the courteous reader gueſs 
The ſquire's accoutrements and dreſs. 
Suppoſe we then the gentle youth 
Laid at her feet, all love, all truth; 
Haranguing it in verſe and proſe, 
mount her forchead white with ſnows, 


Her cheeks the ily and the roſe 


Her ivory teeth, her coral lips, 

Her well-turned ears, whoſc ruby tips 
Afﬀerd a thouſand compliments, 

Which he, fond youth, profufely vents : 
The pretty dimple in her chin, 

The den of Love, who lurks within. 
But, oh! the luſtre of her eyes, 

Nor ſtars, nor moon, nor ſun ſuffice, 

He vows. proteſts, raves, ſinks, and dies. 
Much of her prcaſts he ſpoke, und hair, 
In terms moſt el t and rare ; 
Call'd her the goddeſs he ador'd, | 
And in heroic ſuſtian ſoar'd. 

For though the youth could well explain 

His mind in a more humble ftrain ; 

Yet Ovid and the wits agree, 

That a truc 'over's ſpeech ſhould be | 
In rapture and in fimile. 

Imagine now, all points put right, 
The fiddles and the wedding-night ; 

Each noiſy ſtreple rock d with * 

And every bard ſung merrily : 

Gay pleaſure wanton'd unconfin'd, 

The men a'l drunk, the women kind : 
Clod-Hall did nc'er fo fine appear, 

Fioating in poſſet and ſtrong deer. 

Come, Muſe, thou flattern houſe wiſe, tell, 
Where's our friend John ? 1 hope he's well; 
Well! Ay, as any man can be, | 
Vith Suſan in the gallery. 
Sue was a laſs buxom and tight, 

The chambcr-maid and favourite; 
Juicy and young. juſt fit for man, 
': hus the ſweet dialogue began. 

„ Lard, Sir,” quoth Sue, how briſk, how gay, 
Ho ſpruce our mattcr look'd to-day ! 

« 'm (ure no king was e'er ſo fine, 


* Alas. my dear, all is not gold 
That gliſters, as 1've read of old, 
* 4nd all the wiſe and learned ſay, 
Ihe beſt is not without allay.“ 


Well. Maſter John, name if you can 

© A more accowpliſh'd gentieman. 
« Bchide elle may 1 never thrive) 
** The het pood-natur'd ſquire alive.“ 

John ſurugg e and ſhook his head.) ** Nay ſure 
** You by your looking fo demure 
Have lcarnt ſome ſecret fault; if ſo, 
« Tell me, good John, nay pr ythec do, 
Tell me, | ſay, I long to know. 
*« vaſe as thy gold in thy flrong box, 
© This breaſt the dark depoſit locks, 
«© Tir tips no ſecrets ſhall reveal.“ 
« Wull-—kt me firſt affix my ſeal: 

hen kiſs d the ſoit obliging fair. 
But hold—now I muſt hcar you ſwear, 
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ce By all your virgin charms below, 
« No mortal e cr this tzle ſhall know.” 
She ſwore, then thu» the cunning knave, 
With look moſt politic and grave, 
Proccefds : ** Why—ſaith and troth, dear Sue, 
« This jewel has a flaw, 'tis true ; 
« My maſter's generous, and all that, 
« Not faulty but unfortunate.” 
« Why will you keep one in ſuſpenſe ? 
„ Why teaze one thus? —“ Have patience, 
« The youth has failings. thrre's no doubt, 
« And who, my Suky, is without ? 
« But ſhould you tell—nay that 1 dread” — 
« By heaven, and by my maiderh ad— 
« Now ſpeak, ſpeak quick H whodenics 
« Thoſe pouting lips, thoſe roguiſh eyes. 
« Muſt ſure be more than man—then know, 
« My deareſt, fince you'll have it ſo; 
« My maſter Wild not only talks 
Much in his ſleep, but alſo walks; 
„Walks many a winter night alone, 
« This way and that, up ſtairs and down : 
« Now, if diſturb'd, if by ſurprize 
« He's rous'd, and flumbers quit his eycs; 
« Lord, how | tremble! how 1 dread 
% To ſpcak it Thr ce bcn-ath the bed, 
© Alas to ſave my liſe {flcd : 
« And twice behind the door I crept, 
% And once out of the window licapt. 
No raging bedlam juſt got looſe 
& Is half ſo mad; about the houſe 
Frantic he runs; cach eyc bal. glares, 
* Heraves, hc foams, he wildly ſlares; 
« The femily before him flics, 
* Whoc'er is overtaken dies. 
„ Opiates, and breathing of a vein, 
* Scarce ſettle his diſtemper'd brain, 
„% Aud bring him to himielf apan. 
„ But, f not cruſs'd, if let alone 
“ Tto:akr his frolick, and be gone; 
Soon he returns from wheycc he came, 
No lamb mor. en ocent and tame.“ 
Thus having gain'd her point, to bed 
in haſte the flickering gipſy fled ; 
The ; ungent ſecret in her bre aſt 
Gave ſuch ſharp pangs, ſhe could not reſt : 
Prim'd, charg d, and cock'd hier next deſire 
Was co preſent, and to giv. fire. 
Sleeplcſs the tortur d Suſan lay, 
Toaug and tumbling every way, 
unpati ut for the dawn of day. 
So labours in the tacred ſhade, 
Full of the God, the Delphic maid : 
So wind, in hypocondries pent, 
Struggles and heaves to find a vent; 
In :abyriurhs intricate it roars 
Now downward ſinks, then upward fours; 
Ih unealy patient groans in vain, 
No curdiale can relicve his pain; 
Tt at the poſt rn E ate, cularg d, 
The burtting thunder i diſcharg d. 
At lait the happy hour was come, 
When call'd into her lady's room; 
Scarce three pins Huck into her gown, 
Put our it bolts, ard ail is knows. 
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Nor idle long the ſecret lies, 

From mouth to mouth improv'd it flies, 
And crows amain in ſtrength and ſize: 
For Fame. at firſt of pigmy birth, 
Walks cautiouſly on mother earth; 

But ſoon as ancient bards have ſaid) 

la clouds the giant hides her head. 

To council now the voſſibs went, 
Madam herſelf was prefident ; 

Ih affair is banded pro and . 

Much breath is ſpent, few, conqueſts won. 
At length dame Hobb, to end the itrite, 
And Nladam Blouſe the parſon's wife, 

In this with one conſent agree, 

That, ſince th* fle & was lunacy 

if wak d. it vers by much the beſt, 
Nor to diiturb him in the leaſt: 

Lv'n let him ramble if he pleaſe; 

roth 'tis a comica! diſcaſc; 

lhe werſt is to himſelf: when cold 
And ſhivering he returns, then fold 

7 he vag ant in your arms; he * | reſt 
With picafurc on your glowing breaſts 
Madam approv'd of this advice, 

Wind her orders in 2 trice: 

hat none henceforth preſum- to ſtir, 
Or thwart th unhappy wanderer.” 


John, when his maſter's knock he heard, 
Boon in the drefiing-room appeur'd 
Arch.y he look d, and ſhiy Icer d. 
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* Waat game?“ lays Wild. On! never more, 


** Pheaſants and partridge in great ſtore; 
* 1 wiſh your ammunitien laſt 1** 

And ther revcal'd how all had paſt. 
Next thuwght it proper to cap nn 

c1s plot, and how he laid Eis train: 
Tue coutt i- clear, lic, go in Peace, 
No dragon guards the golden fleece.” 


' Here, Muſe, let ſable night advance, 
Deſcribe her tate with elegance; 
Around her 4ark pav lion tpread 
The clouds; with popp:es crown her head; 
Note well her owls, and bats obſcene ; 
Cail her an /Ech.opian queen ; 
Or, if y-u think *twili men my tale, 
Call her a widow with a veil; 
O. fp: Gers and hobgoblins tell, 
Ir ſay twas mi night, tis as well. 
Wul then— twas miduight, „ was ſaid, 
When Wild farts upright in his wed, 
L.caps out, and, without more ado, 
Tai cs in his room a tura or two 
Opening the door, ſoon cut hie ftalks, 
1d to the next apartnient walks; 
Where on her back there lay pour Sue, 
Alas! friend John, the droamt of you. 
Wak'd wih the noiſe her maſter known, 
By moon-light and tus brocaiie pown, 
Frighted the dares not {creamy in bed 
Sn ſinks, and down ſhe pops her head; 
hie curtains geutly drawn, he iprings 
Berweeu the theets, then clotely ciings, 
Now, Mule, relate what there we did ; 
Hold, 1: pudcace |—it mutt be big !- 
Ce 2 
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He did —as any man would do 
In ſuch a caſe— Did he not, zue? 
Then up into the garret flies, 
Where Joan, and Dol, and Betty lics; 
A leaſh of laſſes all together 
And in the dog-days—in hot weather; 
Why, faith, twas hard—he did his beſt, 
And left to Providence the reſt. 
Content the paſſi ve creatures lie, 
Tor who in duty could deny? 
W as non-reſiſtance cvet. thought 
By modern caſuiſts a ſault ? 
Were not ber orders ſtrict and plain? 
All ft: uggiing dangerous and vain ? ; 
Well, down our yuunker trips again: 
Much wiſhing, as he recl'd along, 
For ſome rich corcial warm and ſtrong. 
In bed he quickly tumblcy then, 
Nor wak'd next morn till after ten. 
Thus night by night he led his life, 
Blu ſling all females but his wife; 
Much work upon his hands there lay, 
More bills were drawn than he could pay; 
No lawyer drudg d ſo hard as he, 
in Eaſter Icrm, or Hillary; 
But lawyers ln bour for thei ſee: 
Hure no ſelf-intereſt ar gain, 
"The pleaſure balances the pain. 
do the great ſultan walks among 
His troop of laſſes fair and young: 
do the town-bull in Opentide, 
H:s lowing lovers by his fide, 
Revcis at large in nature's right, 
Curb'd by no law, but appetite; 
F. iſk ing his tail, he roves at plca'ure, 
Aud knows no ſtint, und keeps no mceaſure. 
But now the nirth revolving moon 
(Alus! it came an age too con; 
Curie on each haſty flecting night!) 
Some odd diſet veries broug lit to light. 
Strange tympanies the wornen ſeize, 
An epicr:mical diſeaſe; 
N ladam hericlf with theſe might paſs 
For a cl:av-!hap'd and taper laſe. 
was vail to lids th? apparent load, 
For hoop» were not then g-/-wude ; 
Sue being queition'd, and hard preſs'd, 
Þiubbermyg the naked truth conteſs'd: 
« Were nat your orders moſt ſevere, 
That pon? ſhovid ftop Eis night- career? 
« And wiaiodurit wake him? Froth not 1; 
« { was not then prepar'd to die.“ 
« Well ue, {aid ſhe, thou ſhalt have grace, 
« Dit then this night Take thy place, 
« "Thou mine my night-cloaths on thy head, 
Soon Mall he leave thee ſaſe in bed: 
1% Lic fill, and flir not au thy life, 
« But do the penance of © wife; 
« Much vicature haſt thou nad; at laſt 
„% Ti- proper for thy fins to ſaſt. 
This point agreed, to bed the went, 
rad Sue Trept in but ill-content ; 
Sven as th accuitam'd hour was come, 
The younker ſally d irom his room, 
To Sue's apartment whipt away, 


And hike a lion ſciz d his prey; 
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She claſp'd him in her longing arms, 
Sharp ſet, ſhe fcatted on his charms. 
He did whate'er he could; but more 
Was yet to do, encore, encore / 
Fain would be now elope, ſhe claſpt 
Him ſtil, no burr cer ſtuck ſo ſaſt. 
At leugth the morn with envious light, 
Diſcovered all: in what fad plig ht 
Poor man, he lay! abaſh d, for ſhame | 
t'e could not ſpeak, nor ev'n one lame 
Fxcuſe was left. She, with a -r:ce 
That gave new beauties to her face; 
And with a kind obliging air 
Always ſucceſsful in the fair, 
bus ſoon relicy'd him from ecſpair. 
Ah! generous youth, pardon a fault, 
No ſooliſh jealouſy has taught; 
Dis your own crime, open as day, 
Io your convidion paves the way. 
Oh! might this ſtratagem regain 
** Your love ! let me nat picad iu vain ; 
** Something to gratitude is duc, 
Have I not given all to you?“ 

Tom ftar'd, look d palc, then in preat haſte 
Slipp'd on his gown ; yet thus at luſt 
Spoke faintly, as amaz d he ſtood, 
« 1 will, my dear, be very good. 


THE HAPPY DISAPPOINTMENT : 
A TALEs 


N days of yore, when belles and beaux 
Left moſqueradcs and puppet-ſhows, 

Deſcrted ombre and baſſet, 
At Jonathan's to ſquerze and ſweat ; 
M hen ſprightly rakes forſook champaign, 
he play-houle, and the merry main. 
Good mother Wyburn and the ſtews, 
To ſmoke with brokers, ſtink with Jews, 
in fine, when all the world run mad | 
A ſtory not leſs true than ſad); 
Ned Smart, a virtuous youth, well known 
To all this chaſte and ſober town, 
Got every penny he could rally, 
To try his fortune in Change- Alley: 
In haitc to loll in coach and fix. 


Bought bulls and Lear+, play d twenty tricks, 
Amongit lis brother lunaticks. 


ran ported at his Gift ſucceſs, 

A thouſand whims hs fancy bleſs, 

With ſcenes of future happincſs. 

How frail are all our joys below 

Mere dazzling mutcors, flaſh and ſhow ! 
Oh, Fortune | fail. deceitful whore ! 
Caught in hy trap with thou.ands more, 
He ſound his rhino junk and gone, 
Himſelf a bankrupt, and undone. 

Ned could not well digelt this change, 
Forc'd in the world at large to range; - 
With Babel's monarch turn'd to graſs, 

Would :t not break an heart of baſs? 
Tis vain to ſob and kung the liv ; 
One penny left, he buys a flip | 
At once his life and cares to loſe, 


Under his car he Sts the nocſe. 
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An hook in an old wall ke ſpies, 
To that the {utel rope he ties: 
Like Curtius now, at one bold leap, 
He plung d i. tlie gaping decp; 
Nor did he doubt in Hell to and, 
Dealings mot e ju't, and frien:1> more kind. 
as he began to twiſt and ſprawl, 
The looten'd ſtones break fron the wall; 
Down drops. the raks upo the ſpot, 
And after him an earthen pot : 
Recling he rufe, and gaz d wrovnd, 
And faw the crock lie on th: ground; 
Surpriz'(l, amuz d. at this odd ſight, 
Trembling, lie broke it in a frig ie; 
hen, lo | at once came pouring ferth 
Ingots, and pearls, and gens of worth, 
0'.rjoy'd with Fortune's kind buque!t, 
He tock the birds, but leſt the 11! ; 
Aud then, to {py what might enſue, 
into a nrighbouring wood withdrew ; 
Nor waited long. For ſoon he cs 
A tall black niau ſkulk breugli the trees; 
He knew him by his ſuuilling pace, 
Histhread bare cnat and bi cit farc: 
And who the dev:l ſtoutd it be, 
But ſanctify'd Sir imothy! 
His uncle by his mother's ſide, 
His guardian, and his faitliful guide. 
This drivelng kaight, with pockets ivll, 
Aud proud as any Great Mogul, 
For his witc conduct l ad been made 
Dir &or of the jobbing trade: 
And had ;auft piouſly drawn in 
Poor Ned audi his neareit kin. 
The grerd fouls laid out their gold, 
And buught the very ſtock he fold; 
Thus the kind knave convcy d their pelf, 
By becrs procus, to himſclf; 
And, to ſecure the ſpoils he gut, 
Furtn'd tizis contrivance of the pot. 
Here every night, and every mor a, 
Devout as any monk new ſhorn, 
The proſtrate hypocrite imnlores 
Juſt heaven to bleſe his hidden ſtores; 
But, when he ſaw dear manmon flown, 
The plunder'd hive, the honey gone, 
No jilted buily, no bilk'd hack, 
No thick when bradles flay his back, 
No loſiug rook, no carted whore, 
No failur when the biliows roar, 
With {uch a grace e' er curice and ſwore. 
Then, as he por'd upon the ground, 
And turn'd his haggard eyes az ound, 
Thc halter at iis fect ie ſpy d, 
nd is this all that's let?“ he cry'd : 
m | thus paid for all my cares, 
My lectures, reperitions, nravers ? 
„is well—there ' form: thine iny'd at leaſt, 
* Ueicome, thou ſanthiv!, Irimity girctt ; 
** E 1 mult king, now ah as lott, 
is cheaper at aavuther's cot; 
* To do i! at my ven expunce, 
„ Would be dowuright extravagance,” 
» Thus com orted, without u tear, 
He d the noble beneath his car, 


a. 
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To the next bough the rope he ty'd, . 


und moſt heroicalty dy'd. 


N 


d., who behind a ſpreading tree, 


Be held hi trogi- comedy, 
With hearty curles tun: bis knell 
avd hi him thas his laſt far: wel, 


* 


J 


Litec! — 


Vas ic not, uncle, very kind, 

lu me, (o leave the rope behind? 

\ legrry ſo well beſtow'd, 

For all rhe ingratitude 1 ow'd. 

dleu, Sir Fim; by heaven's decree, 
Soon my thy brethren ſally thee, 

in the me glorious manner ſwing, 
Withonr one friend te cut the rung; 
That hence rapacigus knaves may know, 
Juitice i» always ſure, though flow.“ 


6— 


A PADLOCK FOR THE MOUTH. 
A TALE. 
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This ointment being duly made, 

The jilt upon her toilet laid : 

The ſauntering cully ſoon appears, 

As uſual, vows, proteſts, and ſwears ; 
Careleſs an opcra tune he hums, 

Plunders her patch-box. breaks her combs. 
As up and down th» monkcy play'd, 

H.s hand upon the box he laid, 

The fatal box. Plcas'd with her wiles, 
The treacherous Pandora ſmiles. 


40 What s this ? * cries Jack. « That box! ſaid Secur d from rain and wind : 


ſhe : 
% Pomatum ; what elſe ſhould it be?“ 
But here tis fit my reader knows 
"Twas Merch, when bluſtering Boreas blows, 
Stern cnemy to belles and beaux 
His lips were fore; rough, pointed, torn, 
The coral briftled like a thorn. 
Please d with a cure ſo a- repos, 
Nor jealous of fo fair a foe, 
The healirg uintment thick he ſpread, 
And every gaping cranny fed. 
His chops begia to glow and ſhoot, 
He ſtrove to ſpeak. but, oh was mute, 
Mute as a hh, all he couid ſtrain, 
Were ſome horſe gutcurals forc'd with pain. 
He ſtamps, he raves. he ſobs, he fighs, 
The tears ran trickling from his eyes; 
He thought but could not ſpeak a curſe, 
His lips were drawn into a purſe. 
Madam no lonyer could contain, 
Triumphant joy burſts out amain 
She lau;zhs, ſhe ſcreams, the houſe is rais'd, 
Through all the ſtreet th' affair is blaz'd ; 
In ſhoals now all the neighbours come, 
Laugh out, and preſs into the room. 
Sir Harry Taudry and his bride, 
Mis Tulip deck'd in all her pride; 
Wile Madam Froth, and widow Babble, 
Coquettes and prudes, a mighty rabble. 
So great a concourie ne er was k2own 
At Smithtield, when a monſter 's ſhown ; 
When bears da ce jiggs with comely mein, 
When witty Punch adorns the ſcenc, 
Or iroiic Pug plays Harlequin. 
In vain he ſtiives to hide his head, 
In vain he creeps behind ti e bed, 
Ferreted thence, expos'd to vicw, 
The crowd their ciamorous ſhouts renew: 
A thouſan i raunts, a thouſand jeers, 
Stark dumb, the paſſi ve creature hears. 
No perjur d villain naiPd on high, 
Ard pelted iu the pillory, | 
His tace beſmcar'd, his eyes, his chops, 
With rotten eggs and turnip-tops 
Was c'er ſo maul'd. Phyliis, at laſt, 
To pay him for offences pat, 
With ſncering malie in her face, 
Thus ſpoke, and gave the coup de grace : 
* Lard! how demure, and how preciſe 
He looks ! ſilence becomes the wiſe. 
« Vile tongue ! its maſter to betray, 
But now the priſoncr muſt obey, 
I' ve lock'd the door, and keep the key. 
Learn hence, what angry woman can, 
* Wacn wrong'd by that ſalſe traitor man ; 


„Who boaſts our favours, ſoon or late, 
* The treacherous blab ſhall ſecl dur hate. 


THE WISE BUILDER: 
A TALE. 


IST Socrates had built a farm, : 
| Little, convenient, ſnug, and warm, 


A gallant whi.per'd in his ear, 
Shall the great Socrates live here, 
* To this mean cell confin'd ?”? 

* The furniture 's my chiefeſt care,“ 
Reply'd the ſage; © here's room. to ſpare, 
Sweet fir, for | and you; 

\« When this with faithful friends is fill'd, 

An ampler palace 1 ſha!l build; 

Till then, this cot muſt do.“ 


The true Uſe of the LOOKING-GLASS. | 
A TALE. 


OM CAREFUL had a fon and heir, 
Exact his ſhape, gentcel his air, 0 

Adonis waz not half ſo fair. | 

But then, alas! his daughter Jang 

Was but ſo-io, a little plain. 

In mam's apartment. as «re day 

Ihe little romp and hoyden play, 

Their faces in the g aſs they view'd, 

| Which then upon her toilet flood ; 

Where, as Narciſſus vain, the boy 

Bcheld each riſing charm with joy 

With partral ey.s ſurvey'd himſelf, 

But for his ſiſter poor brown ell, 

in her the ſelſ-enamour'd chit 

Was very laviſh of his wit. 

She bore, alas! Mhate'er ſhe could, 

But 'twas too much for fleſh and blood; 

What ſemale ever had the grace 


To pardon ſcandal on her face? 

Diſconſolate away ſhe flies, 

An at her daddy's feet ſhe lies; 

Sighs, ſobs, and groans, calls to her aid, 
And tears, that readily obey'd ; 

Then aggravates the vile offence, 

Excrting all her eloquence: 

Fhe cauſe th' indulgent father heard, 

And culprit ſummon'd ſoon appear d; 
Some tokens of remorſe he ſhow d, 

And promis'd largely to be good. 

As both tbe tender father preſs'd 

With <qual ardour to his breaſt, 

Au ' {miling kiſs'd, & Let there be peace,” 
Said he; “ et broils and d'tcord ceac : 

« Fach day, my children, thus employ | 
„he {ai nru! mirror; you, my boy, 
Remember that no vice diſgrace 

5 | « 1he.t.of heaven, that beauteous face: 


And you, my girl. take ſpecial care 

*% Yuur Maut of heauty to r-vair 

« By virtue, Which ajone is tear,” 

| ; MAILOMET 
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MAHOMET ALI BEG: 
Or, the FarTururt MinisTER or STATE. 


A Lon deſcent, and noble blood, 1 
I» but a vain fantaſtic good. 

Unleſs with inbred virtues join'd, 

An honeſt, brave, and generous mind. 

All that our anceſtors have done, 
Nations reliev'd. and battles won; 

The trophies of each bloody field, 

Can only then true honour yield, 
When, like Argyll, we ſcorn to owe, 
And pay that luſtre they beſtow ; 

But, if, a mean degenerate race, 
Slothful we faint, and flack our pace, 
Lag in the glori us courſe of fame, 
Their great atchievements we diſclaim. 
Some bold plebeian ſoon ſhall riſe 
Stretch to the goal, and win the prize. 
For, ſince the forming hand of old, 
Caſt all mankind in the ſame mold; 
Since no diſtinguiſh'd clan is bleſt 
With finer porcelain than the reſt ; 
And fince in all the ruling mind 

Is of the ſame celeſtial kind; 

Tis education ſhews the way 

Each latent beauty to Ciſplay ; 

Fach happy genius brings to light, 
Conc-a!'d before in ſhades of night: 
So diamonds from the gloomy mine, 
Taught by the workman's hand to ſhine, 
On Cloc's ivory boſom blaze, 

Or grace the cron n with brilliant rays. 
Merit obſcure ſhall raiſe its head, 

Though dark ob{truQing clouds o'erſpread ; 
Heroes, as yet unſung, {hail fight, 

For flaves oppreſs'd, and injur'd right; 
And able ſtateſmen prop the throne, 

To Battle-Abbey-Roll © unknown. 

Sha Abbas, with juvreme command, 
In Perſia reign'd, and biecſs'd the land ; 
A mighty prince, valiant, and wile, 
Expert, with ſharp diſcerning eyes, 

To &nd true virtue in diſguile. 
Hunting {it eems was his delight, 
His joy by day, his dream by night: 
The fort of all the brave and bold, 
Frum Nimrod, who, iu days of old, 
Made men as well 2s beaſts his prey, 
To mightier George, whoſe milder ſway 
Glad happy crowds with pride obcy. 
In queſt oi hi fierce ſavage focs, 
Before the ſun the monarch roſe, 
The grizly lion to engage, 
By baying dogs provok'd to rage; 
In the cloſe thicket to explore, 
And puſh from chence the briltled boar: 
Or to purſue the flying deer, 
While deep-mouth'd hounds the vallies chear; 
And echo ſrom repeating hilis 
His heart with joy tedoubled fills. 
Under a rock's projedti:. ſhade, 
A ſhepherd boy his ſcat had made, 


P A record which contain: d the names of the 
chief men that came over wich the Conqueror. 


— 


— 


— 


„ 


—__— 


— 


„ 


And girt with fawning flaves around; 


{ 


Happy as Crœſus on his throne, 

The riches of the world his own. 

Content on mortals here below, 

Is all that heaven can beſtow. 

His crook and ſcrip were by him laid, 

Upon his oaten pipe he play'd ; 

His flocks ſecurely couch d around, 

And ſeemꝰ d to liſten to the ſound. 

Returning from the chace one day, 

1 he king by chance had loſt his way: 

Nor guards, nor nobles, now attend; 

But one young lord, his boſom friend. 

Now tir'd with Lbour, ſpent with heat, 

They ſought this pleaſant cool retreat ; 

The boy leap'd active from his ſeat, 

And with a kind obliging grace, 

Offcr d the king unknown his place. 
he Perſian monarch, who ſo late, 

Lord of the world, rul'd all in ſtate ; 

On cloth of gold and tiſſue trod, 

Whole nations trembling at his nod ; 

With diamonds and with rubics crown'd, 


; 


„ 


Bchold him now : his canopy 
Th' impending rock. each ſhrub, each tree, 
That grew upon its ſhaggy brow, 
To their great prince obſcrvant bow 
Yicld, as in duty bound, their aid, 
And bleſs him with a friendly ſhade, 
On the bare flint, he fits alone, 
And oh! would kings this truth but own, 
The ſatcr and the nobler throne ! 
But where do l digreſs ? *tis time 
To check t:.is arrogance of rhyme. 
As the judicious monarch view'd ' 
The ſtripling's air, nor bold nor rude, | 5 
With native modeſty ſubdued ; 
The bluſh that glow'd in all its pride 
Then trembled on his cheeks and dy'd. 
He grew inquiſitive to trace 
V hat ſoul dwelt in that lovely caſc : 
To every queſtion, ſerio s. gay, 
The youth reply'd without delay; 
His anſwers for the moſt part right, 
And taking, if not appoſite : 
Unutdy'd, unaſteRed ſenſe. 
Mix'd with his native difh4-nce. 
The king was charm'd with ſuch a prize, 
and ſtood with wonder in his cyes; 
Commits his treaſure to the care 
Of the young lord; bids him not ſnare 
For coſt or pains, t' enrich his breait 
With allt e learning of the Eaſt, 
H. bow'd, obey'd, well-cloach'd, well-fed, 
And with his patron's children bred ;; 
Still every day the youth improv'd, 
By all admir'd, by all belov'd. 
Now tlie firſt carline down began 
To give the promiſe of a man; 
To court he 's caii'd, employ'd, and train'd, 
In lower poſts, yet {till hc gain'd 
By can our, courteſy, and ſki l. 
he ſubjects love. the king's 2oudewill, 
Emmloy d in greater niatters n. 
No fleticric:, no brivcs, could bow 
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His: ſtubborn ſoul ; true to his truſt, 
Firm, and inexorably juſt, 
In judgnient ripe, he ſoon became 
A Walpeic, or a Wa'iſin;zthann ;; 
And, wekeſul for the public peace, 
No dr gon guards the golden fic:ce 
With half that vig Vance and care, 
His buty eyes {enn'd cvery where; 
In carh dark Icheme knew how to dive, 
Though cunnirg Derviſes contrive 
Their plots, diigu's'd wich ſhams and lies, 
And cloak'd with rcal perjurics 
Now high in rank the prer is plac'd, 
And Ali Beg with titles grac's ; 
No bounds his maſter's bounties know, 
His ſwelling coffers ov: rflow, a 
And he is puzzled to beſtow ; 
Perplex'd and ſtuCious to contrive 
70 whom, and how, not what to give; 
His pious fraud cunceal the name, 
And ſkreen the modeſt man from ſhame. 
Who c'er would Heavenly treaſures rails 
Muſt grant the boon, efcape the praue. 
But has immer and cndleſs ain 
No private charities could drain : 
On pubhec works he fix'd his mind, 
The zeglaus fricnd of heman kind. 
Convenien* inns on cach great road 
At his ewn proper colts endow 'd, 
To weary caravans afurd 
Reireſhment, both at bed and board. 
From hames, the Tiber, and the Fine, 
Nations remote with Ali dine: 
In various tonſves his bounty 's leſt, 
While with ſurprize the ſtranger gueſt 
Does here on unboughit daintics fealt : 
See ſtately palaces ariſc, 
And gilded domes invade the ſkies. 
Say. Muſe, What lords inhabit here? 
Nor favourite cunuch, prince, nor peer? 
he poor, the lan e, the blind, the tick, 
The ideot, anc t! e lun tie. 
He curb'd c: h river's ſwe!ling pride, 
O'er the reluQant murmuring tide 
From bank to hauk his bridges itride, 
A thouſand gracious deeds were done, 
Bury'd in ſilence nd urknown, 

At length worn out Mh ycars ad care, 
Sha Abbas dy d; left his young heir 
Sna Sefi, unexperienc'd, raw, 
By his ſtern ſather kept in au c; 
To the icraghn's walls conſin'd, 
Bar1'd from the converſe of mankind. 
Strapge jcalouſy ! a certain rule, 
To breed a tyrint and a fool. 
Still Ali wes prime miniſter, 
Eut had not much his maſter's ear; 
Walk'd on untaithſul flipper: ground, 
Till an occaſion could be found 
To pick a quarrel; then, no Coubt, 
As is the mode at cuurt—turn cut. 
Sha Seſi, among cunnchs br.d, 
With them convers d, by them was le; 
Beardicſs, halſ-men! in whoſe ſalle breaſts, 
Nor joy, nor love, ner Liicndilip, relts. 


kg 


| There ſpight and pining envy dwell, 


And rage as in their ative hell; 

For, conſcious of their own diſgrace 

Each excellence they would debaſe, 

And vent their pleen on human race. 
his li found. Strange ſeuſcleſs lics 

And ĩuconſiſtent calymnies 

hey huz into the monarch's ears, 

And he believes ail that he hers. 

* Grcat prince,” ſaid they, Ali, your ſla ve 
Whon: we acknowledge wiſc and brave 
Vet pardon use can't but fee 

His boundle!s pride and vanity : 

His bridg:s triumph o'er each tide, 

la their owt: channels taught to glide. 
Fach beggar, and cach lazy drone, 

His ſubje&, mor: than yours, is grown: 
And for e palace leaves his cell, 

* Where Xerxes might be proud to dwcll. 
His inns for travell-rs provide, 

Strangers arc liſted on his iide : 

in his own houſe how grand the ſcene ! 
Tiflues and velvets arc too mean, 

Goid, jewels, pearls, unhcard expence ! 
Suſpc ctcd, bold, magnificence! 

M lience can this flood of riches flow ? 
Fvamme his accounts, you *I know : 
Yovr eve on your exchequer call, 


Ali next morn (for 'twas his way 
To riſe beſore the dawn of day) 
Went early to the ccuncil- board. 
Proſtrate on carth, his king ador'd. 
The king, with countenance levere, 
Look'd ſternly on his miniſter : 
« Ali,” faid he, I have been told, 
Great treaſures, both in gems and gold, 
« Were left, and truſted to your care 
« *Mong th: {-, one gem exceeding rare, 
I long to view; which was they ſaid) 
«« 4. prefent from the ſultan made, 
he fincit that the world c'er ſaw, 
„White, large, and fair, without a flaw.” 
Th' unblemiſh'd li thus reply'd, 
Great ſir, it cannot be deny'd, 
« *Tis brilliant, beautiful, and clear, 
« The Great Mogul has not its peer. 
6 Fieaſe it your mojeſty, to go 
& Into the trealury below, 
* You'll Wonder at its picreing ray, 
* The ſun gives not a nobſer day. 
— Together now they ali cefcend ; 
Poor li had no other friend, 
Pur a ſoul ſaithſul to irs truſt, 
The ſure aſylum of the jult. 
In proper claſſes now arc ſeen | 
The diamonds bright, and emeralds green; 
Pearls, rubies, ſapphires, next appear, 
Diipos'd is rows with niceſt care. 
The king vicws all with curious cyes, 
Applauds with wonder and furprize, 
Their order and peculiar grace, 
Each thiugadapted to its pl-ce ; 
The reſt with envious icer behold, 
And ſum ble u on bars of gold. 


Next, 
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The king and all his ſplendid court. 
Ali came forth his prince to meet, 
And, lowly bowing, kiſfs'd his feet. 
On all his compliments beſtows, 
Civil alike to friends and foes. 
The king, impatient to behold 
His furniture of gems and gold, 
From room to room the chace purſu'd, 
With curious eyes cach corner view'd, 
Ranſack'd th' a ts o'er and o'cr, 
Each cloſet ſearch d, unlock'd each door; 
But all he ſound was plain and coarſe, 
The meaneſt Perſian — had worſe; 
Theſe Ali for convenience 
Nor for expenſive trifles ſought. 
One door a prying eunuch ſpy d, 
With bars and locks well fortify'd, 
And now, ſecure to find the prize, 
Shew'd it the king with joyful 
* Ali,” ſaid 1 that — 
« 1s ſtrong, and baricadoed well ? = 
„What have you there? Ali reply d, 
« Oh, fir, there's lodg'd my greateſt pride; 
« There are the gems 1 value moſt, 
« And all the treaſures I can boaſt.” 
All now convinc'd of his diſgrace, 
Triumph appcar'd in every face. 
The monarch doubted now no more ; 
The keys are brought, unlock'd the door, 
When, lo! upon the wall appear 
His ſhepherd's weeds hung up with care, 
Kor crook nor ſcrip was wanting there ; 
Nor pipe that tun'd his humble lays, 
Sweet ſolace of his better days ! 
Then, bowing low, he touch'd his breaſt, 
And thus the wondering king adirett : 
* Great Prince! your Ali is your ſlave, 
* To you belong whatc'er I have; 
* Goods, houſe, are yours, nay yours this head, 
For ſpcak the word, and I am dead: 
* Theſe moveables, and theſe alone, 
I may with juſtice call my own. 
* Your royal fire, Abbas the Great, 
* Whom nations proſtrate at his feet 
On earth ador c; whoſe ſoul at r:it, 
* In paradiſe a welcome , 
* ®* Enjoys its full, and fragrant bowers, 
* Or wantons vpon beds of flowers, 
* Vkile the pure ſtream, in living rills, 
« Frum rocks of adamant diſtils, 


Such is the Paradiſe the Turks expe. 
Vor. V. 
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And black-ey' d nymphs attend his nod, 

« Fair daughters of that bleſt abode : 

% By his command, I left the plain, 

« An humble, but contented fwain. 

« Nor ſought I wealth, nor power, nor place; 
« All theſe were owing to his grace ; 

« *'Twas his mere bounty made me 

« And fix'd me here, in this high ſcat, 

« The mark of envy. Much he 

depriv'd his flave : 


; 


The king, amaz'd at ſuch a ſcorn 
Of riches, in a born ; 


« No us malice ſhall diſgrace. 

« Wealth, grandeur, „are a mere chaat, 
« But this is to be 4 

While tears ran down his face, 


| Thar pelf, which they want heart to ſhare ? 


What other pleaſure can they know, 

But to enjoy, or to beſtow ? 

Acts of benevolence and love 

Give us a teſte of heaven above; 

We imitate = immortal powers, 

Whoſe ſun-ſhine, and whoſe kindly ſhowers, 
Refreſh the poor and barren ground, 

And plant a Paradiſe around: 

But this mean, ſneaking avarice, 

Is a collection of all vice. 

Where this foul weed but taints the place, 
Nor virtue grows, nor worth, nor grace; 
The ſoul a deſert waſte remains, 

And ghaſtly deſolation reigns. 

But where will theſe grave morals tend ? 
Pardon my zeal, dear courteous friend; 
The province of my bumbler vein, 

Is not to preach, but entertain. 

Gripe, from the cradle to the grave, 
Was good for nothing, but to ſave; 
Mammon his God, to him alone 
He how'd, and his ſhort creed was known: 
On his thumb-nail it might be wrote, 

A penny ſav'd 's a penny got.” 

D d 


| 


. And 
Gripe, to fave charges on the road, 
At each good houſe cramm'd in a load; 


men! who might be great, 
Die well, and lcave a large eſtate; 

But, by lewd comrades led aſtray, 
Guzzling, throw all their mcans away. 


* Or an indenture tripartite ; | 

« Can meaſure land, paſture, or wood, 

* Yet never purchas'd half a rood. 

< Whom all theſe liberal arts adorn, 

« Is he not rich! as ſheep new ſhorn ! 

* The reaſon need not far be ſought, 

* For three pence gain'd, he ſpends a groat. 
There's Billy Blowſe, that merry fellow, 
« So wondrous witty when he's mellow; 
Ale and mundungus, in deſpite 

* Of nature, make the clown polite. 
When thoſe rich ſteams chaſe his dull head, 
What flowers ſhoot up in that hot-bed ! 
His jeſts, when fogs his cemples ſhrowd, 
Like the ſun burſting through a cloud, 
Blaze out, and dazzle ail the crowd: 
They laugh, each wag's exceeding gay, 
While he, poor ninny ! jokes away 

« By night, whate'er he gets by day. 
To theſe examples I might add 

A ſquire or two, troth full as bad; 
Who, dcom'd by heaven for their fins, 
Mind nothing but their nipperkins: 

But theſe, at this time, ſhall ſuffice ; 

Be ſaving, boy, that is, be wiſe.” 

Now, Muſe, come hold thy noſe, and tell 
What doleful accident beſel; 

His horſe ſet hard, an antient hack, 

"Thar twice ten years carry'd a pack, 

But ſuch a cargo ne er before; 

He had him cheap, and kept him poor; 


; 
; 
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H bowels tuft with too much meat, 


And riggled often to and fro, 
With painful gripings gnaw'd below. 


For the next inn he . 
In haſte alights, and ſcuds away, 

But, tide and time for no man ſtay. 

No means can ſave whom heaven has curſt, 
For out th* impetuous torrent burſt. 
Struck dumb, aghaſt at firſt he ſtood, 

\nd ſcratch'd his head in mood : 
But, wiſcly judging 'twas in vain 

To make an outcry, and complain, 

Of a bad in made the beft, 

And lull'd his troubled ſoul ro reſt. 

Back he return'd with rucful face, 

And ſhuffled the houſe apace; 
My landlady ſcreams out in haſte, 

* Old gentleman, ho !—where ſo faſt ? 
Before you go, pray pay your ſhot, 
* This young man drunk a pot. 


Ah, ruinous, expenſive dog!“ 

And, m ing curſes in his car, 

oak d like a witch with helliſ leer; 

But, finding twas in vain to fret, 

Pull'd out his catſkin, paid the debt. 
This point adjuſted, on they fare, 

Ambroſial ſweets perfume the air: 

The younker, by the fragrant ſcent, 

Perceiving now how matters went, 

Laugh'd inwardly, could ſcarce contain, 

And kept his countenance with pain. 

At laſt he cries, «© Now, fir, an't I 

hope you're better, and at caſe.” 

« Better, you booby !—'tis all out” — 

What's out?“ ſaid he. 

All in my trowſcrs—well—no matter— 

Not great th' expence of ſoap and water; 

This charge —if times are not tos hard, 

« By management may be repair'd : 

But, oh! that damn'd confounded pot! 

« Extra , audacious ſot; 

This, this indeed, my ſoul does grieve, 

There's two-pence Joſt without retrieve !” 


THE INCURIOUS BENCHER. 


T Jenny Mann's, where heroes meet, 
And lay their laurels at her feet; 

The modern Pallas, at whoſe ſhrine 
They bow, and by whoſe aid they dine : 
Colonel Brocade among the reſt 
Was every day a welcome gueſt. 
One night a> careleſsly he ſtood, 

Chearing his re ius before the fire, 
(So every true-born Briton ſhould) 

Like that, he chaf'd, and ſum'd, with ire. 


Jenny,“ ſaid be, © "tis very hard, 
That no man's hot, our can be ſpar'd; 


* Tf I but ſup with Lady Dutchets, 


Or play a game at cmbre, ſuch is 


« A pot!“ ſaid Gripe; © oh, the young rogue 


„ You drunken lout* 


— — - 
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« The malice of the world, tis ſaid, 
« Alt his Grace lay drunk in bed, 

« "Twas 1 that caus'd his aching head. 

« If Madam Doodle would be witty, 

« And 1 am ſummon d to the city, 

« To play at blind-man's-buff, or ſo, 

What won't ſuch helliſh malice do ? 


Smoking his pi toaſt, 
- reading — — 


And ſoon ſmelt out the breach he made : 
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ſide·long glance ſometimes he ſent, 
o bring him news, and watch th' event. 
length, upon that tender part 
Where honour lodges (as of old 
Authentic Hudibras has told) 
72+ bluſtering colonel felt a ſmart. 
grie cd for his affronted bum, 
Friſk d, ſcip d, and bounc'd about the room; 
Then turning ſhort, © Zounds, fir!” he cries— 
« Pox on him, had the fool no eyes: 
* What! let a man be burnt alive!” 
I am not, fir, inquiſitive” 
(Reply'd Sir Gravity) © to know 
* Whate'er your honour 's plcas'd to do; 
* If you will burn your tail to tinder, 
Pray what have 1 tv do to hinder? 
Other mens buſineſs let alone, 
" = ſhould not coxcombs mind their own ?” 
en, knocking out his pipe with care, 
Laid down + op Ja at 42 
And, wrapping round his fricze ſurtout, 
Took up his crab-tree, and walk d out. 


> 2 


7 


THE BUSY INDOLENT: 


A TALE 


1 CARELESS, was a man of parts, 
_ Well-{kilFd in the politer arts, 

With judgment read, with humour writ ; 
Among his friends paſt for a wit: 

But lov'd his eaſe more than his meat, 

And wonder'd knaves could toil and cheat, 

1” cxpoſe themſelves by being great. 


Had diſagree 


E S POEM $ 
At no levees the ſuppliant bow d; 
Nor courted for their votes the crowd : 
Nor riches nor preferment ſought, 
Did what he pleas'd, ſpoke what he thought. 
Content within due bounds to live, 
And what he could not ſpend, to give : 
Would whiff his pipe o'er nappy 
And joke, and pun, and tell bis tale ; 
Reform the ſtate, lay down the law, 
And talk of lords he never ſaw ; 
Fight M 's battles o'er again, 
And the French on Blenheim's plain; 
Diſcourſe of Paris, Naples, Rome, 
Though he had never ſtirr d from home: 
'Tis true he travel'd with great care, 
The tour of in his chair. 
Was loth to part without his load, 
Or move till morning 188 
One day this honeſt, idle rake. 
Nor quite nor well awake, 
Was lolling in his clbow-chair, 
—— ́ ůẽl 
His ni (the was 
fa eapl waders 
When a noiſe offends his car, 
The din increas'd as it came near, 
And in his yard at laſt he view'd 
Of farmers a great multitude ; | 
Who that day, walking of their rounds, 
d about their bounds ; 
And ſure the difference muſt be wide, 
Where each does for himſelf decide, 
Vollies of oaths in vain they ſwear, 
Whigh burſt like guiltleſs bombs in air ; 
And, Thou rt a knave !”” and, Thou'rt an oaf !** 
Is banded round with truth 
At length they mutually agree, : 
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His worſhip ſhould be referee, 

Which courteous (Jack conſents to be : 

Though for himſelf he would not budge,) 

Yet for his friends an arrant drudge; 

A conſcience of this point he made 

With pleaſure readily obey'd, { 

And ſhot like lightning to their aid. 

The farmers, ſummon d to his room, 

Bowing with aukward reverence come. 

In his great chair his worſhip ſate, 

A grave and able magiſtrate : 

Silence proclaim'd, each clack was laid, 

And flippant tongues with pain obey'd. 

In a ſhort ſpecch, he firſt compures | 

The vaſt expence of law-diſputes, { 

And everlaſting chancery-ſuits. | 

With zeal and warmth he railly'd then 

Pack'd juries, ſheriſfs, rales-men ; 

And recommended in the cloſe, 

Good-neighbourhood, pcace, and repoſe. 

Next weigh'd with care cach man's pretence 

Perus'd records, hcard cvidence, 

Obſerv'sd, reply'd, hit every biot, 

Unravel d every Gordian knot ; 

With great activity and p. 

Inform'd their judgments, won their hearts : 

And, without fees, or time miſpent, 

By ſtrength of ale and argument, 

Diſpatch'd them home, friends and content. 
Truſty, who at his elbow ſate, 


And with ſurpriſc hcard the debate, 


214 


Aſtoniſh'd, could not but admire 

His ſtrange derterit and fire; 

His wiſe diſcernment and good ſenſe, 

His o : nefs, eaſe, and eloquence. 

« Lord! r,“ ſaid , I can't but chide: 
„What vicful talents do you hide! 

„ in ha an hour you have done more 

« Than Puzzle can in half a ſcore, 

« With all the pra of the courts, 


« His caſes, prece dents, —— 
with > ſmile reply” « 'Tis true, 


« This may ſcem odd, my friend, to you, 
« But give me not more than due. 

« No hungry judge nods o'er the laws, 

« Burt haſtens to decide the cauſe : 

« Who hands the oar, and drags the chain, 
„ Will ſtruggle to be free again. 

* 80 lazy men and indolent, 

„With cares oppreſs'd, and buſineſs ſpent, 
« Exert their utmoſt and ſxill, 

« Work hard; for ? Why, to fit fill. 
« They toil, rhey ſweat, they want no fee, 
« For ev'n floth prompts to induſtry. 
« Therefore, my friend, 1 freely own 
« All this addreſs I now have ſhown, 
« Is mere impatience, and no more, 
„To lounge and loiter as before: 

« Life is a ſpan, the world an inn— 
« Here, ſirrah, t' other nipperkin.” 


THE YEOMAN OF KENT: 


A TALE, 


YzoMaAN bold (ſuppoſe of Kent) 

Liv'd on his own, and paid no rent; 
Manur'd his own paternal land, 
Had always money at command, 
To purchaſe ins, or to lend, 
T improve his ſtock, or help a friend : 
At Creſſy and Poitiers, of old, 
His anceſtors were bow-men bold ; 
Whoſe good yew-bows, and finews ſtrong, 
Drew arrows of a cloth-yard long ; 
For England's glory, ſtrew'd the plain 
With barons, counts, and princes flain, 
Belov'd by all the neighbourhoud, 
For his delight was doing good : 
At every mart his word a law, 
Kept all ti e ſhuffling knaves in awe. 
How juſt is heaven, and how true, 
To give to ſuch deſert its due 
"Tis in authentic legends ſaid, 
Two twins at once had bleſs'd his bed : 
Frank was the eldeſt, but the other | 
Was honeſt Numps, his younger brother; 


And ſhape too fine and delicate, 


That, with à face eſſeminate, 


Took after his fond mother Kate, 

A Franklin's daughter. Numps was rough, 
No heart of oak was half ſo tough, 

And true as ſteel, to cuff, or kick, 

Or play à bout at double · ſtick, 


ö 
N 
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At cribbidge, made a 
While thus they liv'd hand to mouth, 
She laid a bantling to the youth ; : 
But whether twas his own or no, 


My authors don't to know. 
His charge enhanc'd, *tis alſo true 
A lying-in 's expenſive too, 
In cradles, whittles, ſpice-bowls, ſack, 
Whate'er the wanton goſſips lack; 

i bumpers their eyes. 
nd rae it prudent to retire, 
And viſit the man his ſire; 
In the ſtage-coach he ſeats himſelf, 
Loaded with madam and her elf; 
In her right hand the coral plac'd, 
Her lap a China orange grac'd : 
Pap for the babe was not forgot ; 
And lullaby's melodious note, 
That warbled in his cars all day, 
Shorten'dthe rugged, tedious way. 
Frank, to the manſion-houſe now come, 
Rejoic'd to find himſelf at home; 
Neighbours around, and couſins went 
By ſcores, to pay their compliment. 
The good old man was kind, "tis true, 
But yet a little ſhock'd, to view 
A ſquire ſo fine, a fight ſo new. 
But above all, the lady fair 
Was pink'd, and deck'd beyond compare; 
Scarce a ſhrieve's wife at an aflize 
Was dreſs'd ſo fine, ſo roll'd her eyes: 
And maſter too in all his pride, 
His ſilver rattle by his fide, 
Would ſhake it oft, then ſhrilly ſcream, 


| More noiſy than the yeoman's team; 


With taſſels and with plumes made proud, 
While jingling bells ring out aloud. 
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At laſt, 


ſophiſticated ware ; 
(enrag'd at this odd ſcene) 
this fooliſh coxcomb mean, 
a pedlar with his pack, 
is riches on his back? 


Z 
9 


Fit 
FB 
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« But now, alas! all muſt be loſt, 

« And all my prudent projects croſt. 

« Brave honeſt race! Is it thus then 

We dwindle into gentlemen ? 

« But I'll prevent this foul dif; 

This butterfly from hence I ll chace.” 


Argent the field, the border fable ; 
The gay eſcutcheon look'd as fine, 
As any new-daub' d country ſign. 
Thus having done what he decreed, 

Home he returns with all his ſpeeg : 
Here, ſon,” ſaid he, © ſince you will be 
« A gentleman in ſpight of me; 
« Here, fir, this bauble take, 
How well it will become a rake ! 

« Be what you ſeem ; this is your ſhare; 
* But honeſt Numps ſhall be my heir; 
To him I'll leave my whole eſtate, 

« Left my brave race degenerate.” 


— . — — 
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THE WANDERER. 


A VISION, 


CANTO L 
OT wy ens Tyrconnel, boaſt thy 
name 


Brownlowe, as once my ſubject and my fame! 

Oh! could that ſpirit, which thy boſom warms, 

Whoſe ſtrength ſurpriſcs, and whoſe goodneſs 
charms! 

That various worth! could that inſpire my lays, 5 

Envyſhould ſmile, and Cenſure learn to praiſe: 
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THE HAPPY LUNATIC: 
To Doctor M—--, A TALE. 


WH ſaints were cheap in good Nol's reign, 
As ſinners now in Drury-Lane; 

Wrapt up i i 

A faint 


in myſteries profound, 
perceiv'd his head turn round: 
Whether the ſweet and ſavoury wind, 
That ſhould have been diſcharg'd behind, 
For want of vent had upward fled, 
And ſeiz'd the fortreſs of his head; 


Chanting in hymns of joy and love? 
— — — which were of yore 
The muſick of the ſcarlet whore, 

Are now with tranſport heard. In fine, 


The and favourite of the ſkies. 

At laſt, his too officious friends 

The doctor call, and he attends; 

The patient cur'd, demands his fee. 

* Curſe on thy farting pills and thee,” 

Reply'd the ſaint: * ah! to my coſt 

« I'm cur'd; but where 's the heaven I loſt? 

Go, vile deceiver, get thee hence, 

* Who'd barter Paradiſe for ſenſe ?”* 
Ev'n ſo bemur'd (that is, poſſeſt), 

With raptures fir d, and more than bleſt ? 

In pompous epick, towering odes, 

1 ſtrut with heroes, feaſt with gods; 

Enjoy by turns the tuneful quire, 

For me they touch cach golden lyre. 

Happy deluſion ! kind deceir ! 


| Till you, my friend, reveal the cheat ; 


Your eye ſevere, traces each fault, 
Each ſwelling word, each tinſel thought. 
Cur'd of my Phrenſy, I deſpiſe 


| 


Such tri ipt of their diſguiſe, 


; 


— 


Yet, though unequal to a ſoul like thine, 

A 22 ſoul, approaching to divine, 

When bleſs'd beneath ſuch patronage I write, 

Great my attempt, though hazardous my flight. 10 
O'er ample Nature I extend my views ; 

Nature to rural ſcenes invites the Muſe : 

She flies all public care, all venal ſtrife, 

To try the ſtill, compar'd with active life; 

To prove, by theſe the ſons of men may owe 15 

The fruits of bliſs to burſting clouds of woe ; 


That ev'n calamity, by thought refin'd, 
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Come, ion, whoſe unbounded gaze, 
8wift in a glance, the courſe of things ſurveys; 20 
Who in 


ho in thyſelf the various view canſt find 


All thou furvey'ſt, with a creative {ill ! 
Oh, leave awhile thy lov'd, ſequeſter d ſhade! 
Awhile in wintery wilds vouchſafe thy aid ! 


Then waſt me to ſome olive, bowery green, 29 


uſt where with ice Aquarius frets his urn! 40 
f thaw'd, forth iſſue, from its mouth ſevere, 
Raw clouds, that ſadden all th' inverted year. 

When Froſt and Fire with martial powers engag d. 
Froſt, northward, fled the war, unequal wag'd ! 
Beneath the Pole his legions urg d their flight, 45 
And gain'd a cave profound and wide as night. 
O'er cheerleſs ſcenes by Deſolation own'd, 
High on an Alp of ice he fits euthron'd ! 
One clay-cold hand, his cryſtal beard ſuſtains, 
And ſcepter d one, o er wind and tempeſt reigns; 50 
Ober ſtony ines of hail, that ſtorm 
The bloſſomꝰ d fruit, and flowery Spring deform. 
His languid eyes like frozen lakes appear 


That checks, and renders navigation vain, 

That, ſhut againſt the ſun's diſſolving ray, 
Scatters the trembling tides of vanquiſh'd day, 60 
And ſtretching eaſtward half the world ſecures, 
Defies diſcovery, and like time endures ! 

Now Froſt ſent boreal blaſts to ſcourge the air, 
To bind the ſtreams, and leave the landſcape bare; 
Yet when, far weſt, his violence declines, 65 
"Though here the brook, or Jake, his power confincs; 
To rocky pools, to cataracts are unknown 

His chains to rivers, rapid like the Rhone! 
Ihe falling moon caſt, cold, a quivering light, 

uſt ſilver d o'er the ſnow, and ſunk !——pale vight 
ir d. The dawn in light-grey miſts aroſe! 71 
Shrill chants the cock !—the hungry heifer lows! | 
Slow bluſh yen breaking clouds; - the ſun's uproll'd! 
Th' expanſive grey turns azure, chas'd with gold; 
White-glittering ice, chang'd like the topaz, 


| gleams, : 
Reflecting ſaſiron luſtre from his beams. 76 


* 


From rock to vale ſweet- 


© Contemplation, teach me to explore, 

From Britain far remote, ſome diſtant ſhore ! 

From Sleep a dream diſtin and lively claim; 

Clear let viſion ſtrike the moral's aim 80 

It comes! I ſeel it o'er my ſoul ſerene 

Still Morn begins, and Froſt retains the ſcene ! 
Hark !—the loud horn's enlivening note s begun 

andering echoes run ! 

Still floats the ſound ſhrill-winding from afar ! $5 

Whilſt beaſts aſtoniſh'd dread the fylvan war 

Spears to the ſun in files embattled play, 

March on, charge briſkly, and enjoy the fray ! 
b eee eee 


ood, 
Chatter diſcordant on yon echoing flood ! 90 
At Babel thus, when heaven the confounds, 
Sudden a thouſand different jargon- 
Like jangling bells, harſh mingling, grate the ear 
— all talk! all mean; — — 


ark ! wiley fowlers meditate their doom, 93 


· l 
Stop'd ſhort, they ceaſc in airy rings to fly, 
Whirl o'er and o'er, and, fluttering, fall and die. 

Still Fancy wafts me on! deceiv'd I ſtand, 
Eſtrang d, adventurous on a foreign land! 100 
Wide and more wide extends the ſcene unknown |! 
Where ſhall I turn, a WanvDztres, and alone? 

From hilly wilds, and depths where ſnows re- 


main, 
My winding ſteps up a mountain ſtrain ! 
Emers'd a-top, I mark, — ſubſide, 103 
And towers aſpire, but with inferior pride 
Onthis bleak height tall firs,with ice-work crown'd, 
Bend, while their flaky winter ſhades the ! 
Hoarſe, and direct, a bluſtering north- wind blows! 
On bougha, thick - ruſtling, crack the criſped ſnows! 
Tangles of froſt half-fright the wilder d eye, 111 
By heat oft-blacken'd like a lowering ſky ! 
Hence down the fide two turbid ri pour, 
And devious two, in one huge cataract roar ! 
While pleas'd the watery progreſs I purſue, 115 
Yon rocks in rough aſſemblage ruſh in view! 
In torm an amphitheatre they riſe ; 
And a dark gulf in their broad centre lies. 
There the dim'd ſight with dizzy weakneſs fails, 
And horror o'er the firmeſt brain prevails! 120 
Thither theſe mountain-ſtreams their paſſage take, 
Headlong foam down, and form a dreadful lake 
The lake, high-ſwelling, ſo redundant grows, 
From the heap'd tore deriv'd, a river flows; 
Which, deepening, travels thro? a diſtant wood, 125 
And thence emerging, meets a ſiſter- flood; 
Mingled they flaſh on a wide-opening plain, 
And pals yon city to the far - ſeen main. 
So blend two ſouls by heaven for union made, 
And ſtrengthening forward, lend a mutual aid, 130 
And prove in every tranſient turn their aim, 
Through finite life to infinite the ſame. 
Nor ends the landſcape—Occan, to my ſight, 


Points a blue arm, where ſailing ſhips delight, 


| 
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lefſen'd ! Now new rocks, rear d 


Shorten'd to months, the hazard once of years; 
Hence Halley's ſoul etherial flight eſſays; 
Inſtrutive there from orb to orb ſhe ſtrays; 150 
Secs, round new countleſs ſuns, new ſyſtems roll ! 
Sees God in all! and ifies the whole ! 
Yon rocky fide enrich'd the ſummer ſcene, 
And ſearch for herbs of healthful green ; 
Now naked, pale, and comfortleſs it lies, 155 
Like youth extended cold in death's diſguiſe. 


There, while without the ſounding tempeſt ſwells, 


Incav'd ſecure th' exulting eagle dwells; 

Ana there, when Nature owns prolific ſpring, 
Spreads o'er her young a fendling mother's wing. 
Swains on the couſt the far-fam'd fiſh deſcry, | 160 
That gives the fleecy robe the Tyrian dye; 

While ſhells, a ſcatrer'd ornament beſtow, 

The tinctur d rivals of the bow. 

Yon limeleſs ſands, looſe-driving with the wind, 
In future cauldrons uſeful texture find, [x65 
Till, on rhe furnace thrown, the glowing maſs 
Brightens, and brightening hardens into glaſs. 


turn, 
The foaming deep in ſparkles ſeems to burn, 
Loud winds turn zephyrs to enlarge their notes, 
And each ſafe neſt on a calm ſurface floats. 


SAVAGE'S POEM 8s. 


Now veers the wind full eaſt; and keen, and ſore} 


Its cutting influence aches in every pore! [175 
How weak thy fabric, Man !—A puff, thus blown, 
Staggers thy ſtrength, and echoes to thy groan. 
A tooth's minuteſt nerve let anguiſh ſeize, 
Swift kindred fibres catch! (ſo frail our eaſe !) 180 
Pinch'd,picrc'd, and torn, enflam'd, and unaſſuag'd, 
Theyſmart,and ſwell, and throb, and inoot enrag'd! 
From nerve to nerve fierce flies th' exulting pain 
And are we of this mighty fabric vain ? | glides! 
Now my blood chills! ſcarce through my veins it 
Sure on each blaſt a ſhivering ague rides! 186 
Warn'd let me this bleak eminence forſake, 
And to the vale a different winding take ! 
Half I deſcend : my ſpirits faſt decay; 
A terrace now relieves my weary way. 190 
Cloſe with this ſtage a precipice combines; 
Whence ſtill the ſpacious country far declines ! 
The herds ſeem inſects in the diſtant glades, 
And men-diminiſh'd, as, at noon, their ſhades! 


— 


| 


boughs, the filenc'd ſhivering ſongſters ſeek! 
foodſul berrics fill the hungry beak. 


trampling ſound of footſteps haſtening near ! 


A death- like chillneſs thwarts my panting breaſt : 
Soft! the wiſh'd object ſtands at length confeſt ! 
Of youth his form — But why with anguiſh bent? 
Why pin'd with fallow marks of diſcontent ? [216 
Yet Patience, labouring to beguile his care, 
Seems to raiſe hope, and ſmiles away deſpair. 
Compaſſion, in his eye, ſurveys my griet, 
And in his voice invites me to relief. 
Preventive of thy call, behold my haſte, 
(He ſays,) nor let warm thauks thy ſpirits waſte ! 
fi 
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* 
Oblig'd, 1 „ by his guidance led; 
The vaulted roof re-echoing to our tread ! 
And now, in ſquar'd diviſions, I ſurvey 
Chambers ſequeſter'd from the glare of day ; 
Yet needful lights are taught to intervene, 
Through rifts; each forming a perſpeQive ſcene. 
In front a parlour meets my entering view; (230 
Oppos'd, a room to ſweet ion due. 
Here my chill'd veins are warm'd by chippy fires, 
Through the bar'd rock above, the ſmoke ex- 
Neat, P ogy IR board, a napkin 's ſpread, 235 
Crown'd with a heapy caniſter of bread. 
A maple cup is next diſpatch'd to bring 
The comfort of the ſalutary ſpring : 
Nor mourn we abſent bleflings of the vine, 
Here laughs a ſrugal bowl of roſy wine ; 
And ſavoury cates, upon clear embers caſt, 
Lie hiſſing, till ſnatch'd off; a rich repaſt ! 
Soon leap my ſpirits with cnliven'd power, 
And in gay converſe glides the feaſtful hour. [245 
The Hermit, thus: Thou wonder ſt at thy : 
On me, yon city, kind, beſtows her care: 
Meat for keen famine, and the generous juice, 
That warms chill'd life, her charities produce : 
without reward; unaſk'd 'twas mine; [250 
Here what thy health requires, as free be thine. 
Hence learn that Gop, (who, in the time of need, 
In frozen deſerts can the raven feed) 
Well-ſought, will delegate ſome pitying breaft, 
His ſecond means, to ſuccour man diſtreſt. 
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= — 8 255 
Then he, with ſmile humane, his voice reſum'd. 
I'm juſt inform'd, (and laugh me not to ſcorn) 

Of England I To me the Britiſh 
Riſes, in dear memorial, ever ! 260 
Here ſtand we conſcious :—D!i ſuſpend } 
Free flow our words Did ne'er thy Muſe extend 
To grots, where ion ſmiles ſerene, 
Where angels viſit, and where joys convene ? 
To groves, where more than mortal vpices riſe, 265 
Cateh the rapt ſoul, and waft it to the ſkies ? 
This cave !—Yon walks !—But, ere I more unfold, 
What artful ſcenes thy eyes ſhall here behold, 
Think ſubjects of my toil: nor wandering ! 
What cannot Induſtry completely raiſe ? 270 
Be the whole earth in oue great landſcape found, 
By Induſtry is all with beauty crown'd! 
He, he alone, explores the mine for gain, 
Hewes the hard rock, or harrows up the plain;[275 
He forms the ſword to ſmite ; he ſheaths the cel, 
Draws health fromberbs, aud ſhews rhe balm to heal; 
Or with loom'd wool the native robe ſupplies ; 

Or bids young plants in future ſoreſts riſe ; 

Or fells the monarch oak, which, borne away, 
Shall, with new grace, the diſtant ocean ſway; 280 
Hence golden Commerce views her wealthencreaſe, 
The blisful child of Liberty and Peace. 

\He the ſtubborn and, till employ'd, 
Fills, with ſoft fertile mould, the ſteril void; [285 
Slop'd up white rocks, ſmall, ycllow harveſts 
And, green on terrac'd ſtages, vineyards blow ! 
By him fall mountains to a level ſpace, 

An iſthmus finks, and ſunder'd ſeas embrace ! 
He founds a city on the naked ſhore, 

And defolation ſtarves the tract no more. 290 
Frem the wild waves he won the Belgic land ; 
r 


He clear d, manur d, enlarg d, the furtive ground, 
And firms the conqueſt with his f | mound. 
Ev'n mid the watery world his Venice roſe, 
Each fabric there, as Pleaſure's ſeat he ſhows ! 
There marts, ſports, councils, are for action ſought, 
Landſcapes for health, and ſolitude for thought. 
What wonder then I, by his potent aid, 

A manſion in a barren mountain made ? 300 
Part thou haſt view'd !—If ſurther we explore, 
Let Induſtry deſerve applauſe the more. 

No frowning care yon bleſt apartment ſees, 
There Sleep retires, and finds a couch of caſe. [335 
Kinddreams,thac fly remorſe, and pamper d wealth, 
There ſhed the ſmiles of innocence and health. 

Mark Here deſcends a grot, delightful ſeat ! 
Which warms een winter, tempers ſummer heat! 
See '—Gurgling from a top, a ſpring diſtils ! 

In mournful meaſures wind the dripping rills; 310 
Soft coos of diſtant doves, receiv'd around, 

In ſoothing mixture, ſwell the watery ſound ; 

And hence the ſtreamlets £:ek the terrace' ſhade, 
Within, without, alike to all couvey d. 
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Paſs on New ſcenes, by my creative power, 31; 
Invite RefleQion's ſweet and ſolemn hour. | 

We enter d, where, in well-rang*'d order, ſtood 
| Th' inſtructive volumes of the wiſe and 


ing and what the Muſe has 
taught ; 
What Young ſatiric and ſublime has writ, 


Whoſe life is virtue, and whoſe Muſe is wit. 

Rapt I foreſee thy Mallet's® early aim 

Shine in full worth, and ſhoot at length to fame. 

Sweet fancy's bloom in Fenton's lay appears, 

And the ripe judgment of inſtructive years. 330 
In Hill is all that generous ſouls revere, 

To Virtue and the Muſe for ever dear: 

And Thomſon, in this praiſe, thy merit ſee, 

The tongue, that praiſes merit, praiſes thee. [335 
© Theſc ſcorn (ſaid 1) che verſe-wright of their age, 
Vain of a labour d, languid, uſcleſs page; 

To whoſe dim faculty the meaning 1 

Is glaring, or obſcure, when clear, — g: 
Who, in cant phraſes, gives a work diſgrace; 
His wit, and oddneſs of his tone and face; 340 
Let the weak malice, nurs'd to an eſſay, 

In ſome low libel a mean heart diſplay ; 

Thoſe, who once prais'd, now undeceiv'd, deſpiſe, 
It lives contemn'd a day, then harmlefs dies. 


grow, | Or ſhould ſome nobler bard, their worth, unpraiſe, 


Deſerting morals, rhat adorn his lays, 
Alas! too oft each ſcience ſhews the ſame, 
The great grow jealous of a greater name : 
Ye bards, the frailty mourn, yet brave the ſhock; 
Has not a Stillingfleet oppos'd a Locke ? 350 
Oh, till proceed, with ſacred rapture fir d! 
4AJnenvy'd had he liv'd, if unadmir'd. 
Let Envy, he replied, all ireful riſe, 
Envy purſues alone the brave and wiſe ; 
Maro and Socrates infpire her pain, | 
And Pope, the monarch of the tunefut train! 


[345 
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| To whom be Nature's, and Britannia's praiſe 


Ail their bright honours ruſh into his lays! 

And all that glorivus warmth his lays reveal, 
Which only poets, kings, and patriots ſcel! 360 
Though gay as mirth, as curious thought ſedate, 
As elegance polite, as power elate; 
Profound as reaſon, and as juſtice clear; 
Soft as compaſſion, yet as truth ſevere ; 

As bounty copious, as perſuaſion ſweet, 
Like nature various, aud like art complete; 
So fine her morals, ſo ſublime her views, 
on life is almoſt equal'd by his Muſe. 

O Pope !—Since Envy is decreed by fate, 
Since ſhe purſues alone the wiſe and great; 
In one ſmall, emblematic landſcape fee, 
How vaſt a diſtance *rwixt thy foe and thee ! 
Truth from an eminence ſurveys our ſcene 


(A hill, where all is clear, and all ſerene). 


365 
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Rude earth-bred ſtorms o'er meaner valleys 
blow, i F 375 
And wandering miſts roll, blackening far below; 
Dark, and debas'd, like them, is Envy's aim, 
Aud clear, and eminent, like Truth, thy fame. 
Thus I. From what dire cauſe can envy ſpring ? 
Or why emboſom we a viper's ſting ? 380 
'Tis Envy ſtings our darling paſſion, pride. 
Alas! (the man of mighty ſoul replicd) 
Why chooſe we miſcri-s? Moſt derive their birth 
from one bad ſource—we dread ſuperior worth; 
Prefer*d, it ſeems a ſatire on our own 385 
Then heedleſs to excel we meanly moan : 
Then we abſtract our views, and envy ſhow, 
Whence ſprings the miſery, pride is doom'd to 
know. 


Thus folly pain creates: By wiſdom's power, 

We ſhun the weight of many a reſtleſs hour—390 

Lo! 1 meet wrong; perhaps the wrong | fecl 

Tends, by the ſcheme of things, to public weal. 

I, of the whole, am part—the joy men lee, 

Muſt circulate, and fo revolve to me. 

Why ſhould I then of private loſs complain? 395 

Of loſs, that proves, perchance, a brother's gain? 

The wind, that binds one bark within the bay, 

May waft a richer freight its wiſh'd-for way. 

If rains redundant the abjeR ground, 

Mountains are but ſupplied, when vales are 
drown'd ; 400 

If, with ſoft moiſture ſwell'd, the vale looks gay, 

The verdure of the mountain fades away. 

Shall clouds, but at my welfare's call deſcend ? 

Shall gravity for me her laws ſuſpend ? [405 

For me ſhall ſuns their noon-tide courſe forbcar ? 

Or motion not ſubſiſt to influerce air ? 

Let the means vary, be they froſt, or flame, 

Thy end, O Nature ! ſtill remains the ſame ! 

Be this the motive of a wiſe man's care 

To ſhun deſerving ills, aud learn to bear. 410 


. 


HILE thus a mind humane, and wiſe, be 
ſhows, 

All cloquent of truth his lanyuage lows. 
Youth, though depreſs'd, through all his form ap- 

pears; 
Throvgh all his ſertiments the depth of years. 
Thus he— Vet farther induſtry behold, $ 
Which conſcious waits new wonders to unfold, 
Enter my chapel next—Lo! here begin 
The hallow'd rites, that check the growth of ſin. 
When firſt we met, how ſoon you feem'd to koow 
My boſom, labouring with the : brobs of woe! 10 
Such racking throbs !—Sof: ! when 1 rouſe thoſe 

cares, 
On my chill d mind pale Recolle Sion glares! 
When moping Frenzy ſtrove my thoughts to ſway, 
Here prudent labours chac'd her power away. 15. 
Full, and rough-rifing from yon ſculptur'd wall, 
* 2 nations to repcutance call ! 

ol. V. 


Meck martyrs ſmile in flames! gor'd champions 


And muſe-like cherubs tune their harps in ſtone ! 

Next ſhadow'd light a rounding force beſtows, 

Swells into life, and ſpeaking action grows! 20 

Here pleaſing, melancholy ſubjects find, 

To calm, amuſe, exalt the penſive mind! 

This figure tender grief, like mine, implies, 

And ſemblant thoughts, that pomp deſpiſe. 
: : Fa 


Such penitential Magdalene reveals 
Looſe-veil'd, in of charms ſhe knecks. 


The finful world in ſorrowing eye ſhe keeps, 

As o'er Jeruſalem Meſſiah weeps. 30 

One hand her boſom ſmites; in one 

The lifted lawn, that drinks her falling tears. 
Since evil outweighs , and ſways mankind, 

True fortitude aſſumes the patient mind : [3s 

Such prov'd Mecſliah's, though to ſuffering born, 

To penury, repulſe, reproach, and ſcorn. 

Here, by rhe pencil, mark his flight defign'd ; 

The weary'd virgin by a ſtream reclin'd, 

Who ſeeds the child. Her looks a chem expreſs, 


A modeſt charm, that dignifies diſtr ſs. 40 
Boughs o'er their heads with bluſhing fruits de- 
pend, 


Which angels to her buſied conſort bend. 
Hence by the ſmiling infant ſeems diſcern d, 
Trifles, concerning Him, all heaven concern d. 

Here the transfigur'd Son from earth retires: 45 
See! the white form in a bright cloud afpires ! 
Full on his followers burſts a of rays; 
Proſtrate they fail beneath th* o'erwhelming blaze 
Like noon-tide ſummer-ſuns the rays appear, 
Unſufferable, magnificent, and near ! 

What ſcene of agony the garden brings; 

The cup of gall; the ſuppliant King of kings ! 
The crown of thorns; the croſs, that felt him die; 
Theſe, languid in the ſketch, unfiniſh'd lie. 

There, from the dead, centurions ſee him riſe, 55 
See! but ſtruck down.with horrible ſurprize l 
As the firſt glory ſeem'd a fun at noon, 

This caſts the filver ſplendor of the moon. 

Here peopled day, th* aſcending God ſurveys! 
The glory varies, as the myriads gaze ! 60 
Now ſoſten'd, like a ſun at diſtance ſeen, - 
When through a cloud bright-glancing, yet ſerene ! 
Now faſt encreaſing to the crowd amaz'd, 

Like ſome vaſt metzor high in æther rais'd! 

My labour, yon high-vaulted altar ſtains 635 
With dies, that emulate ztherial plains. 
he convex glaſs, which in that opening glows, 
Mid circling rays a pictur'd Saviour ſhows ! 
Bright it collects the beams, which, trembling all, 
Back from the God, a ſhowery radiance fall. 70 
Lightening the ſcene beneath ! a ſcene divine! 
Where ſaints, clouds, ſeraphs, intermingled ſhine ! 

Here water-falls, that play melodious 
Like a ſweet organ, ſwell a lofty ſound! 

The ſolemn notes bid earthly paſſions fly, 75 
Lull all my cares, and lift my ſoul on high! 

This monumental marble—this I rear 

To one—Oh ! ever mourn'd—Oh ! ever dear! 
He itopt—pathetic ſighs the pauſe ſupply, 


And the prompt tear ſtarts, quivering, on his eye! 80 
E e 
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I look'd—two columns near the wall were ſeen, 
An imag'd beauty ſtretch'd at length between. 
Near the wept fair, her harp Cecilia ſtrung ; 


ing, from high, a liſtening angel hung ! 
— 2 whoſe figure at the Ms. prin 85 
A pheniz, with irradiate creſt, ſuſtains : 
This grac'd one palm, while one extends t' impart 
Two foreign hands, that claſp a burning heart. 
—— — veil _ hovering ſcraphs raiſe, 

i ing heaven upon the roof diſplays! go 
And we, bin benevolent, leſs-diſtant, hold. 2 


Odorous as incenſe gathering in the ſkies. 
the fond pelican is love expreſt, 95 
opens to her young her tender breaſt. 
mated turtles hovering hang in air, 
a faulcon ſtruck !—in wild deſpair, 
it cries—So death, alas! deſtroys 
conſort of my curcz and joys ! 100 
tears upon his cye-lid hung, 

d ſounds dy d, fluttering, on his tongue 
his pining inmoſt thought I know ! 

ev'n ſilence tells the ſtory d woc 

my ſighs, to his my tears reply ! 105 
o'er all the tomb a watery eye! 

Next, on the wall, her ſcenes of lif- 1 gaz'd, 

The form back-leaning, by a globe haif-rais'd ! 
Cherubs a proffer'd crown of glory ſhow, 
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Ey'd wiſtful by th* admiring fair below. 110 
In action eloquent diſpos d her hands, 


ſhows her breaſt, in rapture one expands! 

is the fond hermit ſeiz'd !—o'er all his ſoul, 

wild, wailing, amorous paſſion ſtole ! 

n ſtedfaſt gaze his eyes her aſpect keep, 115 

Then turn away, a while dejected weep; 

Then he reverts them; but reverts in vain, 
imm'd with the ſwelling grief that ſtreams again. 

Where now is my philoſophy ? (he cries) 

My joy, hope, reaſon, my Olympia dies! 120 

Why did I &er that prime of bleſſings know? 

Was it, ye cruel fates, t' embitter woe ? 

Why would your bolts not level firſt my hcad ? 

Why muſt I live to weep Olympia dcad ? 

— Sir, I had once a wife! Fair bloom'd her youth, 125 

Her form was beauty, and her foul was truth! 

Oh, ſhe was dear! How dear, what words can ſay ? 

She dics!—my heaven at once is ſnatch'd away! 

Ah! what avails, that, by a father's care, 

I roſe a wealthy and illuſtrious heir ? I 30 

That early in my youth | learn'd to prove 

Th' inſtructive, plcaſing, academic grove ? 

That in the ſenate eloquence was mint? 

That valour gave me in the field to ſhine ? 

That * ſhower d bleſſings too — far more than 

135 
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High-rapt ambition e er could happy call? 
Ah !-— What are theſe, which ev'n the wiſe adore ? 
Loſt is my pride !—Olympia is no more! 

Had I, ye perſecuting powers! been burn 

The world's cold pity, or, at beſt, its ſcorn; 140 
Of wealth, of rank, of kindred warmth bereſt; 
To waut, to ſhame, to ruthleſs cenſure left ! 


Patience, or pride, to this, relief ſupplies! 
But a loſt 3 diſtraction lies 
Now three ſad years I yield me all to grief, 145 
And fly the hated comfort of relief! 
Though rich, great, young, | leave a pompous ſeat, 
(My brother's now) to ſeek ſome dark retreat: 
Mid cloiſter'd ſolitary tombs I ſtray, 
Deſpair and horror lead the cheerleſs way! 150 
My ſorrow grows to ſuch a wild exceſs, 
Life, injur'd life, muſt wiſh the paſhon leſs ! 
Olympia !—my Olympia s loſt ! (I cry) 
Olympia 's Inſt, the hollow vaults reply ! 
Louder I make my lamentable moan ; 155 
The ſwelling echoes learn like me to groan; 
The ghoſts to ſcream, as through lone aiſles they 
ſweep ; 
The ſhrines to ſhudder, and the ſaints to weep! 
Now grief and rage, by gathering ſighs ſuppreſt, 
Swell my full heart, and heave my labouring 
breaſt ! 160 
With ſtruggling ſlartæ, each vital ſtring they ſtrain, 
And ftrike the tottering fabric of my brain! 
O'er my ſunk ſpirits ſrowns a vapoury ſcene, 
Woc's dark retreat! the madding maze of ſpleen 
A deep gow gloom o erſpreads the murky 
cell; 166 
Here pining thoughts and ſecret terrors dwell ! 
Here lcarn the Great unreal wants to feign ! 
Unpleafing truths here mortify the vain ! 
Here learning, blinded firſt, and then beguil'd, 
Looks dark as Ignorance, as Frenzy wild! 170 
Here firſt Credulity on Reaſon won ! 
And here falſe Zeal myſterious rants begun ! 
Here Love impcarls each moment with a tear, 
And Superſtition owes to Spleen her fear! 
Fantaſtic lightnings, ttu vu gh the dreary way, 175 
In ſwift ſhort ſignals flaſh the burſting day! 
Above, beneath, acroſs, around, they fly! 
A dire deception ſtrikes the mental eye ! 
By the blue fires, pale phantoms grin ſevere ! 
Shrill, fancy'd echoes wound th' aſſrighted car! 180 
Air-baniſh'd ſpirits flag in ſogs profound, 
And, all obſcene, ſhed baneful damps around ! 
Now whiſpers, trembling in ſome feeble wind, 
Sigh out prophetic fears, and freeze the mind! 
Loud laughs the hag !-—5She mocks complaint 
away, 185 
Unroofs the den, and let in more than day. 
Swerms of wild tancics, witg'd im various flight, 
Seck emblematic ſhades, and myſtic light! 
Some drive with rapid ſterde the ſhining car! 
Thetc nod frum throne>! Thoir thunder in the 
War! 190 
Till. tir'd, they turn from the deluſive ſhow, 
Start from wild joy, and ſix in Rup:d woe. 
Here the lone hour a blank of lite diſplays, 
Till now bad thoughts a fiend more active raiſe ; 
A fend in evil moments ever nigh ! 195 


Death in her hand, and frenzy in her eye! 


Her eye all red, and ſunk !-—A robe ſhe wore, 
With life's calamities embroider'd o'er. 
A mirror in one hand collective ſhows, 


| Vary'd and multiply'd, that group of woes. 200 
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THE WANDERER, 


This endleſs foe to generous toil and pain 

Lolls on a couch for caſe ; bur lolls in vain; 

She muſcs o'er her woe-embroider'd veſt, 

And ſelſ-abhorrence heightens in her breaſt. 

To ſhun her care, the force of flecp ſhe tries, 205 
Still wakes her mind, though ſlumbers doze her eyes: 
She dreams, ſtarts, riſes, ſtalks from place to place, 
With reſtleſs, thoughtful, interrupted pace; 

Now eyes the ſun, and curſes every ray, 

Now the green ground, where colour fades away. 210 
Dim ſpectres dance. Again her eye ſhe rears; 


| 


Then from the blood-ſhot ball wipes purpled tears; 


Then preſſes hard her brow, with miſchief fraught, 

Her brow half burſts with agovy of thought ! 

From me (ſhe cries) pale wretch, thy comfort 
_ claim, 215 

Born of Deſpair, and Suicide my name ! 

Why ſhould thy life a moment's pain endure ! 

Here every object proffers grief a cure. 

She points where leaves of hemlock blackening ſhoot! 

Fear not! pluck ! eat (ſaid ſhe) the ſovereignroor! 220 

Then Death, revers'd, ſhall bear his ebon lance ! 

Soft oer thy fight ſhall ſwim the ſhadowy trance 

Or leap yon rock, poſſeſs a watery grave, 

And leave wild ſorrow to the wind and wave! 

Or mark—this poniard thus from miſery frees! 225 

She wounds her breaſt !—the guilty ſteel I ſcize! 

Straight, where ſhe ſtruck, a ſmoaking ſoring of 


Wells —— wound, and floatsthe crimſon' d floor, 
She faints ! ſhe fades! — Calm thoughts the deed 
revolve, 

And now, unſtartling, fix the dire reſolve; 230 

Death drops his terrors, and with charming wiles, 

Winning, and kind, like my Olympia ſmiles ! 

He points the paſſage to the ſeats divine, 

Where poets, heroes, ſainted lovers ſhine ! 

I come, Olympia !—my rear'd arm extends; 235 

Half to my breaſt the threatening point deſcends ; 

Straight thunder rocks the land! new lightnings play! 

When, lo: a voice reſounds—Arife | away ! 

Away! nor murmur at th' afflictive rod! 

Nor tempt the vengeance of an angry (God ! 

Fly*ſt thou from Providence for vain relief? 

Such u-ſoughr caſe ſhall draw avenging grief. 

Honour, the more obſtructed, ſtronger ſhines, 

And zcal by perſecution's rage refincs. 

By wor, the ſoul ro daring action ſwells ; 

By woe, in paintleſs patience it excels ; 

From patient, prudent dear experience ſprings, 

And traces knowledge through the courſe of things! 

Thence hope is form'd, thence furtitu-le, ſucceſs, 

Renown :—whate'er men covet and caur-:{-=. 250 
The vaniſh'd fiend thus ſent a hollow voice. 

Would'ſt thou be happy? ſtraight be death thy 

choice. | 
How mean are thoſe, who paſſively complain; 
While active ſouls, more free, their fetters ftrain ! 


240 


245 


Though knowledge thine, hope, fortitude, {1c cl>. 


Renown :—whate'er men covet and careſs; 
On earth ſucceſs muſt in its turn give way, 


And cv'n perſection introduce decay. 


256 


CANTO II. 221 
Never the world of ſpirits thu their reſt 
Uatouch'd! entire once happy, ever bleſt! 260 

Earneſt the heavenly voice reſponſive cries, 

Oh, liſten not to ſubtilty unwiſe ! 

Thy guardian ſaint, who mourns thy hapleſs fate, 
Heaven grants to thy virtue, ere too late. 
Know, if thou wilt thy dear-lov'd wife deplore, 265 
Olympia waits thee on a foreign ſhore ; 

There in a cell thy laſt remains be ſpent ; 

Away! deceive Deſpair, and find Content! 

I heard, 'd; nor more of Fate complain'd ; 
Long ſeas | meaſur*d, and this mountain gain'd. 270 
Soon to a yawning rift, chance turn'd my way ; 
A den it prov'd, where a huge ſerpent lay 
Flame-ey'd he lay !—he rages now for food, 
Meets my firſt glance, and mcditates my blood 
His bulk, in many a gather'd orb uproll'd, 275 
Rears ſpire on ſpire! His ſcales, with gold, 
Shine burniſh'd in the ſun! ſuch height they gain, 
They dart green luſtre on the diſtant main 
Now writh'd in dreadful flope, he ſtoops his creſt, 
Furious to fix on my unſhiclded breaſt ! 280 
Juſt as he ſprings, my ſabre ſmites the foe ! 
Headleſs he falls beneath th' unerring blow ! 
Wrath yet remains,though ſtrength hisfabric leaves, 
And the meant hits the gaſping mouth deceives ; 
The lengthening trunk flow-looſens every fold, 285 
Lingers in life : then ſtretches ſtiff, and cold. 

Juſt as th*.iaveterate ſon of miſchief ends, 

Comes a white dove, and near the ſpot deſcends : 

| hail this omen! all bad paſhons ceaſe, 

Like thc flain ſnake, and all within is 

Next, to religion, this plain roof I raiſe! 

In dutcous rites my hallow'd tapers blaze ; 

bid due incenſe on my altars ſmoke ! 

Then, at this tomb, my promis'd love invoke! 

She hears! ſhe comes — My heart what raptures 
warm ? 295 

All my Olympia ſparkles in the form ! 

No pale, wan, livid mark of death ſhe bears! 

Each roſeate look a quickening tranſport wears! 

A robe of light, high-wrought, her ſhape inveſts; 

Unzon'd the ſwelli ,- beauty of her breaſts! 300 

Her auburn hair each flowing ring reſumes, 

In her fair hand, Love's branch of myrtle blooms ! 

Silent, awhile, each well-known charm I trace; 

Then, thus, (while nearer ſhe avoids th' embrace) 

Thou dear decrit - muſt I a ſhade purſue? 305 

Dazzled I gaze thou ſwimm'ſt before my view! 

Dipt iu echerial dews, her bough divine 

Sprinkles my eycs, which, ſtrengthen'd, bear the 
ſhine: : | 

Still thus 1 urge (for ſtill the ſhadowy bliſs 

Shuns the warm gralp, nor yields the tender 
kiſ-) ZIC 

Oh, fly no: !—ialc not! liften to love's call! 

She hives! no more I'm man !—I'm ſpirit all! 

hen let me inatch thee !—preſs thee !—take me 
who'r | 

Oh, clole — vert gloſe: !-—clofſer to my ſoul! 

UTwiicrouud her watt ny rager arms entwin' d. 31: 

And. twice tte d, my trenzy claſp'd the wind? 


But lo! th' unbodied viſion fleets away !— 
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Then thus I rav'd—Behold thy huſband kneel, 
And judge! O judge what agonies I feel! 
Oh! be no longer, ii unkind, thus fair; 

Take Horror's ſhap-, : nd fright me te deſpair! 320 


Smiling, and in her ſmile ſoft radiance play'd) 
Alas! no more eluded ſtrength employ, 325 
To a ſhade !— hat more is mortal joy? , 
Man's 
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lic's voice I wake thy mind to prayer! 340 
thy hymns, like pureſt incenſe, riſe, 

with grace, and pleaſing to the ſkies! 
And when that form ſhall from its clay refine, 
(That only bar betwixt my ſoul and thine !) 

thy lov d ſpirĩt mountsto realins of light, 345 
Then ſhall Olympia aid thy earlieſt flight; 
Mingled we'll flame in raptures that aſpire 
Beyond all youth, all ſenſe, and all deſire. 

She ended. Still ſuch ſweetneſs dwells behind, 
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POEM Ss. 


But from my frailty, it receives a ſtain, 


4 grow, unlike my great inſpirer, vain ; 


And burn, once more, the buſy world to know, 
And would, in ſcenes of action, foremoſt glow ! 
Where proud ambition points her dazzlingrays! 385 
Where coronets and crowns, attractive, blaze! 
When my Olympia leaves the realms above, 

And lures me back to ſolitary love. 

She tells me truth, prefcrs an humble ſtate, 

That genuine greatneſs ſhuns the being great ! 390 
That mean are thoſe, who falſe-term'd honour 


Whole fabricks from their country's ruin riſe ; 
Who look the traitor, like the patriot, fair; 
Who, to enjoy the vineyard, wrong the heir. 

I hear!—threugh all my veins new tranſports 

roll! 395 

I gaze! warm love comes ruſhing on my ſoul: 
Raviſh'd 1 gaze !—again her charms decay ! 
Again my manhood to my grief gives way! 
Cato returns! —Zeal takes her courſe to reign! 
But zeal is in ambition loſt again ! 400 
I'm now the ſlave of fondneſs now of pride 
By turns they conquer, and by turns ſubſide! 
Theſe balanc'd each by each, the golden mean, 
Berwixt them found, gives happineſs ſerene ; 
This I'll enjoy !-—He ended !—1 reply d, 405 
O Hermit! thou art worth ſeverely try'd ! 
But had not innate grief produc'd thy woes, 
Men, barbarous men, had prey'd on thy repoſe. 
When ſecking joy, we ſeldom ſorrow miſs, 
And often miſery points the path to bliſs. 410 
The ſoil, moſt worthy of the thrifty ſwain, | 
Is wounded thus, ere truſted with the grain ; 


Th inchanting voice ſtill warbles in my mind: 350 


— Stay, my Olympia !—1 conjure thee, ſlay! 

Yet ſtay—for thee my memory leans to ſmart ! 

Sure every vein contains a bleeding heart! 

Sooner ſhall ſplendor leave the blaze of day, 355 

Than love, ſo pure, ſo vaſt as mine, decay 

From the ſame heavenly ſource its luſtre came, 

And glows, immortal, with :» ngenial flame! 

Ah !-—lct me not with fires neglected burn; 

Sweet miſtreſs of my ſoul, return, return! 360 
Alas !——ſhe's fle —!I traverſe now the place, 

Where my enamour d thoughts her ſootſteps trace. 

Now, o'er the tomb, I bend my drooping head, 

There tears, the cloquence of ſorrow, ſhed. 

Sighs choak my words, unable ro expreſs 365 

The pangs, the throbs of ſpecchleſs tenderneſs ! 

Not with more ardent, more trai:fparent flame, 

Call dying ſaints on their Creator's name, 

Than Ion her's;—but through yon yielding door, 

Glides a new phantom o'er th? illumin'd floor! 370 

The roof ſwift kindles from the heamivg ground, 

And floods of living luſtre flame arcund ! 

In all the majeſty of light array'd, 

Awtul it ſhines — tis Cato's honour'd ſhade ! 

As | the heavenly viſitant purſue, 375 

Sublimer Glory opens to my view ! 

He ſpeaks!—But, oh! what words ſhal! dare repeat 

His —— They leave me fir'd with patriot 

cat 
Mort than poetic raptures now I feel, 


And own that godlike paſſion, public zeai! 380 


The ſtruggling grain muſt work obſcure its way, 


Ere the firſt green ſprings upward to the day; 


Up- ſprung, ſuch weed-like coarſeneſs it betrays, 415 
Flocks on th' abanden'd blade permiſhve graze; 
Then ſhoots the wealth, from imperfection clear, 
And thus a grateful harveſt crowns the year. 


CANTO UI. 


HUS free our ſocial time from morning flows 
Till riſing ſhades attempt the day to cloſe. 
us my new friend : Behold the light's decay : 
Back ta yon city let me point thy way. 
South-weſt, behind yon hill, the floping ſun, 5 
To occan's verge his fluent courſe has run : 
His parting eyes a watery radiance ſhud, 


Glar:ce through the vaic, and tip tne mountain's 


nead!: 
To which oppos'd, the ſhadowy gulis, below, 
Beautcous, reflect the party-colour'd ſnow. 10 
Now dance the ſtars, where Velper leads the way; 


| Yer all faint-glimmering with iemains of day. 


Orient, the Queen of Night emits her dawn, 
And throws, unſeen, her mantle o'er the lawn. 
Up the blue ſteep, her crunſon orb now ſhines; 15 


ax on the mount ain- top her arm reclines, 


n a red creſcent ſeen: Her zone now gleams, 
Like Venus, quivering in reflecting ſtreams. 
Yet reddening, yet round-burning up the air, 
From the white cliff, her feet — * glare! 20 
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THE WANDERER, 


Rend woods, g 


roar. 30 

O dire preſage !—But fear not thou, my friend, 
Our ſteps the guardians of the juſt attend. 
Homeward I'll wait thee on—and now ſurvey, 
How men and ſpirits chace the night away! [35 
Yon nymphs and ſwains in amorous mirth advance; 
To breathing muſic moves the circling dance. - 
Here the bold ary he te + nyt 
Skimming in rapid crackling ſnow. 
Not when Tydides won the funeral race, 
Shot his light car along in ſwifter pace. 
Here the glaz'd way with iron feet they dare, 
And glide, well-pois'd, like Mercuries in air. 
There crowds, with ſtable tread, and level'd eye, 
Lift, and diſmiſs the quoits, that whirling fly. 
With force ſuperior, not with {kill ſo true, 45 
The diſk from Roman ſinews flew. 
Where neighbouring hills ſome cloudy ſheet ſuſtain, 
Freez'd o'er the nether vale a penſile plain, 
Croſs the roof d hollow rolls the maſly round. 
The crack'd ice rattles, and the rocks reſound ! 50 
Cenfures, diſputes, and laughs, alternate, riſe; 
And deafening clangor thunders up the ſkies. 

Thus, amid crowded images, ſerene, 
From hour to hour we paſs d, from ſcene to ſcene : 
Faſt wore the night. Full long we pac'd our way : 
Vain ſteps! the city yet far diſtant lay. 5 
While thus the Hermit, ere my wonder ſpoke, 
Methought, with new amuſement, ſilence broke: 
Yon amber-hued caſcade, which fleecy flies 
Through rocks, and ſtrays along the trackleſs ſkies, 
To frolic fairies marks the mazy ring; 61 
Forth to the dance from little cells they ſpring, 
Meaſur d to pipe or harp !—and next they ſtand, 
Marſhal'd beneath the moon, a radiant band ! 
In froſt-work now delight the ſportive kind: 65 
Now court wild fancy in the whiſtling wind. 

Hark! the funcreal bell's deep-ſounding toll, 
To bliſs, from miſery, calls ſome righteous ſoul ! 
Juſt freed from liſe, life ſwift-aſcending fire, [70 
Glorious it mounts, and gleams from yonder ſpire ! 
Light claps its wings !—it views, with pitying 

fight, 

The friendly mourner pay the pious rite; 
The plume high wrought, that blackening nods in 


air; 

The flow-pac'd weeping pomp; the ſolemn prayer; 

The decent tomb ; the verſe, that Sorrow gives, 75 

Where, to remembrance ſweet, fair virtue lives. 
Now to mid-heaven the whiten'd moon inclines, 

And ſhades contract, mark d out in clearer lines; 


40 


-| And mark what deed$8 adorn, or ſhame the 


6 | But reaſen's glory is to quell deſire, 
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CANTO 1. 223 


i the plai o'er: 
R 


pour ! 80 

Beneath Bootes ſprings the radiant train, 
And quiver through the axle of his wain. 
O'er altars thus, impainted, we behold 
Half-circling glories ſhoot in rays of gold. 
Croſs zther ſwift elance the vivid fires! - 
As ſwift again each pointed flames retires ! 
In Fancy's eye encountering armies glare, 
And ſanguine enſigus wave unfurl'd in air! 
Hence the weak vulgar deem impending fate, 
A monarch ruin'd, or un ſtate. 
Thus comets, dreadful vifitants ! ariſe 
To them wild omens! ſcience to the wiſe ! 
Theſe mark the comet to the ſun incline, 
oo bs — — — 
While its rear a winding trail diſplays, 95 
And lights all zther with the ſweepy blaze ! 
Or when, compell'd, it flies the torrid zone, 
And ſhoots by worlds unnumber'd and unknown ; 
By worlds, whoſe people, all-aghaſt with fear, 
May view that miniſter of vengeance near! 100 
Till now, the tranſient glow, remote and loſt, 
Decays, and darkens mid involving froſt! 
Or when it, ſunward, drinks rich beams again, 
And burns imperious on th' ztherial plain! 
The learn'd-one curious eyes it from afar, 105 
Sparkling through night, a new illuſtrious ſtar ! 

The moon, deſcending, ſaw us now purſue 
The various talk :—the city near in view ! 
Here from ſtill-life (he cries) avert thy ſight, 
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Ire 
But, heedful, each immodeſt proſpeR fly; 
Where decency forbids iry's eye. 
Man were not man, without love's wanton g > 
115 
What are thy fruits, O Luſt ? Short bleſſings, bought 
Wich long remorſe, the ſeed of bitter thought; 
Perhaps ſome babe to dire diſcaſes born, 
Doom'd for another s crimes, through life, to mourn; 
Or murder'd, to a mother's fame; 
Or caſt obſcure ; the. child of want and ſhame ! x20 
Falſe pride! What vices on our conduct ſteal, 
From the world's eye one frailty to conceal ! 
Ye cruel mothers Soft | thoſe words command; 
So near ſhall cruclty, and mother ſtaad:? 
Can the dove's boſom ſnakey venom draw ? 
Can its foot ſharpen, like the vulture's claw ? 
Can the fond goat, or tender, fleecy dam 
Howl, like the wolf, to tear the kid, or lamb ? 
Yes, there are mother There | fear d his aim, 
And, conſcious, trembled at the coming name; 130 
Then, with a ſigh, his iſſuing words d! 
Straight with a falling tear the ſpeech he clos'd. 


125 


That tenderneſs, which ties of blood deny, 


Nature repaid me from a ſtranger s eye. 
Pale grew my checks!—But not to general 
Our converſe turns, which thus my friend renews, 
Yon manſion, made by beaming tapers gay, 
Drowns the dim night, and counterfeits the day. 
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i reaſon from her empire flics : 150 
ruler once depos'd, — — — 
iſe and place and power ſubmit; 
backs thy weaken'd mind is toſt, 
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Smile at thy heir, Eg, in his fall, 165 
Men once oblig'd, like Him, ungrateful all ! 


thought-inſpiring woe his heart ſhall mend, 
And his only wiſe, unflattering friend. 
Folly exhibits thus unmanly ſport, [170 
While plotting Miſchief keeps reſerv'd her court. 
Lo! from that mount, in blaſting ſulphur broke, 
Stream flames voluminous, enwrapp'd with ſmoke ! 
In chariot-ſhape they whirl up yonder tower, 
Lean on its brow, and like deſtruction lower 
From the black depth a fiery legion fprings; 175 
Each bold, bad ſpectre claps her ſounding wings : 
And ſtraight beneath a ſummon'd, traiterous baud, 
On horror bent, in dark convention ſtand : 
From each fiend's mouth a ruddy vapour flows, 
Glides thro' the roof, and o'er the council glows: 
The villains, cloſe beneath th' infection pent, 181 
Feel, all- poſſeſe d, their riſing galls ferment ; 
And burn with faction, hate, and vengeful ire, 
For rapine, blood, and devaſtation dire ! [185 
But Juſtice marks their ways : ſhe waves, iu air, 
The ſword, hi tening, like a comet's glare. 
While here dark Villainy herſclf deceives, 
There ſtudious Honeſty our view relieves. 
A ſeeble taper, from yon loneſome room, [190 
Scattering thin rays, juſt glimmers thro' the gloom 
There ſits the ſapicnt nau D in muſcful mood, 
And glows impaſſion'd for his country's good ! 
All the bright ſpirits of the juſt, combin'd, 
Jaform, refine, and pt his towering mind ! 


ile takes rhe gifted quill from hand divine, 195 


Around his temples rays refulgent ſhine ! 
Now rapt! now more than man -I ſee him climb, 


le view this ſpeck of carch from worlds ſublime ! 


SAVAGE'S POE MNS. 


I fee him now o'er Nature's works preſide 

How clear the viſion ! and the ſcene how wide! 200 
Let ſome a name by adulation raiſe, 

Or ſcandal, meaner than a venal praiſe ! 

My Muſe (he cries) a nobler proſpect view 
Through fancy's wilds ſome moral's point ! 
From dark deception clear-drawn truth diſplay, 205% 
As from black chaos roſe reſplendent day 
Awake compaſſion, and bid terror riſe ! 
Bid hamble ſorrows ſtrike ſuperior eyes 

So pamper*d power, unconſcious of diſtreſs, 
| May fee, be mov'd, and, being mov'd, redreſs. 210 
Ve traytors, tyrants, fear his ſtinging lay 

Ye powers unlov'd, unpity'd in decay ! 

But know, to you ſweet-bloſſom'd Fame he brings, 


Ye heroes, patriots, and paternal Bs 
O Thou, who form'd, who rais'd the poet's art, 

(Voice of thy will!) unerring — ed 

If wailing worth can generous excite, 


If verſe can gild inſtruction with delight, 
luſpire his honeſt Muſe with orient flame, 
To riſe, to dare, to reach the nobleſt aim ! 220 

But, O my friend! myſterious is our fate 
How mean his fortune, though his mind elate ! 
Zneas-like he paſſes through the crowd, 
Unſought, unſeen beneath misſortune's cloud; 
Or ſeen with flight regard: Unprais'd his name: 225 
His after-honour, and our after-ſhame. 

The doom'd deſert, to avarice ſtands conſeſs d; 
Her eyes averted are, and ſteel'd her breaſt. 
Envy aſquint the future wonder eyes: 

Bold inſult, pointing, hoots him as he flies; 230 
While coward Cenſure, ſxill'd in darker ways, 
Hints ſure detraction in diſſembled praiſe ! 
Hunger, thirſt, nakednefs, there grievous fall 
Unjuſt deriuon too !—that tongue of gall! [235 
Slow comes Relief, with no mild charms endued, 
Uſher'd by Pride, and by Reproach purſued. 
Forc'd Pity meets him with a cold reſpect, 
Unkind as Scorn, ungenerous as Neglect. 

Yet, ſuffering Worth! thy fortitude will ſhine : 
Thy ſoes are Victuc's,and her friends are thine ! 240 
Parience is thine, and Peace thy days ſhall crown; 
"hy treaſure Prudence, and thy claim Renown : 
Myriads, unborn, ſhall mourn thy hapleſs fate, 
And myriads grow, by thy example, great ! 
= Hark! from the watch-tower rolls the trumpet's 


ſound, 245 
Sweet through ſtill night, proclaiming ſafety 
round ! 


Yon ſhade illuſtrious quits the realms of reſt, 

To aid ſome orphan of its race diſtreſt, 

Safe winds him through the ſubterraneous way, 

That mines yon manſion, grown with ruin grey, 

And marks the wealthy, unſuſpe&ed ground, 251 
Where, green with ruſt, long-buried coins abound. 
This plaintive ghoſt, from carth when newly fled, 
Saw thoſe, the living truſted, wrong the dead; 

He ſaw, by fraud abus'd, the lifeleſs hand 255 

Sign the falſe deed that alienates his land; | 

Heard, on his fame, injurious cenſure thrown, 


Aud mourn'd the beggar'd orphan's bitter groan. 
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THE WANDERER, CANTO Iv. 


d now the falſchood he reveals, 
ſoon th* enabled heir appeals ; 260 
Soon, by his wealth, are coſtly pleas maintain'd, 
And, by diſcover'd truth, loſt right regain'd. 
But why (may ſome enquire) why kind ſucceſs, 
Since myſtic 


To juſtice 


270 


If, amidſt woe, 
He ſtoop'd reluctant to low arts of ſhame, 
Which then, ev'n then he ſcorn'a, and bluſh'd to 


name. 
Heaven ſees, and makes th' i 
And chears the trembling heart, unform'd to bear, 


worth its care, 


Now ri fortune elevates his mind, 

He ſhines unclouded, and adorns mankind. 
So in ſome engine, that denies a vent, 

if unreſpirinꝝ is ſome creature peat, 

it ſickens, droops, and pants, and gaſps for breath, 

Sad o'er the fight ſwim ſhadowy miſts of death; 280 

If then kind air pours powerful in again, 

New heats, new pulſes quicken every vein ; 

Diſpers's, the dark and dampy wapours Ay.. [28 
iſpers'd, the vapours fly. [285 
From trembling tombsthe ghoſts of greatneſs riſc, 

And o'er their bodics hang with wiſtful eyes; 

Or diſcontented ſtalk, mix their howls 

With howling wol ves, their ſcreams with ſcreaming 

The interval twixt night and morn is nigh, [owls. 

Winter more nitrous chills the ſhadow'd ſky. 290 

Springs with ſoft heats no more give borders 


green, 
Nor ſmoaking breathe along the whiten'd ſcene ; 
While ſteamy currents, ſweet in proſpect, charm 
Like veins bluce-winding on a fair-one's arm. [295 
Now Sleep to Fancy parts with half his power, 
And broken flumbers drag the reſtleſs hour. 
The murder'd ſeems alive, and ghaſtly glares, 
And in dire dreams the conſcious murderer ſcares, 
Shewsthe yet-ſpouting wound,th* enſanguin'd floor, 
The walls yet-\moaking with the ſpatter'd gore; 
Or ſurieks to dozing juſtice, and reveals 301 
The deed, which fraudful art from day conceals; 
The delve obſcene, where no ſuſpicion prics, 
Where the disſigur d corſe unſhrouded lics; [ 305 
The ſure, the ſtriking proof, ſo ſtrong maintain'd, 
Pale guilt ſtarts ſelf- convicted, when arraign'd. 
Theſe ſpirits treaſon of its power diveſt, 
And turn the peril from the patriot's breaſt. 
Thoſe ſolemn thought inſpire, or bright deſcend 
To ſnatch in viſion ſweet the dying friend. 310 
But we deceive the gloom, the matin bell 
W ya Now breaks th' iachanter's 
pell ! 
And now—But yon fair ſpirit's form ſurvey ! 
"Tis ſhe !—Olympia — . — me away ! 


275 


— 


265 


| O'er many a polar Alp to Froſt he goes, 


225 


I haſte !—1 fly !—adicu !—and when you ſee 315 
The youth who bleeds with fondneſs, think on me : 
Tell him my tale, and be his pain careſt ; 
By love I tortur d was, by love I'm bleſt. 
When worſhipp'd woman we entranc'd behold, 
We praiſe the Maker in his faireſt mould; 320 
The pride of nature, harmony combin'd, 
And light immortal to the ſoul refin'd ! 
Depriv'd of charming women, ſoon we miſs 
The prize of friendſhip, and the life of bliſs! [325 
Still through the ſhades Olympia dawning breaks! 
What bloom, what bri luſtres o'er her checks! 
Again ſhe calls!—1 dare no longer ſtay ! 
A kind farewell—Olympia, I obey. 
He turn'd, no in my fight remain'd ; 
The mountain he, I ſaſe the city gain d. 330 


e 
TILL o'er my mind wild Fancy holds her ſway, 
8 Still on ſtrange, viſionary land I ſtray. 
Now icenes crowd thick! now indiſtin& appear 
Swift glide the months, and turn the varying year! 
Near the bull's horn light's riſing monarch 
draws; 5 
Now on its back the Pleiades he thaws! 
From vernal heat palc winter forc'd to fly, 


Northward retires, yet turns a watery eye; 
Then with an anguiſh breath nips infant blooms, 


Shakes the flow-circling of human race, 
And in ſharp, livid looks contracts the face. 
Now o'er Norwegian hills he ſtrides away : 
Such ſlippery paths Ambition's ſteps betray. 
Turning, with ſigns, far ſpiral firs he ſees, 15 
Which bow obedient to the ſouthern breeze: | 
Now from yon Zemblan rock his creſt he ſhrouds, 
Like Fame's, obſcur'd amid the whitening clouds; 
Thence his loſt empire is with tears 'd: 
Such tyrants ſhed o'er liberty reſtor d. 


20 


- | Beneath his eye (that throws malignant light) 


Ten times the meaſur'd round of mortal fight) 

A waſte, pale glimmering, like a moon, that wanes 
A wild expanſe of frozen ſea contains. [25 
It cracks! — vaſt floating mountains beat the ſhure ! 
Far off he hears thoſe icy ruins roar, 

And from the hideous craſh diſtracted flies, 

Like one, who feels his dying infant's cries. 

Near, and more near the ruſhing torrents ſound, 
And one great rift runs through the vaſt profound, 
Swift as a ſhooting meteor ; groaning loud, 31 
Like deep-roll'd thunder through a rending cloud. 
The late dark Pole now feels unſetting day : 

ln hurricanes of wrath he whirls his way ; 


35 


O'er crackling vales, embrown'd with melting 
ſnows : 


Here bears ſtalk tenants of the barren ſpace, 


Few men, unſocial thoſe —a barbarous race 


— 


And taleful in th' embrace of Froſt remains, 
Barr'd from our climes, and bound in icy chains. 
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Varied with gems, all heaven's collected tore? gg 


loſt and won, 40| While his looſe locks deſcend, a golden ſhower. 


If to his Reps compar'd, we tardy find 
The Grecian racers, who outſtript the wind, 


Meanwhile the fun his beams on Cancer throws, Fleet to the glowing race behold him ſtart! 


Which now beneath his warmeſt influence glows. 
ing Cancer fallen, the King of day, 45 
Red through the kindling Lion ſhoots his ray. 
The tawny harveſt pays the earlier plough, 

And mellowing fruitage loads the bending bouph. 
"Tis day-fpring. Now green labyrinths I frequent, 
Wiſdom oft retires to meet Content. 50 
mounting lark her warbling anthem lends, 
note the raviſh'd foul aſccnds; 

the patriarch's ladder climb, 
led to worlds ſublime : 

) ſnake, with waken'd irc, 55 
Envy rears in many a ſcaly ſpire; 

then yield their vital gore, 


muſic are no more. 
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His quickening eyes a quivering radiance dart, 100 
nd, while this laſt nocturnal flag is furl'd, 

Swift into life and motion look the world. 

The ſun-flower now averts her blooming cheek 

From weſt, to view his caſtern luſtre break. 

What gay, creative, power his preſence brings! 105 

Hills, lawns, lakes, villages !—the face of things, 

All night bencath ſucceſſive ſhadows miſs'd, 

Inſtant begins in colours to exiſt : 

But abient theſe from ſons of riot keep, 

Loft in impure, unmeditating fleep. 110 

T” uulock his fence, the new- riſen ſwain 

And ere forth-driven recounts his fleecy cares; 


Springs at the prey, and fierce invades the fold ! 
But by the paſtor not in vain defied, 115 


60 Like our arch foe by ſome celeſtial guide. 


Hang hovering, ere they ſeek their guiltleſs food. 
Fondly they bill. Now to their morning care, 
Like our firſt parents, part the amorous pair : 
But ah!—a pair no more!{—With ſpreading 


wings, 


75 
From the high- ſounding cliff a vulture ſprings; 
Steady he ſails along th aerial grey, 
8woops down, and bears yon timorous dove away. 
Start we, who worſe than vultures, Nimrods 
find, 

Men meditating prey on human kind ? 80 
Wild beaſts to gloomy dens repace their way, 
Where their couch'd young demand the ſlaughter d 
Rooks, wa their nodding neſts, black-ſwarming 

fly, 

And, in 4 uproar, tell the fowler nigh. 

Now, in his tabernacle rouz'd, the ſun 85 
Is warn'd the blue :ztherial ſteep to run. 
While on his couch of floating jaſper laid, 
From his bright eye Sleep calls the dewy ſhade. 
The cryſtal dome tranſparent pillars raiſe, 
Whence, bczm'd from ſapphires, living azure 

lays: 

The Vagid Boer, in-wrouglit with pearls divine, 
Where all kis l-bours in moſaic ſhinc. 
His coronct, a cloud of filver-white; 
His role with unconſuming crimion bright, 


Spread on yon rock the ſea-calf I ſurvey: 
Baſk'd in the ſun, his ſkin reflects the day. 
He fees yon tower- like ſhip the waves divide, 
And flips again beneath the glaſſy tide. 120 


The watery herbs, and Arche, and vines, and 


| Hail, glorious ſun! to whoſe attractive fires, 
The weaken'd, vegetative life aſpires ! 

The juices, wrought by thy directive force, 125 
Thro plants, and trees, perform their genial courſe, 
Extend in root, with bark unyiclding bind 

The hearted trunk; or weave the branching rind; 
Expand in leaves, in flowery blofſoms ſhoot, 
Bleed in rich gums, and ſwell in ripen'd fruit. 130 
From Thee, bright, univerſal Power! began 
inſtin& in brute, and generous love in man, 

| Talk'd Iof love — Von ſwain, with amorous air, 
Soft ſwells his pipe, to charm the rural fair. 

She milks the flocks; then, liſtening as he plays, 135 
Steals, in the running brook, a conſcious gaze. 

The trout, that deep, in winter, oo d remains, 
Up-ſprings, and ſunward turns its crimſon ſtains. 

The tenants of the warren, vainly chac'd ; 
Now Iur'd to ambient fields for green repaſt, 140 
Seek their ſmall vaulted labyrinchs in vain ; 
Entangling nets betray the ſkipping train; 

Red maſlacres through their republic fly, 
And heaps on hcaps by ruthleſs ſpaniels die. 

The fiſher, ho the lonely beech has ſtray d, 145 
And all the live-long night his net- work ſpread, 
Drags in, and bears the loaded ſnare away; 
Where flounce, deceiv'd, th' expiring finny prey. 

Near Neptune's temple (Neptune's now no 


more), 
Whoſe ſtatue plants atrident on the ſhore, 150 
In ſportive rings the generous dolphins wind, 
And eye, and think the image human-kind : 
Dear, pleaſing friendſhip !—See ! the pile commands 


The vale, and grim at Superſtition ſtands ! 


When, to! an ambuſh'd wolf, with hunger bold, 


wl 
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Time's hand there leaves its print of moſſy green; 
ISS 
With hollows, carv'd for ſnakes, and birds obſcene. 
o Gibbs, whoſe art the ſolemn fane can raiſe, # 
Where Gop delights to dwell, and man to praiſe; 
When moulder'd thus the column falls away, 
Like ſome great prince majeſtic in decay; 160 
When Ip and Scorn the ground ſhall tread, 
Where Wiſdom tutor d, and Devotion pray'd; 
Where ſhall thy pompous work our wonder claim ; 
What, but the Muſe alone, preferve thy name ? _ 
The ſun ſhines, broken, through yon arch that 
rears 165 
This once-round fabric, half depri d by years, 
Which roſe a flately colonnade, an i crown'd 
Encirclivg pillars now unfaithful found ; 
In fragments, theſe the fall of thutt orebode, [170 
Which, nodding, juſt up-heave their cr umbling load. 
High, on yon column, which has batte: *d ſtood, 
Like ſome ſtcipp'd oak, the grandeur of the wood, 
The ftork inhabits her acrial neſt ; 
By her are liberty and peace careſt; 
She flies the realms that own defoor'c kings, 174 
And cnly ſpreads oꝰ er free-born ſtates her wings. 
The roof is now the daw*s, or raven's haunt, 
And loathſome toads in the dark entrance pant; 
Or ſnakes, that lurk to ſnap the heedleſs fly, 
And fated bird, that oft comes fluttering by. 180 
An aqueduct acroſs yon vale is laid, 
Its channel through a ruin d arch betray d; 
Whirl'd down a ſteep, it flies with torrent - force, 
Flaſhes, and roars, and ploughs a devious courie. 
Attracted miſts a golden cloud commence, 185 
While through high-colour'd air ſtrike rays intenſe. 
. points, which yon ſteep mountains 
ow, 
Lies a mild bay, to which kind breezes flow. 
Beneath a grotto, arch'd for calm retreat, 
Leads lengthening in the rock—Be this myſeat. 190 
Heat never enters here; but Coolneſs reigns 
O'er zephyrs, and diſtilling, watery veins. 
Secluded no- l trace th? inſtructive page, 
And live o'er ſcenes of many a backward age; 
Through days, months, years, through time's 
wile courſe i run, 195 
And preſ-nt ſtand where time it ſelf begun 
Ve mighty Dead, of juſt, diſt inguith'd fame, 
Your thoughts, (ye bright intiructors ) here 1 
claim. 
Here ancient knowledge opens nature's ſprings; 
Here truths hiſtoric give the hearts of kings. 200 
Hence contemplation icarns white hours to finu, 
And labours virtue on th' attentive mind: 
O lov'd retreat ! thy joys content beſtow, 
Nor guilt. nor ſt: ame, nor ſharp repentance know. 
What the fafth Charles long aim'd in power to ſee, 
That happineſs he found reſerv'd in thee. 206 
Now let me change the page —tHere fully weeps, 
While in death's icy arms is 'Culiz ſiegps, 
His daughter dear l R-tir'd I ſee him mourn, 
By all the phrenſy now of anguiſh corn. 210 
Wild his complaint! Mor ſwec'er Sorrow's ſtrains, 
When Singer for Alexis joſt cun:plains. 
Each friend condoles, expoſtulates, reproves; 
More than a father roving Tully loves; 
Or Salluſt cenſures thus '—Unheeding blame, 215 


Waere trees half check the 
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T o'er my Hermit once did grief prevail, 
Thus roſe Olympia's tomb, his moving tale, 
The ſighs, tears, frantic ſtarts, that baniſh reſt, 
And ali the burſting ſorrows of his breaſt. 220 
But hark! a ſudden power attunes the air! 
Th' inchanting ſound enamour'd breezes bear; 
Now low, now high, they fink, or lift the ſong, 
Which che cave echoes ſweet, and ſweet the crecks 


prolong. . 
I liſten'd, gaz d, vhen, wondrous to behold! 22.5 
From ocean ſteam'd, a vapour gathering roll'd : 
A blue, round ſpot on the mid-roof it came, 
Spread broad, and redden'd into dazzling flames 
Fuil-orb'd it ſhone, and dimm'd the ſwimming 


ſight, 

While doubling objects danc'd with darkling 

light. 230 

Amaz'd 1 ſtood !—amaz'd I ſtill remain 

What earthly power this wonder can explain? 

Gradual, at length, the luſtre dies away: 

My eyes reſtor d, a mortal form ſurvey. 

My Hermit-friend! "Tis he.— All hail! (he cries) 

[ ſ-e, aud would alleviate, thy ſurprize. 236 

The vaniſh'd meteor was heaven's meant, 

To warn thee hence: I knew the high intent. 

Near chen! in this ſequeſter'd cave retir'd, 

D-purtcd ſaints converſe wich men inſpir d. 240 

Lis facred ground; nor can thy mind endure, 

Vet vnprepar'd, an intercourſe ſo pure. 

Quick let us hence. And now extend thy views 

O'cr yonder lawn; there find the heaven-born 
Muſe ! 

Or ſeck her, where ſhe truſis her tuneful tale 245 

To the mid, ſilent wood, or vocal vale; 


light with trembling 


ſhades, 


be in deep glooms, or open clear in gla des; 
or where ſurrounding viſtas far deſcend, 


The l. nd{-ape varied at each leflening end; 250 
She, only ihe can mortal thought reſine, 
Aud raiſe thy voice to viſitants divine. 


CANTO V. 


WE ieft the cave. Be Fear (ſaid I) defy*d ! 
Y Tirue (for thou art Virtue) is my guide. 
by wmc-worn ſep» a ſtezp aſcent we gain, 
Whoſe ſummit yields a proſpect o'er the plain. 
There. bench'd with turt, an oak our ſeat extends, 
hte top a verdart, brauch'd pavilion bends. 6 
Vifras, with leaves, diverufy the ſcene, 
Sung pale, ſore brown, and ſome of lively green. 
Now, from th: full- grown day a beamy ſhower 
Glcams ou the lake, and gilds each gloſſy flower. 10 
Gay inſects ſparkle in the genial blaze, 
Varicus as hyht, and countleſs as its rays: 
They dance on every ſtream, and pictur d play, 
Till, by the watery racer, ſnatch'd away. 
Now, trom yon range of rocks, ſtrong rays re» 
bound, 13 
Doubling the duy on flowery plains zround 8 
King-cups beneath far-ftriking colours glance, 
Bright as th? etherial glows tue green expanſe. 
Gems of the ficld !-—the topiz charms the Grohe, 


He ſchemes a temple to his Tuilia's name. | 


Volt., V. 
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From the ſame rocks, fall rills with ſoſten'd force, 
Meet in yon mead, and well a river's ſource. 
rough her clear channel ſhine her finny ſhoals, 
O'er ſands, like gold, the liquid cryſtal rolls. 
Nimm'd in yon coarſer moor, her charms decay, 25 
And ſhape, through ruſtling reeds, a rufiled way. 
Near willows ſhort and b y ſhadovrs thi ow : 
Now loſt. ſhe ſeems through ncther _ to flow; 
at point, winds out in filver ſtat. , 
1 Virwe from a labyrinth of fate, 3 


30 


In lengthening rows, prone from the mountains, 


run . 
The flocks :—their fleeces gliſtening in the ſun ; 
Her ftreams they ſcck, and, twixt her ocigbuur- 
. ing trees, 
Recline in various attitudes of caſc. 
Where the herds fip, the little ic ly fry, W 
Swift from the ſhore, in ſcattering nyriads fly. 

Each livery d cloud, that round ih hovmzun plows, 
Shifts in odd ſcenes, like carth, from whence nt role, 
The bee hums wanton in yon jaſmine bower, 
And circling ſettles, and deſpoils the fluwer. 40 
Melodious there the plumy ſongſtcrs mut, 

And call charm'd Echo from her arch'd retreat. 
Neat poliſh'd manfons riſc in proſp. &t p.uy ; 
Time-batter'd towers frown av ful in decay; 
The ſun plays glittering on che rocks an ipircs, 45 
And the lawn lightens with reflected tires. 

Here Mirth, and Fancy's wanton train advance, 
And to light meaſures turn the ſwimming dance. 
Sweet, flow-pac'd Melancholy next appcars, 
Pompous in grief, and eloquent of tears. 50 
Here Meditation ſhines, in azure dreſt, 
All-ſtarr'd with gems; a ſun adorus her creſt. 
Religion, to whole lifted, raptur'd eycs 
Scraphic hoſts deſcend from opening ſkies; [55 
Beauty, who ſways the heart, and charms the light; 
Whoſe tongue is muſic, and whole {mile delight; 
Whoſe brow is majeſty ; whoſc boſom pace ; 
Who bade creation be, and chavs ccaſe; 

Whoſe breath perfumes the ſpring ; whoſe cye 
divine 


Kindled the ſun, and gave its light to ſhine, 60 


Here, in thy likeneſs, fair Ophelia, “ ſeen, 


She throws kind luſtre oer th* enliven'd green, 
Next her Deſcription, rob'd in various hues, 
Invites attention from the penſive Muſe ! [65 


The Muſe !—ſhe comes ! retin'd the Paſſions Walt, 


And Precept, ever winning, ' Wiſe, and great. 
The Muſe ! a thouſand ſpirits wing the aw 
(Once men, who made, like her, mankind td’ core , 
Enamour d round her preſs th iuipmiu wwong, 
And ſwell to ecſtacy her tojewn {oug, 70 
Thus in the dame cach nobler grage we find, 


11417 
PITT 111.6. 


Whether her fignt che dew-brigbu oawn rege, 


The nocn'e dry heat, of evening's temper's ray 5, 


Th & urs of ftorm, or calm, the 1257 und, 75 
The cora,'d ica, gen. d rock, or tk 7 putt ul, 
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A Raphael's fancy animares each line, 

Each image ſtrikes with energy divine; 

Bacon and Newton in her thoughts conſpire ; 

Nor ſweeter than her voice is Handel's 3 80 

My Hermit thus. She beckons us away : 

Oh, let us ſwift the high beheſt obey ! 
ä which mingling tracts have 


* 
The way uncqual, and the landſcape loſt, | 
We rove. The warblers lively tunes eſſay, 83 
The lark on wing, the linnet on the ſpray, 
While mulic trembles in their ſongful throats, 
The bullfinch whiſtles ſoft his flute - like notes. 
The bolder blackbird ſwells ſouorous lays ; 
The varying thruſh commands a tuneful maze; go 
Each a wild length of melody purſues ; 
While the ſoſt murmuring, amorous wood-dove 
COGs, 

And, when in ſpring theſe melting mixtures flow, 
The cuckoo ſends her uniſon of woe. 

But as ſmooth {cas are ſurrow d by a ſtorm; 935 
As troubles all our tranquil joys deform; 
50, loud through air, uuwelcome noiſes ſound, 
And harmuny's at once, in difcord, drown'd. 
From yon dark cyprels, croaks rhe raven's cry; 
As d:[toraut the daw, jay, chattering pic: 1c 
The ctuuorous crows abandon'd carnage ſcek, 
— owl ſhrills out a i 
At the s end a high-lath'd gatc's preſet d, 
To bar the treſpaſs of a vagrant herd. 
Faſt by, a meagre mendicant we find, 105 
Mhole ruſſet rags hang flutteriug in the wind : 
Years bow his back, 2 flaff ſupports his tread, 
And ſoft white hairs ſhade thin his palſy'd head. 
Poor wretch !—1s this for charity his haunt ? 
He meets the frequent flight, and ruthleſs taunt. 119 
On flaves of guilt oft ſmiles the ſquandering peer: 
But paſſing knows not common bounty here. 
Vain thing ! in what doſt thou ſuperior ſhine ? 
His our firit fire : what race more ancient thine ? 
Lets backward trac'd, he may his lincage draw 115 
From inen, whoſe influence kept the world in awc : 
Whole — ſons, like thee, perchance con- 

um'd 

Their ample ſtore, their line to want was doom d. 
50 thine may periſh, by the courſe of things, 
While his, from beggars, re-uſcend to kings. 129 
Now, lazar, as thy hardſhip» 1 peruſe, 
On my den ftatc inſtructed would 1 muſe. 
Whca t view greatneis, I my lot latacut ; 
Comper d to thee, I tnatch ſupreme content, 
Dune ht 444 1c did heaven not gracious deal, 125 
A fue, „han mu awarn to fce thee feel. 
Put eit! the cripple our approach deſcries, 
Aud to the gate, though weak, officious hics. 


' \ pong preveniive, and unkar the way, 


inen, turaing, With a ſinile of pity, fey, 139 
Here, inicnd - tidis lict! copper aims receive, 
"tance of will, without the power, io givc. 
Hermit, if here with pity we refleR, | 
Huw mult we grieve, when learning mects negleR? 


ing ſhriek. 
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When God-like ſouls endure a mean reſtraint ; 135 


When generous will is curb'd by tyrant want? 
He truly feels what to diſtreſs belongs, 
Who to his private, adds a people's wrongs; 
Merit's a mark, at which diſgrace is thrown, 
And every injur'd virtue is his own, 140 
Such their own pangs with patience here endure, 
Yer there weep wounds, they arc denied to cure; 
Thus rich in poverty, thus humbly yreat, b 
And, though deprels'd, ſuperior to their fate. 
Minions in power, and miſers, mid their ſtore, 145 
Are mean in greatneſs, and in plenty poor. 
What's power, or wealth ? Were they not form'd 
for aid, 


A ſpring for virtue, and from wrongs a ſhade ? 

In power we ſavage tyranny behold, 

And wily avarice owns polluted gold. I50 

From golden ſands her pride could Libya raiſe, 

Could ſhe, who ſpreads nopaſture,claim our praiſe ? 

Loath'd were her wealth, where rabid mouſters 
breed; 

Where ſcrpents, p2mper'd on her venom, feed, 

No ſheltery trees invite the Wanderers cye, 155 

No fruits, no grain, no gums, her tracts ſupply; 

On her vaſt wilds no lovely proſpects run; 

But M lies barren, though beneath the fun. 

My Hermit thus. I know thy ſoul believes, | 
'Tis hard vice triumphs, and that virtue grieves; 160 
Yet oft affliction puriſies the mind, 

Kind benefits oft low from means unkind. 

Were the whole known, that we uncouth ſuppoſe, 
Doubtleſs, would beauteous ſymmetry dilcloſc. 
The naked cliff, that fingly rough remains, 165 
In proſpect dignifies the fertile plains; 
Lead-colour'd clouds, in ſcattering fragments ſcen, 
Shew, though in broken views, the blue ſcreue. 
Severe diſtreſſes induftry inſpire ; 

Thus captives oft excelling arts acquire, 

And boldly ſtruggle through a ſtate of ſhame, 
To life, caſe, plenty, liberty, and faine. 
Sword-law has often Europe's balance gain'd, 
And one red victory years of pcace maintain'd. 


I70 


We paſs through want to wealth, through diſmal} 


trite, I75 
To calm content, through death to endleſs life. 
Libya thou nam'ft—Lct Atric's waſtes appear 
Curſt by thoſe heats, that fructiſy the year; 
Yet the ſame ſuns her orange-groves b-tricnd, 
Where cluſtering globes in ſhining rows depend. 180 
Here when fierce beams o'er withering plants are 
roll'd, 
There the green fruit ſeems ripen'd into gold. 
Ev*n ſcenes that ſtrike with tarrible furpr: ze, 
Still prove a God, juſt, merciful, and wiſe, 
Sad wintery blaſts, hat ſtrip the autumn, ring 18; 
The milder beauties of a flowery ſpring. 
Ye ſulphurous fires in jaggy lightuings break ! 
Ye thunders rattle, and ye nations ſhak: ! 
Ye ſtorms of riving flame the for: tear! [199 
Deep crack the rocks! rent trees be whirl'd in air! 
Reft at a ſtroke, ſome ſtately ſane we'l: mourn ; 


|} The mulberry, in fair ſummer- green 


| 


— 


Her tombs wide-ſhatter d, and her dead up-torn ; | 


Were noxious ſpirits not from caverns drawn, 


Rack'd earth would ſoon in gulfs enormous yawn : 


| 


22 
Then all were loſt - Or would we floating vi 
The baleful cloud, there _ deſtruction 
Plague, fever, phrenfy, -engendering 
Till theſe red ruptures clear the fullied ſæy. 


Now a field opens to enlarge my thought, 
In parcel'd tracts to various uſes wrou 


- 


There the laſt bloſſoms ſpring-like pride unfold, 
Here ſwelling peas on l-afy ſtalks are ſeen, - 
Mix'd flowers of red and azure ſhine between ; 
Whoſe waving beauties, heighten'd by the ſun, 

In colour'd lanes along the furrows run. 
There the next produce of a genial ſhower, 
The beans freſh-bloſſoms in a ſpeckled flower ; 
Whoſe morning dews, when to the ſun reſign'd, 
With undulating ſweets embalm the wind. 


And part the bearded from the beardleſs grain. 
There fibrous flax with verdure binds the field, 
Which on the loom ſhall art-ſpun labours yield. 


Full in the midſt ſtarts up, a filky ſhade. 

For human taſte the rich-ſtain'd fruitage bleeds ; 
The leaf the filk-emitting reptile ſeeds. 
As ſwans their down, as flocks their fleeces leave, 


Hence, to adorn the fair, in texture 


Sprigs, _ and flowers on figur d veſtmcnts 


. pay: 
But Induſtry prepares them oft to pleaſe 
The guilty pride of vain, luxuriant caſc. 

Now frequent, duſty 
And o'er my ſight a tranſient blindneſs throw: 
Windward we [hift. Near down th' etherial 
The lamp of day hangs hovering o'er the deep. 
Dun ſhades, in rocky ſhapes up zther roll'd, 


And paint amuſing landſcapes on the eye. 
Their bluc-vcil'd yellow, through a ſky ſerene, 


And the breeze freſhens, as the heat declines. 
Yon crooked, ſunny roads change riſing views 


From brown, to ſandy red, and chalky hues. 
One mingled ſcene another quick fucceeds, 


200 
Here hardening ripeneſs the firſt blooms behold, 


219 
Now daify plats of clover ſquare the plain, . 


array'd, 2715 


Here worms ſor man their gloſſy cntrails weave. 220 


gales offenſive blow, 225 


Proje long, ſhaggy points, deep-ting'd with gold. 
Others take faint th' unripen'd cherry's die, 230 


In ſwelling mixture forms a floating green. 
Streak'd through white clouds a mild vermilion 
ſhines, | * 235 


| $9 mix the motions, and ſo Fiſts tne view, 


Mea, chariots, teams, yok'd ſteers, and prancing 

ſteeds, 4140 
Which climb, deſcend, and, as loud whips reſound, 
Stretch, ſwear, and ſmoke along unequal ground. 
On winding Thames, reflecting radiant beams, 
When bouts, thips, barges mark the roughen'd 

ſcams, : NW f 
This war, au that, they different points purſue; 
246 
While thus we throw around our gladden'd eyes, 
The gifts of heaven in gay profuſion riſe ; 


Tr-es rich with gums, and fruits; with jewcls rocks; 


Plains with flowers, herbs, and plants, and beeves, 


and flocks ; ; 2570 
Mountains with mines; with oak, and cedar 
woods; 


| Quarries with marble, and with fiſh che floods. 
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In darkening ſpots, mid Gelds of various dies, 
Tilth new manur'd, or naked fallow lics. | 

| pride enclos'd diſplay, 255 
The green graſs yel . 


And thick - ſet hedges fence the full- ear d corn, 
And berries blacken on the virid thorn. 

Mark in yon heath n pos d the cultur'd ſcene, 
Wild thyme, pale box. and firs of darker green. 260 
Thc native ſtrawberry re -ripening grov's, 

By nettles guarded, a by thorns the roſe. 

There nightingales in unprun'd copſes build, 

In ſhaggy furzes lies the hare conceal'd. 

*T'wixt fernt and thiſtles, unſfown flowers amuſe, 265 
And form a lucid chace of various hues ; 

Many half-grey with duſt : confus'd they lie, 

+ Scent the rich year, and lead the wandering cye. 
Contemplative, we tread the flowery plain, 
The Muſe preceding with her heaveuly train. 270 
When, lo! the mendicant, fo late _ 3 
Strange view! now journeying in our we find! 
And yet a view, — our heed demand.: 
Touch d by the Muſe's wand transform d he ſtands. 
Ober ſkin late wrinkled, inſtant beauty ſpreads; 275 

The late-dimm'd eye; a vivid luſtre ſheds; 
Hairs, once 1o thin, now graceful locks decline ; 
And rags now chang'd, in regal vcſtments ſhine. 
The Hermit thus, In him the ane bchold, 
Once ſeen by midnight s lamp in winter « cold ; 28c 
The sand, whoſe want ſo multiplicd his woes, 
He funk a mortal, and a ſcraph roſe. 
Sete here thoſe ſtately yew- trees darkling grow, 
And, waving o'er yon gra ves. brown horrors throw. 
Scornful he points—there. o'er his ſacred duſt. 285 
Ariſe the ſculptur'd tomb, and labour'd butt, 
Vain pomp ! bettow'sd by oftentatious pride, 
Who to a life of want relief deny'd. 
Bu; thus the zarD. Are theſe the gifts of 
ſtate ? 
Gifts unreceiv'd! 
great! 
How was l treated when in life forlorn? 29: 
My claim your pity; but my lot your {corn. 
Why were my ſtudiaus hours oppo>'d by necd ? 
In me did poverty from guilt procced ? 
Did I contemporary authors wrong, ? 29: 
And deem their worth, but as they priz'd my ſoug: 


Theſe? Ye ungenerous 


In the low-purpos'd, loud polemic fray ? 
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Or think you thus a ſelf-renown to raiſe, 


And mingle your vain-glories with my bays ? 

Be yours the mouldering tomb ! Be mine the lay 
immortal !—Thus he ſcoffs the pomp away. 
Though words like theſe unletter'd pride im- 


peach, 315 
To the meck heart he turns with milder ſpeech. 

Chough now a ſcraph, oft he deigns to wear 
The face of human friendſhip. oft of care; 

'o walk diſyuis'd an object of relief. 

\ learn'd, good man, long exercis'd in grief; 
Forlorn, a friendlefs : oft to -+— ch 
Craving ſome kind, ſome hoſpitable home ; 

Or, like Ulyſſes, a low lazar ſtand ; 
Beſeeching Pity's eye, and Bounty's hand; 
Or, like Ulyſſes, royal aid requeſt, 325 

Wandering from court to court, a king diſtreſt. 
Ihus varying ſhapes, the ſeeming ſon of woe 
Eyes the cold heart, and hearts that generous glow: 
Then to the Muſe relates cach lordly name, 
Who deals impartial infamy and fame. 330 
Oft, as when man in mortal ſtate depreſs'd, 

Lis lays taught virtue, which his life confcſs'd, 
ile now forms viſionary ſcenes below, 
uſpiring patience in the heart of woe; 

Patience, that ſoftens every ſad extreme, 335 
nat caſts through dungeon-glooms a chearful 


gleam, . 

Diſarms diſcaſe of pain, mocks ſlander's ſting, 

vnd ſtrips of terrors the terrific king, 

'Gainſt Want, a ſourer foe, its ſuccour lends, 
And ſmiling ſees th* ingratitude of friends. 
Nor are theſe taſks to him alone conſign d, 
Millions inviſible befriend mankind. 

When watery ſtructures, ſcen croſs heav'n t* aſcend, 
Arch above arch in radiant order bend, 

Fancy beholds, adown cach glittering fide, 345 
Myriads of miſſionary ſeraphs glide ; | 
She ſees good angels genial ſhowers beſtow 

rom the red convex of the dewy bow. 

They ſmile upon the ſwain : He views the prize; 
Chen grateful bends,to bleſs the bounteous ſkies. 350 
Some winds collect, and ſend propitious gales 
(ft where Britannia's navy ſpreads her ſails ; 
nere ever waſting, on the breath of fame, 
Incqual'd glory in her Sovercign's name. 


\nd float the balmy health on ambient air ; 


Did I ſooth vice, or venal ſtrokes betray, [ina teach young zephyrs vernal ſweetsto bear, 355 


Did e er my verſe immodeſt warmth contain. 
Or, once-licentious, heavenly truths profane? 30 
Never.—And yet when envy ſunk my name, 
Who call'd my ſnadow'd merit into famne ? 
When, undeſerv'd, a priſon's grate I fav, 

What hand redecm'd me from the wreſt:< law? 
Who cloath'd me naked, or when hungry ed? 30 
Why cruſh d the living ? Why extoil'd the dcad?— 
ut foreign languages adopt my lays, 

And diſtant nations ſhame you into praiſe. 


Zephyrs, that oft, where lovers liſtening lie, 
\long the grove in melting muſic die, 

And in lone caves to minds poetic roll 

S-raphic whiſpers, that abſtra@ the ſoul. 360 
zome range the colours, as they parted fly, 
lear- pointed to the philoſophic eye; . 
ike flaming red, that pains the dwelling gaze; 
Le Rainleſs, lightſome yellow's gilding rays; 
Che ciouded orange, that betwixt them glows, 365 
And to kind mixture tawny luſtre owes ; 


Why ſhould unreliſh'd wit theſe honours canſc ? 
Cuſtom, not knowlege, dictates your applauſe: 310 


All-chearing green, that gives the ſpring its = 


The bright, tranſparent blue, that robes the 
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indigo, which ſhaded light diſplays; 

— violet, which in the view decays. FP” 
Parental hves, whence others all proceed; 

An ever-mingling, changeful, countleſs breed; 
Unravel'd, variegated, hnes of light, 

When blended, dazzling m promiſcuous white. 
Oft through theſe bows departed ſpirits range, 375 
New to the ſkies, admiring at their change; 

Each mind a void, as when firſt born to earth, 
Bchold a ſecond blank in ſecond birth; 

Then, as yon ſcraph bard fram'd hearts below, 
Each ſces him here tranſcendent know ſhow, 
New ſaints he tutors into truth refin'd, 381 
And tunes to rapturous love the new-{form'd mind. 
He ſwells the lyre, whoſe loud, melodious lays 
Call high Hoſannas from the voice of praiſe ; 
Though one bad age ſuch poeſy could wrong, 385 
Now worlds around retentive roll the ſong . 

Now God's high throne the full-voic'd raptures 


Thus he, who once want without relief, 


bright bow !—The ſcraph — 
The Muſe, the Graces from our view decay. 
Behind yon weſtern hill the globe of light 395 
Drops ſudden; faſt-purſued by ſhades of night. 
Yon graves from winter-ſcenes to mind recall 
Rebellion's council, and rebellion's fall. 
What fiends in ſulphurous, car-like clouds up-flew ! 
What midnight treaſon glar'd beneath their 
view! 
And now the traitors rear their Eabel-ſchemes, 
Big, and more big, ſtupendous miſchief ſeems; 
But Juſtice, rouz'd, ſuperior ſtrength employs, 


deſtroys. 

Diſcord ſhe wills : the miſſile ruin flies; 405 
Sudden, unnatural debates ariſe, 
Doubt, mutual jealouſy, and dumb diſguſt, 
Dark-hinted mutterings, and avow'd diſtruſt ; 
To ſecret ferment is each heart reſign'd; 
Suſpicion hovers in each clouded mind; 410 
They jar, accus'd accuſe, revil'd revile, 
And wrath to wrath oppoſe, and guile to guile ; 
_ Wrangling they part, themſelves themſelves betray; 
Each dire device ſtarts nakcd into day ; 
They feel confuſion in the van with ſcar; 415 
They feel the king of terrors in the rear. 

Of theſe were three by different motives fired, 
Ambition one, and one Revenge inſpired. 

The third, O Mammon, was thy meaner ſlave ; 
Thou idol ſeldom of the great and brave ! 420 
Florio, whoſe life was one continued ſeaſt, 

His wealth diminiſh'd, and his debts increas'd, 
Vain pomp, and equipage, his low deſires, 

Who ne'er to intellectual bliſs aſpires; 

He, to repair by vice what vice has broke, 425 
Durſt witn bold treaſons judgment's rod provoke, 


— 
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His ſtrength of mind, by luxury half diffolv'd, 

Ill brooks the woe, where deep he ſtands involv'd. 
He weeps, ſtamps wild, and to and fro now flies; 
Now wrings his hands, andſcnds unmanly cries, 430 
Arraigns his judge, affirms unjuſt he bleeds, 

And now recants, and now for mercy pleads ; 
Now blames aſſociates, raves with inward ſtrife, 
Upbraids himſclf; then thinks alone on life. 

He rolls red ſwelling, tearſul eyes around, 435 
Sore ſmites his breaſt, and ſinks upon the 

He wails, he quite deſponds, convulſive lies, 
Shrinks from the fancied axe, and thinks he dies; 
Revives, with hope enquires, ſtops ſhort with fear, 
Entreats ev'n „ nor the worſt will hear; 440 
The worſt, alas, his doom !—What friend replies? 
Euch with ſhaking head, and down=caſt 

— — _ 
Nor hope 


breaks, then pauſes, drops a tear; 
7 affords, nor quite confirms his fear ; 
But what kind friendſhip partreſerves unknown 445 
Comes thundering in his keeper's ſurly tone. 
8 through and through, in ghaſtly 


He ſtands transfix'd, the ſtatue of deſpair; 
Nor aught of life, nor aught of death he koows, 
Till thought returns, and brings return of woes: 450 
Now pours a ſtorm of grief in guſhing ſtreams: 
That paſt collected in himſelf he ſeems, 
And with forc'd ſmile retires—His latent 
Dark, horrid, as the priſon's diimal vault. 
If with himſelf at variance ever-wild, 
With angry heaven how ſtands he reconcil'd ? 
No penitential oriſons ariſe ; 
Nay, he obteſts the juſtice of the ſxies. 


455 


400 | Not for his guilt, fbr ſentenc'd life he moans; 


His chains rough-clanking to diſcordant groans, 450 
To bars harſh-grating, heavy-creaking doors, 

H ing walls, and hollow-ringing floors, 
To thoughts more diſſonant, far, far leſs kind, 
One anarchy, one chaos of the mind. 

At length, fatigued with grief, on earth he lies: 465 
But ſoon as fleep weighs down th* unwilling 
Glad liberty appears, ao damps annoy, AR 
Treaſon ſucceeds, and all transforms to joy. 
Proud palaces their glittering ſtores diſplay : 

Gain he purſues, and rapine leads the way. 476 
What gold! What gems !—he ſtrains to ſeize the 


ez 

Quick Bo his touch difſolv'd, a cloud it flies. 
Conſcious he cries—and muſt I wake to weep ? 
Ah, yet return, return, deluſive fleep ! 
Sleep comes; but liberty no more:—Unkind, 475 
The dungeon-glooms hang heavy on his mind. 
Shrill winds are heard, and howling dzmons call; 
Wide-flying portals ſcem unhing'd to fall: 
Then cloſe with ſudden claps; a din ! 
He ſtarts, wakes, ſtorms, and all is hell within. 489 

His genius flies—reflets he now on prayer? 
Alas! bad ſpirits turn thoſe thoughts to air. 


What ſhall he next? What, ſtraight relinquiſh 
breath, 


To bar à public, juſt, though ſhameful death? 


\ 
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' Raſh, horrid thought! yet now afraid to live, 485 
Murderous - ms ſtrikes—may heaven the deed 
ve! 

Why had he thus falſe ſpirit to rebel? 
And why not fortitude to ſuffer well ? 
Were his ſucceſs, how terrible the blow ! 
And it recoils on him eternal woe, 

That a good end might cloſe a life miſpent. 

Where no kind lips the hallow'd dirge reſound, 
Far from the compaſs of yon ſacred ground ; 
Full in the centre of three meeting ways, 495 
Stak'd through he lies —Warn'd let the wicked 

Near yonder fame, where miſery fleeps in peace, 
Whoſe ſpire faſt-lefſens, as theſe ſhades increaſe, 
Left to the north, whence oft brew'd tempeſts roll, 


490 


When out of power, though 
So firong his | 


right in him from ſome . 

The bad he loath'd, and would the weak deſpiſe; 
or dark ends, and ſhunn'd the wiſe. 

When ill his purpoſe, eloquent his ſtrain; 511 

had a look, and voice humane. 

the ſignal of ſome vile intent, 

A private poniard, or empoiſon d ſcent ; 

Proud, yet to popular applauſe a flave ; 

No friend he honour'd, and no foe forgave. 

His boons unfrequent, or unjuſt to need; 

The hire of guilt, of infamy the mecd : 

But, if they chanc'd on learned worth to fall, 

in him was oſtentation all, 

No true benevolence his thought ſublimes, 

His nobleſt actions are illuſtrious crimes, 

Fine parts, which virtue might have rank'd with 

fame, | 
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And what he wauts in genius bcar in heart, 
Coſmo, as death draws nigh, no more conceals 
That ſtorm of paſſion, which his nature feels: 530 
He feels much fear, more anger, and moit pride; 
But pride and anger make all fear ſubſide. 
Dauntleſs he meets at length untimely fate; 
A ſpirit ! rather fierce, than great. 
Darkling he glides along the dreary coalt, 
A ſullen, wandering, ſelf-tormenting ghoſt. 
Where veiny mar ble digniſies the ground, 
With emblem fair in ſculpture riſing round, 
— where a croſſing, lengthening aiſle we find, 
all eaſt; whence God returns to judge mankind, 
Once-iov'd Horatio flceps, a mind late ! 
Lamented ſhade, ambition was thy fate. 
FE v'n angels, wondering, oft luis worth ſurvey' d; 


535 
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— BEchold à man, like one of us! they laid. 
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Straight heard the Furies, and with , 
And to precipitate his fall prepar'd. 7 | 
Firſt Avarice came. In vain Selſ- love ſhe preſa d; 
The poor he pity'd ſtill, and ſtill redreſs'd : ; 
Learning was his, and knowledge to commend, 
Of arts a patron, and of want a friend. 550 
Next came Revenge: but her eſſay how vain! * 
Not hate, nor envy, in his heart remain. 

No previous malice could his mind engage, 
Malice the mother of vindictive rage. 
No from his life his ſocs might learn to live; 355 
He held it ſtill a triumph to forgive. : 
At] Ambition urg'd his country's weal, 
Aſſuming the fair look of public Zeal; 

Still in his breaſt ſo generous glow'd the flame, 
The vice, when there, a virtue half became, 560 
1 
He deem d it godlike to have power to bleſs : 


'd! Thus, when unguarded, treaſon ſtain d him o'er; 


And virtue and content were then no more. 
But when to death by rigorous 


And reſolutien thus .a mind, 

Not ſcorning life, yet all to death refign'd ; 

—Ye chains, fit only to reſtrain the will 

Of common, deſperate veterans in ill, 

Though rankling on my limbs ye lie, declare, 

Did e er my riſing ſoul your preſſure wear? 

No free as liberty, and quick as light, 

To worlds remote ſhe takes unbounded flight. 380 

Ye dungeon glooms, that dim cal eyes, 

Could ye once blot her proſpect of the ſkies ? 

No! from her clearer fight ye fled away, 

Like error, pierc'd by truth's refiſtleft ray. 

Ye walls, that witneſs my repentant moan! 585 

Ye echoes, that to midnight ſorrows groan ! 

Do 1, in wrath, to you of fate complain? 

Or once betray fear's moſt iuglorious pain? 

No!—Hail, twice hail then, ignominious death! 

Behold how willing glides my parting breath ! 59 

Far greater, better tar—ay, far indeed ! 

Like me, have ſuffer'd, and like me will bleed. 

Apoſtles, patriarchs, prophets, martyrs all, 

Like me once ſell, nor murmur'd at their fall. 

Shall I, whole days, at beſt, no ill deſign'd, 595 

Whoſe virtue ſhone not, though I lov'd mankind, 

Shall I, now guilty wretch, ſhall I repine ? 

Ah, no! to juſtice Jet me life reſign ! 

Quick, as a friend, would I embrace my foe ! 

He taught me patience, who firſt taught me 
woe; 600 

But friends are foes, they render woe ſevere, 

For me they wail, from me extort the tear. 

Not thoſe, yet abſent, miſſive griefs control; 

Theſe periods weep, thoſe rave, and theſe condole, 

At entrance ſhrieks a friend, with pale ſurprize ; 


574 


Another pautiug, proſtrate, ſpeechleſs lies; 606 
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ne gripes my hand, one ſobs upon my breaſt ! - 
Senn it murders reſt ! 
And is it yours, alas! my friends to feel? 
And is it mine to comfort, mine to heal? 610 
Is mine the patience, yours the boſom ſtrife ? 
Ah ! would raſh love lure back my thoughts to lifc ? 
Adieu, dear, dangerous mourners ! ſwift depart ! 
Ah, fly me ! fly !—1 tear you from my heart. 

Ye ſaints, whom fears of death could neer 

control, 615 

In my laſt hour compoſe, ſupport my ſoul ! 
See my blood waſh repented fin away 1 
Receive, receive me to eternal day 


With words like theſe the deſtin'd hero dies, 
While angels waft his ſoul to happier ſkies. 620 
Diſtinction now gives way; yet on we talk, 
Fall darkneſs deepening o'er the formleſs walk. 

Night treads not with light ſtep the dewy gale, 

Nor bright-diſtends her ſtar-cmbroider'd veil ; 

Her leaden feet, inclement diſtil, 625 

Clouds ſhut her face, black winds her veſture fill; 

An carth-born mcteor lights the ſable ſkics, 

Eaſtward it ſhoots, and, ſunk, forgotten dies. 

So pride, that roſe from duſt to guilty power, 

Glark out in vaing ſo duſt ſhall pride devour. 630 
Fiſhers, who brink by torches gain, 

With teethful tridents ftrike the ſcaly train. 

Like ſnakes in eagles claws, in vain they ſtrive, 

When heav'd aloft, and quivering yet alive. 
While here, methought, our time in — 

d, 35 

EE... PA FIOPEPY wore faſt. 

At prowling wolves was heard the maſtiff's bay, 

And the warn'd maſter's arms forbad the prey 

Thus treaſon ſteels, the patriot thus deſcries, [640 

Forth ſprings the monarch, and the miſthicf flies. 
Pale 8 glimmer'd through the depth 

night, 

Scattering, like hope through fear, a doubtful light. 

Lone Philomela tun'd the filent grove, 

With penſive pleaſure liften'd wakeful Love. 

Half-dreaming Fancy ſorm'dan angel's tongue, 645 

And Pain forgot to groan, fo ſweet ſhe ſung. 

The Night-crone, with the mclody alarm'd, 

Now paus'd, now liſten'd, and awhile was charm'd ; 

But like the man, whoſe frequent ſtubborn will 

Neſiſts what kind, ſeraphic ſounds inſti], 650 

Her heart the love-inſpiring voice repell'd, 

Her breaſt with agitating miſchief ſwell'd; 

Which clos'd her car, and tempted to deſtroy 

The tuneful life, that charms with virtuous joy. 
Now faſt we mraſure back the trackleſs way; 

No friendly ſtars directive beams diſplay. 

Put lo !—a thouſand lights ſhoot inſtarit rays ; 

Yon kindling rock reſlects the ſtartling blaze. 

I ſtand aſtoniſh*'d—thus the hermit cries: 

Fear not, but liſten with cularg'd ſurprize! 660 

Still muſt theſe hours our mutual converic claim, 

And ccaſe to echo ſlill Oly mpia's name; 

Grets, rivulets, groves, Olympia's name ſorget, 

Olympia now no ſi, hing « inds repeat. 

Can | be mortal, and thoſc hours no more, G65 

Thole amorous hours, that plaintive echocs bore ? 


* 
" 
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Am 1 the fame? Ah no !—Bchold a mind, 


Unruffled, firm, exalted, and refin'd ! 
Late months, that made the vernal ſcaſon gay, 


Saw my health languiſh off OI decay. 670 
No racking pain yet gave diſeaſe a date; 

No ſad, preſageful thought preluded fate: 

Yet number'd were my days My deſtin'd end 
Near, and more near Nay, every fear ſuſpend ! 

[ paſs'd a weary, lingering, fleepleſs night: 675 
Then roſe, to walk in ing's carlieſt light : 


But few my ſteps—a faint, and cheerleſs few l 

Refreſhment from my ſpirits flew. 

When, low, retir'd beneath a 

My limbs upon a flowery bank I laid, 680 

Soon by ſoft-creeping, murmuring winds com- 
'd, 


A FP d my languid eyes They clos'd : 

But clos'd not Jong —Methought Olympia ſpoke ; 

Thrice loud ſhe call'd, and thrice the lumber broke. 

| wak'd. Forth-gliding from a neighbouring wood, 

Full in my view the ſhadowy charmer ſtood. 626 

Rapturous | ſtarted up to claſp the ſhade ; 

But ſtagger d, fell, and found my vitals fade: 

A mantling chillneſs o'er my boſom ſpread, 

As if that inſtant number'd with the dead. 690 

Her voice now {cnt a far, imperfe&t found, , 

When in a ſwimming trance my pangs were 
drown'd. 

Still farther off ſhe call'd— With ſoft ſurprize, 

| turn'd—but void of ſtrength, and aid to riſe ; 

Short, ſhorter, ſhorter yet, my breath I drew: 695 

Then up my ſtruggling ſoul unburthen'd flew. 

Thus from a ſtate, where fin and grief abide, 

Heaven ſummon'd me to mercy—thus I died. 

He ſaid. Th' aſtoniſhment with which I tart, 
Like bolted ice runs ſhivering through my heart. 
Art thou not mortal then? I cried. But lo! 701 
His raiment lightens, and his features glow ! 
ln ſhady ringlets falls a of hair; 
Embloom'd his aſpect ſhines, enlarg'd his air. 
Mild from his eyes enlivening glories beam; 705 
Mild on his brow fits majeſty ſupreme. 

Bright plumes of every dye, that round him flow, 

Veſt, robe, and wings, in varied luſtre ſhow. 

He Ivoks, aud forward ſteps with mien divine; 

A grace celeſtial gives him all to ſhine: 

He ſpeak+—-Nature is 1aviſh'd at the ſound, 

The forcits move, and ſtreams ſtand liſtening 
round! x 

Thus he. As incorruption | aſſum'd, 

As inftant in immortal youth I bloom'd! 
Renew'd, and chung*d, 1 felt my vital fprings, 715 


710 


656 | With different lights difcern'd the form of things; 


Tc eacth my paſhons ſell like miſts away, 
And ca on vper.'d in cternal day. 


8 viſter than thouglu from world to world I flew, 


Ccleſtia knowledge ſtione in every view. 720 
My ſchd was truth=-wiat traaſport could 1 miſs? 
My proipet, all naiude of bliſs. 

Ohyn pia mu me frit, and, ſmiling gay, 
Onwerito mercy led the Hining way; 


Af iuc trauſcendaut to her wonted air, 


725 


As her dear wontcd Icli to many a fair! 
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| In voice, and form, 
| And harmony ſt. ll more grows. 
She points out ſou.s, who taught me friendſhip's 
| charms, 8 730 
„„ ren 
Well pleas'd, high anceſtors my view command; 
Patrons and patriots all; a glorious band ! 
+ Horatio too, by well-born fate refin'd, 
Shone out white-rob'd with ſaints, a ſpotleſs 
mind 
What once, below, ambition made him miſs, 735 
Humility here gain'd, a life of bliſs! 
Though late, let ſinners then from ſin depart ! 
Heaven never yet deſpis d the contrite heart. 
Laſt hone, with ſweet, exalted luſtre grac'd, 
The z:naru-BaRD, in higheſt order plac'd! 740 
Seers, lovers, legiſlators, i 
All raptur d liſten, as he raptur'd fings. 
Sweetneſs and ſtrength his and lays employ, 
Greet ſmiles with ſmiles, and every joy with joy: 
Charmful he roſe ; his ever-charmful tongue 745 
Joy to our ſecond hymeneals ſung ; 
Still as we paſs'd, the bright, celeſtial 
" Hail'd us in ſocial love, and heavenly ſong. 
Of that no more! my deathleſs friendſhip ſee ! 
I come an Angel to the Muſe and Thee. 750 
Theſc lights, that vibrate, aud promiicuous ſhine, 
Are emanations all of forms divine. 
And here the Muſe, though melted from thy gaze, 
Stands among ſpirits, mingling rays with rays. 
I thou would'ſt peace attain, my words attend, 
' The laſt, fond words of thy departed friend! 756 
True joy's a ſeraph, that to heaven aſpires, 
VUnhurt it triumphs mid? celeſtial choirs. 
But ſhould no cares a mortal ſtate moleſt, 
Life were a ſtate of ignorance at beſt. 760 
Know then, if ills oblige thee to retire, 
Thoſe ills ſolemnity of thought inſpire. 
Did not the ſoul abroad for objects roam, 
Whence could the learn to call ideas home? 
Jun to know thyſelſ, peruſe mankind; 765 
o know thy God, paint nature on thy mind: 
Without ſuch ſcience of the worldly ſcene, 
What is retirement — Empty pride or ſpl-en : 
But with it wiſdom. There ſhall cares refine, 
Render'd by contemplation balſ-divine. 770 
Truſt not the frantic, or myſterious guide, 
Nor ſtoop a captive to the ſchoolman's pride. 
On nature's wor:ders fix alone thy zcal ! 
+ They dim not reaſon, when they truth reveal; 
So ſhall religion in thy hcart endure, 77 
From all traditiorary f:\tchood pure; 
So liſe make death familiar to thy «© xc, 
So ſhalt thou live, as thou muy'ſt learn to dic; 
And, though theu view'ſt thy worſt oppreſſor 
tlirive, 
From tranſient won, immortal bliſs derive, 780 


— THE BASTARD. 


Ig hours, When high my fancy rak, 
The Muſe, exulting, thus her lay began. 
Bleſt be the Baſtard's birth 1 through wondrous 


ways, 

He ſhines eccentric like a comet's blaze | 
No ſickly fruit of faint compliance He 5 
He! ſtampt in nature's mint of ecſtacy } 
He lives to build, not boaſt, a gencrous race: 
No tenth tranſmirter of a fooliſh face. 
His daring hope, no ſire's example bounds ; 
His firſt-born lights, no prejudice confounds. 10 
He, kindling, from within, requires no flame ; 
He glorics in a Baſtard's glowing name. 

Born to himſelf, by no poficſhon led, 
In freedom foſter*d, and by fortune fed ; [15 
Nor guides, nor rules, his ſovereign choice control, 
His body independent as his foul ; 
Loos'd to the world's wide range—enjoy'd no aim, 
Preſcrib'd no duty, and aſſign'd no name: 
Nature's unbounded ſom, he ſtands alone, 
His heart unbiaſs'd, and his mind his own. 26 
/ O Mother, yet no Mother! "tis to you, 
My thanks for juch diftinguiſh'd claims are due. 
You, unenſlav'd to Nature's narrow laws, 
Warm championeſs for freedom's facred cauſe, 
From all the dry devoirs of blood aud line, 25 
From ries maternal, moral and divine, 
Diſcharg'd my graſping ſoul; puſh'd me from ſhore, 
And launch'd me into life without an oar. 

What had 1 loſt, if, conjugally kind, 
By nature hating, yet by vows confin'd, 30 
Untaught the matrimonial bounds to ſlight, 


| And coldly conſcious of a huſband's right, 


You had faint-drawn me with a form alone, 

A lawful lump of lite by force your own! [3x. 
Then, while your backward will retrench'd delire, 
And unconcurring ſpirits lent no fire, 

I had been born your dull, domeſtic heir, 

Load of your life, aud motive of your care; 
Perhaps been poorly rich, and mcanly great, 


Lordly neglectſul of a worth unknown, 

And Dumbcring in a feat, by chance my own. 
Far nobjcr bleſſings wait the Baſtard's lot; 

Conceiv's in rapture, and with fire begot 

Strong as neceſuty, he ſtarts away, 45 

Climhs againſt wrongs. and brightens into day. 
Thus unprophetic, lately miſinſpir'd, 

[ ſung: Gay fluctering hope, my fancy fir d; 

Inly ſecure, through conſcious ſcorn of ill, 

Nor taught by wiſdom, how to balance will, 50 

Raſſ ly cecciv'd, I {aw no pits to ſhun, 

But thouyht to purpoſe and to act were one; 

Herdleſ what pointed cares pervert his way, 

Whom caution arms not, and whom woes betray ; 


Farewcll—Nay, tc; the parting tear !—l go! But now, expos'd, and ſhrinking from diſtreſs, 55 


But leave the Muſe tl comtorter below. 
He ſaid. Iuſtant hi- pirions vpword ſoar, 
He leſſening as they r: ſe, till ſcen uo more. [ 785 


| fly to ſheltcr, while the tempeſts preſs; 
My Muſe to grief reſigns the varying tone, 
The raptures languiſh, and the numbers groan. 


While Contempl:tion weigh'd the myſtic view, | 
The lights all vaniſh'd, and the viſion flew. 


O memory ! thou ſoul of joy and pain 
Thou actor of our paſſions o'cr again 


The flave of pomp, a cypher in the ſtate; 40 
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Why doſt thou aggravate the wretch's woe ? MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


| Few are my joys; alas! how ſoon forgot ! 1 — 
On that kind quarter thou invad'ſ me not: 
While ſharp and numberleſs my ſorrows fall ; 65 VERSES OCCASIONED BY 
Yet thou repeat'ſt, and multiply'd them all! THE RIGUT RONOURABLE TUE LADY 


is chance a guilt ? that my diſaſterous heart, 
For miſchief never meant, muſt ever ſmart ? VISCOUNTESS TYRCONNELL's 


Can ſelf-defence be fin !—Ah, plead no more 
— el W AT BATH. 
* ihe 70 9 — ————————— 
Had heaven befriended thy unhappy fide, | charms, N 


Thou provok d Or thou hadſt And either India pours into her arms; 
| 2 PE 8 Where Liberty bids honeſt arts abound, 
Far be the guilt of homeſhed blood from all And pleaſures dance in one eternal round; 
On whom, unſought, embroiling dangers fall! High-thron'd appears the laughter-loving dame, 5 
Still the pale Dead revives, and lives to me, 75 | Soddeſe of mirth! Euphroſyne her name. 
To me! through Pity's eye condemn'd to ſee. Her ſmile more cheerful than a vernal morn ; 
Remembrance veils his rage, but ſwells his fate; All life! ail loom ! of Youth and Fancy born. 
Grie „d I forgive, and am cool too late. ouch d into joy, what hearts to her ſubmit ! 
Young, and uuthoughtful then; who knows, one She looks her Sire, and ſpeaks her Mother's wit. 10 
n . — = 2 the qe 22 
What ripening virtues might have made their [Sbiecn flies, ance m ains. 
—_ 8o Thee, goddel- ! thec ! the "ot ge Ara obey 1 
He might have liv'd till folly died in ſhame, Wealth, Wit, Love, Mulic, all conteſe thy ſway. 
| Till kindling wiſdom felt a thirſt for fame. In the bleak wild e' n Want by thee is bleſs d, 15 q F 
He might perhaps his country's friend have And pamper d Pride without thee pines for reſt. 


prov'd; The rich grow richer, while in thee they find 
Both happy, generous, candid, and belov'd, The motchicf< rrcafure of a ſmiling mind. 
He might have ſav'd ſome worth, now doom'd S-1ence by thee ow. ſoft in ſocial caſe, 
to fall; 8g [Aud virtue, loſing rigour, learns to pleaſe, 20 
And 1, perchance, in him, have murder'd all. The goddeſ ſummons each illuſtrious name, | 
O ſate of late repentance! always vain : Bids the gay talk, aud forms th' amuſive 
Thy remedies but lull undying pain. She, whote fair throne is fix d in human fouls, 


Where ſhall my hope find reſt ?—No Mother's| From joy to joy her eye delighted rolls. 
care But where (ſhe cried) is ſhe, my favourite 1 ſhe 25 

Shielded my infant inuocence with prayer: go Of all my race, the deareſt far to me | 
No father's guardian hand my youth maintain'd, Whoſe lfe*s the life of cach refin'd delight ? 
Call'd forth my virtues, or from vice reſtrain'd, She ſaid—But no Tyrconnel glads her 12 
ls it not thine to ſnat ch ſome powerful arm, is Swift ſurk her laughing eyes in languid 3 
Firſt to advance, then ſcreen from ſuture harm ? | Swift roſe the ſwelling ſich, and trembling tear. 30 
Am I return'd from death, to live in pain? 95 In kind low murmurs all the loſs deplore ! 
Or would Imperial Pity fave in vain ? Tyrconnc; droops, and pleaſure is no more. 
Diſtruſt it not—What blame can mercy find, The goddeſs, filent, paus'd in muſeful air; 
Which gives at once a life, and rears a mind ? But Mirth, like Virtue, cannot long deſpair. 

Mother, miscall d, farewell—of ſoul ſevere, | Ccleſtial-hinted thoughts gay hope inſpir d. 35 
This ſad reflection yet may force one tear: 100 Smiling the roſc. and all with hope were fir d. 
All I was wretched by to you I ow'd, Where Bath's aſcending gprrets meet her eyes ; 
Alone from ftrangers every comfort flow ' d! Straight wafted on the tepid breeze ſhe flies, 

Loſt to the life you gave, your lon no more, She flics, her elde ſt ſiſter Hcalth ro find 3 
And now adopted, who was doom'd before, She finds her on the mountain-brow reclin'd. 40 
New-bern, I may A nobler Mother claim, 105 Around her birds in carlieſt concert ſing; 


— 


But dare not whiſper her immortal name; Her check the ſemblance of the kindling ſpring; 
Supremely lovely, and ſcrencly great! Freſh-uin@ur?'d like a ſummer- evening ſky, 
Majeſtic Mother of a kaecling State! And a niild ſun fits ſmiling in her eye. 


Queen of a People's heart, who nc'er before! Looſe to the wind her verdant veſtments flow; 45 
Agreed—yet now with one conſent adore! 110 er limbs yet-recent from the ſprings below ; 


One conteſt yet remains in this deſire, here ot the vathes, then peaceful rs ſecure, 
ie moſt ſhall give applauſe, where all admire. 1 . every galc is fragrant freſh and pure; 
O01. V. . . E 
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Where flowers and herbs their cordial odours blend, 


And all their balmy virtues faſt aſcend. 50 
Hail, fiſter, bail (the kindred goddeſs cries) 

No common ſtands beſore your eyes. 

You, with living breath the morn is 


Fluſh the fair check, and point the cheerful 


thought 

„ wit, v'd of thee, decline! 55 
ary mole ry that — delight, is thine ! 
ight ſuns by thee diffuſe a brighter blaze, 
the freſh a freſher green diſplays! 
Without thee die, or dully cloy, 
And life with thee, howe'er depreſs'd, is joy. 60 
Such thy vaſt -The Deity replics. 
Mirth never aſks a boon, which Health, denies, 
Our gifts tranſcend imperial wealth; 


6 


Shall that warm heart, fo cheerful ev'n in pain, 
80 form'd to pleaſe, unpleas d itſelf remain? 70 
Siſter | in her my ſmile anew diſplay, 

And all the ſocial world ſhall bleſs thy ſway. 


Mirth, and Mirth inſpirits 


feels it, with a ſoft ſurprize, 85 

IRIS. and quicken in her eyes! 
Inftant in her own form the goddeſs glows, 

bbling warm, the mineral water flows; 


combine. 
A afeSten, and each virtue ſhine. 


ick to Auguſta bear th away ; 
nn why UT be gay. 


. | By thee improving, ere by thee 


| 


| 


| With thee 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


S8neer at all gratitude, all truth diſguiſe ; 
At living worth, vt alive, exclaim, 
ping ary and the dead defame ! 
Such paint, what pity veils in private woes, 3 
And what we ſee with grief, with mirth ; 


child? 's, and the conſort's tear; 
— Subs the heart may rend, 
Vo loſe what they have ne'er deſerv*d—a friend. 10 
Such, ignorant of facts, invent, relate, 
Expos'd perſiſt, and anſwer d ſtill debate: 
Such, but by foils, the cleareſt luſtre ſee, 


l and Gram cheating — layvapre, 1 


And greet a generous heart with generous fire 

Truth be my guide penerow heart with grnerou fre. 

this, nor the nor the patron ſhames } 

When party-minds ſhall loſe contracted views, 

And hiſtory queſtion the recording Muſc; 36 
Lis this alone to afrer-times muſt ſhine, 

| And ſtamp the poet and his theme divine. 

Long has my Muſe, from many a mournful cauſe, 
Sung with ſmall power, nor ſought ſublime applauſe; 
From that great point ſhe now ſhall urge her ſcope; 
On that fair e reſt her future hope; 26 
Where policy, from ſtate-illuſion clear, 

Can through an open aſpect ſhine ſincere; 

Where Science, Law, and Liberty 

And own the and the friend; 30 

(That breaſt to feel, that eye on worth to gaze, 

That ſmile to cheriſh, and that hand to raiſe 1) 

Whoſe beſt of hearts her beſt of thoughts inflame, 

Whoſe joy is bout „ and whoſe gift is fame. 
Where, for r fee Innocence diſtreſs d? 35 


ro you, 2 — 


Who, when complaint to you alone belongs, 

Forgive your own, though not a people's wrongs : 

Who ſtill make public property your care, 

And thence bid private grief no more deſpair. 40 
Aſk chey what Nat ſtate your ſheltering care tall 


Tie youth, tis the and the throne: 
Nor can the — e eye, 
Your ear ſtill opening to the captive's cry. 

Nor leſs was promis d from thy early ſxill, 45 

Ere power enforc'd bene volence of will ! 

lo friends refin'd, thy private life adher'd, 

prefer'd. 

Well hadit thou weigh'd what truth ſuch friends 

afford, 

, and with thee reſtor'd. 50 

Thou taught'ſt them all extenſive love to bear, 

3 eng 
At the rich cloud by due degrees expan 

And ſhowers down plenty thick on ſundry 3 

Thy ſpreading worth in various bounty fell, 55 

Made genius flouriſh, and made art excell. 
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8 wits, who ſenſe nor honour prize, 
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, white they freedom gain, 
oblig'd, moſt enger to complain. 60 
But well we count our bliſa, if well we view, 


When power effion, not protection grew; 
View preſent ills that puniſh diſtant climes; 
Or bleed in here from ancient times. 


Mark firſt the robe abus d Religion wore, 65 


ſhe ſlings. 
Sce the doom'd Hebrew of his ſtores ! 


$tripp'd, ſtar v' d, unfriended, and unpity d roam. 
Lo, the Prieft's hand the Waſer-God ſupplies!— 
A King by conſecrated poiſon dies! 80 
See Learning range yon broad æthereal plain, 
From world to world, and god-like Science gain ! 
Ah! what avails the curious ſearch ſuſtain'd, 
The finiſh'd toil, the god-like Science gain d? 
Sentenc'd to flames th expanſive wiſdom fell, 85 
And truth from heaven was ſorcery from hell. _ 
Strike out new light! and mark! the wiſe admire! 
Zeal ſhall ſuch hereſy, like Learning, hate; 
The ſame their glory, and the ſame their fate. 7 
Lo, from ſought mercy, one his life receives 
Life, worſe than death, that cruel mercy gives: 
The man, perchance, who wealth and honours bore, 
Slaves in the mine, or ceaſeleſs ſtrains the oar. 
So doom d are theſe, and ſuch perhaps, our doom, 95 
Own'd we a Prince, avert it, heaven ! from Rome. 
Nor pri worth alone falſe Zeal aſſails; 
Whole nations bleed when bigotry prevails. 
What are ſworn friendfhips? What are kindred ties? 
What's faith with hereſy ? {the zcalot cries.) 100 
See, when war finks, the thundering cannon's roar; 
When wounds, and dcath, and diſcord are no more; 
When muſic bids undreading joys advance, | 
Swell the ſoft hour, and turn the ſwimming dance : 
When, to crown theſe, the ſocial fparkling bowl 105 
Lifts the cheer'd ſenſe, and pours out all the foul; 
Sudden he ſends red maſſacre abroad; 
Faithleſs to man, to prove his faith to God. . 
What pure perſuaſive cloquence denies, [1c 
All-drunk with blood, the arguing ſword ſupplics; 
The ſword, which to th' affaffin's hand is given 
Th' affaſſin*shand! c'dthehandof heaven 
Sex bleeds with ſex, and infancy with age; 
No rank, no place, no virtue, ſtops his rage; 
Shall ſword, and flame, and devaſtation ceaſe, r1x5 
To pleaſe with zeal, wild zcal! the God of Peace? 
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[ $37 
Enormous power! Nor noble, not ſerene 3 
Now fierce and cruel; now but wild and meat. 1 20 
See ticles ſold, to raiſe th* unjuſt ſupply! ! 
Compell'd the ! or be fin d, or buy! 
No public ſpirit, guarded well by laws, 
Uncenfſur'd cenſures in his 's cauſe, 
See ——— — 
Who dares deny, or deem his wealth 


ſted dies. 

Far more than maſſacre that fate acturſ ! ; 

As of all deaths the lingering is the worſt. 130 
New courts of cenſure griev'd with new 


Tax'd without power, and fin'd without 
Explain'd, at will, cach — * 
Till marks of merit were the marks of ſhame ; 

So monſtrous Life was the ſevereſt gri 133 
And the worſt death ſeem' d welcome for relief. 

In vain the ſubject redreſs from law, 
No ſenate liv*d the partial judge to awe 2 
Senates were void, and ſcnators confin'd 
For the great cauſe of Nature and Mankind; 146 
Who kings ſuperior to the people own; 

Yet prove the law ſuperior to the throne. 

Who can review without a generous tear, 

6 ON ſo impious, ſo ſevere; 

A leur's 1 6 pelenlc jars, 1 
Rich !—but with —— 8 
The hand of Induſtry employ d no more, 

And Commerce flying to ſome ſafer ſhore ; 

All property reduc'd, to Power a prey, 

And Senſe and Learning chac'd by Teal away? 159 
Who honours not each dear 

That ftrove for Liberty ſo won, ſo loſt : 

So well regain'd when Wilkam roſe, 
Aud firſt entail'd the bleſſing beſtows? - 
May Walpole ſtill the growing triumph raiſe, 155 
1 —— 

i a Prince, o'er hi 
As far tranſcends in virtue, as in ſtate! 

The Muſe purſi 
Ev'n there ſhall Liberty inſpire retreat. 
When ſolemn cares in flowing wit are drown'd, 
And ſportive chat and ſocial laughs go round 
Ev'n then, when pauſing mirth begins to fail, 
The converſe varies to the ſerious tale. 

The tale pathetic ſpeaksſome wretch that owes 16g 
To ſome deficicnt law reliefleſ woes. 

What inſtant pity warms thy generous breaſt 
| How all the legiſlator lands confeſs'd! 
Now ſprings the hint! 'tisnow improv'd to thought! 
Now ripe! and now to public welfare brought! 10 
New bills, which regulating means beſtow, 
Juſtice preſerve, yet ſoftening mercy know: 
Juſtice ſhall low vexatious wiles decline, 

And ſtill thrive moſt, when lawyers moſt repine, - 
Juſtice from jargon ſhall refin'd appear, 174 


o knowledge threngh our native language clear. 
Hence we may learr, no more decciv'd by law, 
Whence wealth and life their beſt aſſurance draw. 


Nor leſs abuſe has ſcourg*d the civil ſtate, 
When a King's will became a' nations fate, 


| Ihe freed Infſolvent, with induſtrious hand, 
Strives yet to ſatisfy the juſt demand: 


180 


238 


Thus ruthlefs men, who would his powers reſtrain, 


Oft wha: cverity would loſe obtain. 
Theſe, and a thouſand gifts, thy thought acquires, 
. - 1berty benevoient inſpires. 

Fron Liberty the fruits of law increaſe, 
Plenty. and joy, and all the arts of peace. 
Abroad the merchant, while the tempeſts rave, 
Adventurous ſails, nor fears the winds and wave; 
At home untir d we find th' auſpicious hand [190 
With flocks, and herds, and harveſts, bleſs the land: 
While there, the peaſant glads the grateful foil, 
Here mark the ſhi; wright, there the maſon toil, 
Hew, ſquare, and car, magnificent, the ſtone, 
And give our oaks a glory not their own! 
What lite demands by this obeys her call, 
And added elegance conſummates all. 

Thus ſtately cities, Rtatclicr navies riſe, 

And fpread our grandeur under diſtant ſkies. 
From Liberty each nobles ſcience ſprung, 
A Bacon brighten'd, and a Spenſcr ſung : 


185 


195 


A Clarke and Locke new tracks of truth explore, | Thus ſhall 


And Newton reaches h: ights unreach'd before. 
What Trade ices Property that wealth maintain, 
Which Induſtry no longer dreads to gain; {205 
What tender conſcience kneels with fears rofign'd, 
Enjoys her worſhip, and avows her mind ; 
What genius now trom wan to fortune climbs, 
And to ſaſe Science every thouyh ſublimes ; 
What Royal Power, from his upcrior ſtate, 
Sees public ineſe his own create; 210 
But kens thoſe patriot-fouls, to which he owes 
Of old each ſource, whence now each blefling flows? 
And if ſuch ſpirits from their heaven deſcend, 
And blended flame, to point one glorious end; 
Flame from one breaſt, and thence to Britain 


ſhine, 216 
What love, what praiſe, O Walpole, then is thine ? 
—— 


THE VOLUNTEER LAUREAT, 


A POEM, 
ON HER MAJESTY's BIRTH-DAY, 1731-2. 
ö 122 twenty tedious moons have roll'd away, 
Since hope, kind flatterer! tun d my penſive lay, 
Whiſpering, that you, who rais'd me from deſpair, 
Meant, by your ſmiles, to make life worth my care; 
With pitying hand an orphan's tears to ſkreen 5 
— And o'er the motherleſs extend the queen. | 
* I'will be—che prophet guides the poet's ſtrain ! 
Grief never touch.'d a heart like yours in vain : 
Heaven gave you power, becauſe you love to bleſs ; 
And pity, when you feel it, is redreſs. 10 
Two fathers join'd to rob my claim of one 
My mother too thought fit to have no ſon ! 
The ſenate next, whoſe aid the helpleſs own, 
— my 332 and mine alone ! 
et parents pityleſs, nor peers unkind, 15 
Nor titles loſt, nor woes myſterious join d, 


| 
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ip me of hope—by heav'n thus lowly laid, 
Fro kae Pheek's daughter in the ſhade. 

You cannothear unmov'd, when wrongs implore, 
ry 1 20 
Kind, like the power ve you to our prayers, 
— car hwhes tie > napen cxvms 
They, who a barren leave to live beſtow, 
Snatch but from death, to facrifice to woe. 
Hated by her from whom my life I drew, 
Whence ſhould 1 hope, if not from heaven and you ? 
Nor dare I groan beneath afflition's rod, 

My queen my mother, and my father —God. 

The pitying Muſes ſaw me wit purſue ; 


And paint him in his nobleſt 
Is there a greatneſs that adorns Him beſt, 

A riſing wiſh, that ripens in his breaſt ? 

Has He foremeant ſome diſtant age to bleſs, 45 

Diſarm or expel diſtreſs ? 

Plans He ſome ſcheme to reconcile mankind, 

People the ſeas, and buſy every wind ? 

Would he by pity the deceiv'd reclaim, 

And ſmile contending factions into ſhame? 50 

Would his cxample lend his laws a weight, 

And breathe his own ſoft morals o'er his ſtate ? 

The Muſe ſhall find it all, ſhall make it ſeen, 

And teach the world his praiſe, to charm his queen. 


Nor frown, fair favourite of a people's hearts! 
Happy if, plac'd, 2 beneath your eye, 
My Mule, unpenfſion'd, might her pinions try; 
Fearleſs to fail, whilſt you indulge her flame, 
And bid me y boaſt your Laureat's name; 60 
Renobled thus by wreaths my queen beſtows, 

] loſe all memory of wrongs and woes. 


THE VOLUNTEER LAUREAT, 
A POEM, 


ON HER MAJESTY's BIRTH-DAY, 173t%2:- 


NO. 11. 
6c REAT princeis, 'tisdecreed! once every year, 
* I march uncall'd, your Laureat Volunteer.” 


So ſung the Muſe; nor ſung the Muſe in vain : 
My queen accepts, the year renews the ſtrain. 
— 2 — heavenly aid, 5 
Each thought was terror; for each view was ſhade, 


Such be the annual truths my verſe imparts, 55 
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Fortune to life each flowery path deny'd; | 

No ſcience learn'd to bloom, no lay to glide. 

Inſtead of hallow d hill, or vocal vale, | 

Or ſtream, ſweet-echoing to the tuneful tale; 10 
dens conſinꝰd, or barren deſarte 

With ſpectres haunted, and the Muſes fled ; 

Ruins in penſive emblem ſeem to riſe, 

And all was dark, or wild, to Fancy's eyes. [15 

rn all nature chears ! 

Diſperſe, ! a joy appears 

Hail, 3 day !—'T was on thy glorious morn, 

The firſt, the faireſt of her ſex was born ! | 

How ſwift the change ! Cold, wintery ſorrows fly; 

Where-c'er ſhe looks, delight ſurrounds the eye ! 20 

Mild ſhines the ſun, the woodlands warble round, 

The vales ſweet echo, ſweet the rocks reſound ! 

In cordial air, ſoft floats along; 

Each ſcene is verdure, and each voice is ſong! | 25 

Shoot from yon orb divine, ye quickening rays ! 
Boundleſs, like her benevolence, ye blaze ! 

Soft emblems of her bounty, fall ye ſhowers ! 

And ſweet aſcend, and fair unfold ye flowers ! 

Ye roſes, lilies, you we earlieſt claim, 

In whiteneſs, and in fragrance, match her fame ! 30 
'Tis yours to fade, to fame like hers is duc 
Undying ſweets, and bloom for ever new. 

Ye bloſſoms, that one varied landſcape riſe, 

And ſend your ſcentful tribute to the ſkies ; 
Diffuſfive like yon royal branches ſmile, 35 
Grace the young year, and glad the grateful iſle ! 
Attend, ye Muſes ! mark the feather'd quires! / 
Thoſe the ſpring wakes, as you the queen inſpires. 
O, let her praiſe for ever ſwell your ſong ! 

Sweet let your ſacred ſtreams the notes prolong, 40 
Clear, and more clear, through all my lays refine ; 
And there let heaven and her reflected ſhine ! 

As, when chill blights from vernal ſuns retire, 
Chearful the vegetative world aſpire, | 
Put forth unfolding blooms, and waving try 45 
Th' enlivening influence of a milder ſky ; 

So gives her birth (like yon approaching ſpring) 
The land to flouriſh, and the Muſe to ſing. 

"Twas thus, Zenobia, on Palmyra's throne, 

In learning, beauty, and in virtue ſhone; 5 
Beneath her roſe, Longinus, in thy name, 


I 
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Where pure religion no extreme can touch, 
Of faith too lictle, or of zeal too much ; 
Where theſe behold, as on this bleſs'd of morns, 


See nations round, of every with poſſeſt ! 
Life in each eye, and joy in every breaſt ! 
Shall I, on what I lightly touch'd, explain? 75 
Shall I (vain thought !) attempt the finiſh'd train ? 
No !—let the Poet ſtop unequal lays, 

And to the juſt hiſtorian yield your praiſe. 


THE VOLUNTEER LAUREAT, 


A POEM, 
ON HER MAJESTY's BIRTH-DAY, 2734-5. 


NO. 11. 

N youth no parent nurs'd my infant ſongs, 
I 'T was mine to be inſpir d — wrongs ; 
Wrongs, that with life their fierce attack began, 
Drank infant tears, and ftill purſue the man. 
Life ſcarce is li jection all is mine; 5 
The power, that loves in lonely ſhades to pine ; 
Of fading cheek, of unelated views 
Whoſe weaken'd eyes the rays of hope refuſe. 
Tis mine the mean, inhuman pride to find ; 
Who ſhuns th* oppreſs d, to fortune only kind; 10 
Whoſc pity 's inſult, and whoſe cold reſpect 
Is keen as ſcorn, ungenerous as neglect. 
Void of þenevolent, obliging grace, 
Ev'n dubious friendſhip half averts his face. 
Thus ſunk in ſickneſs, thus with woes oppreſt, 15 
How ſhall the fire awake within my breaſt ? 
How ſhall the Muſe her flagging pinions raiſe? 
How tune her voice to Carolina's praiſe ? | 
From jarring thought no tuneful raptures flow; 
Theſe with fair days and gentle ſeaſons glow ; 20 
Such give alone ſweet Philomel to fing, 
And Philomel 's the poet of the ſpring. 


O 
The poet's, critick's, and the patriot's fame | 
Is there (ſo high be you, great princeſs, prais'd !) 
A woe unpitied, or a worth unrais'd ? 55 
Art learns to ſoar by your ſweet influence taught; 
In life well cheriſh'd; nor in death forgot : 
In death, as life, the learn'd your goodneſs tell! 
Witneſs the facred buſts of Richmond's cell ! 
Sages, who in unfading light will ſhine ; 
Who graſp'd at ſcience, like your own, divine ! 69 
The Muſe, who hails with ſong this glorious 


morn, 

Now looks through days, through months, through 
years unborn ; 

All white they riſe, and in their courſe expreſt 

A king by kings rever'd, by ſubjects bleſt ! 

A queen, where-c*er true greatneſs ſpreads in fame; 


But ſoft, my ſoul ! ſec yon celeſtial light 
Before whoſe lambent luſtre breaks the night. 
t glads me like the moruing clad in dews, 25 
And beams reviving from the vernal Muſe : 
Inſpiring joyous peace, tis ſhe ! tis ſhe ! 
A ſtranger long to miſery and me. 

Her verdant mantle gracefully declines, 
And, flower-cmbroider's, as it varies, ſhines. ' 30 
To form her garland, Zephyr, from his wing, 
Throws the firt towers aud foliage of the 

ſpring. 

Her looks how lovely! health and joy have lent 
Bloom to her check, and to her brow content. 
Behold, ſweet-braming ker ztherial eyes! 35 
Soft as the Piciades o'er the dewy tkies. 
She blunts the point of care, alleviates woes, 


Where learning towers beyond her ſex's aim; 66 


And puuis the balm of comfort and repoſe ; 


240 


Bids the beart yield to Virtue's ſilent call; 

And ſhews Ambition 's ſons mere children all; 40 
Who hunt for toys which pleaſe with tinſel ſhine ; 
For which they ſquabble, and for which they pine. 
Oh! hear her voice, more mellow than the gale, 
That ”— thro' ſhepherd's pipe enchants the 


torn. | 
! Weep I a cruel mother? No—1 *ve ſeen, 
From heaven, a pitying, a maternal queen. 
One gave me life; but would no comfort grant; 
She more than life reſum'd by giving want. 
Would ſhe the being which ſhe gave deſtroy? 65 
My queen gives life, and bids me hope for joy. 
— = Tie eaſe i 
if i mine ! 
If 1 by mental, heartful joys be fir'd, | 
— And in the vale by all the Muſe inſpir d! 70 
Here ceaſe my plaint See yon enlivening ſcenes! 
Child of the ſpring! Behold the beſt of queens ! 
Softneſs and heauty roſe this heavenly morn, 
Dawn'd wiſdom, and benevolence was born. 
D 75 
that which ſpring o'er rural nature throws. 
War to the pipe s his roar, 
And breaks his billows on ſome diſtant ſhore. 
Domeſtic diſcord ſinks beneath her ſmile, 
And arts, and trade, Os lad the iſle. 80 
Lol ind ſurveys, with f eyes, 
His — a plenteous harveſt riſc ! 
Nor (taught by commerce) joys in that alone ; 
But ſees the harveſt of a world his own. [35 
/ Hence thy juſt praiſe, thou mild, majeſtic Thames ! 
Rich river ! richer than PaQtolus* ſtreams ! 
Than thoſc renown'd of yore, by poets roll'd 
O'er intermingled pearls, and ſands of gold. 
How glorious thou, when from old occan's urn, 
Loaded with India's wealth, thy waves return! 90 
Alive thy banks! cach bordering line, 
— High cultur'd blooms, inviting villas ſhine : 
And while around ten thouſand beautics glow, 
Theſe till o'er thoſe redoubling lulire throw. [o 
Come then (ſo whiſper'd the indulgent Muſe) 
Come then, in Richmond thy ſorrows loſe! 


groves 
Come then, and hymn this day! The pleaſing 
ſcene 


< Shews, in each view, the geniu> of thy queer. 


BAVAGE' 


6 POEMS 
Hear Nature whiſpering in the breeze her 
* Hear her cet warblin through the feathers 


100 
* Come! with the warbling world notes unite, 
« And with the vegetative ſmile — ! 8 


| 


* And wide o'er all her vital light extends. 
* As winter ſoftens into ſpring, to you 
« Blooms fortune's ſeaſon, through her 
paſt bounty, let new lays i 


THE VOLUNTEER LAUREAT, 


| A POEM, 
ON HER MAJESTY's BIRTH-DAY, 2735-6, 


NO. IV. 

O! the mild ſun ſalutes the opening : 

And gladdening nature calls the Muſe to ſing; 
Gay chirp the birds, the bloomy ſweets exhale, 
And health, and ſong, and fragrance fill the gale. 
Yet, mildeſt ſuns, to me are pain 
And muſic's ſelf is diſcord to my ear 
I, jocund ſpring, unſympathizing, ſee, 
"And health, that comes to all, comes not to me. 
Dear health once fled, what ſpirits can 1 find! [10 
What ſolace meet, when fled my of mind? 
From abſcat books what ſtudious hint deviſe ? 
From abſent friends, what aid to thought can riſe ? 

A genius whiſper'd in my car—Go ſeek 

Some men of ſtate The muſe your wrongs may 


tn: = 
The happy ſeldom heed th* y's pain. | 
To wealth, to honours, wherefore was Il born? 
Why leſt to poverty, repulſe, and ſcorn ? 
Why was | form'd of elegant defires ? 
Thought, which beyond a vulgar flight aſpires! 20 
Why, by the proud, and wicked, cruſh'd to earth? 
Better the day of death, than day of birth ! 

Thus I exclaim'd: a little cherub ſmil'd ; 
« Hope, I ara call'd (ſaid he), a heaven-born child! 
Wrongs ſure you have; complain you juſtly may :25 


5 


But let wild ſorrow whirl not thought away | 


SAVAGE'S POEM 8. 241 


Noruſt to honour! that you ne'er will ſtain 
| Truſt more to Providence! from me ne'er ſwerve ! 


Did not this day a Caroline diſcloſe ? 

1 promis d at her birth, and blefling roſe ! 
(Blefling, o'er all the letter'd world to ſhine, 
In knowledge clear, beneficence divine) 


Woe undeſerv*'d is her peculiar care 

| Her bright benevolence ſends me to grief: 

| On want ſheds bounty, and on relief.” 
Then calm-ey'd Patience, born 

Open'd a dawn of comfort on my mind. 

With her came Fortitude of god-like air ! 

Theſe arm to eonquer ills; at leaſt to bear: 


Once to diſtruſt, is never to deſerve. 30 


'Tis hers, as mine, to chace away deſpair; 35 


But, O lamented change | the lay muſt flow 
now to grateful woe, 
joyous luſtre gave, L 
gra 

She, born at once to charm us and to mend, 
Of human race the and the friend. 

To be or fondly or ſeverely kind, 
To check the raſh or prompt the better mind, 10 
Parents ſhall learn from her, and thus ſhall draw 
From filial love alone a filial awe. | 
Who ſeck in avarice wiſdom's art to ſave ; 
Who often ſquander, yet who never gave; 


angel- kind, | From her theſe knew the righteous mean to find, 15 
40 


And the mild virtue ſtole on half mankir. 
The laviſh now caught frugal wiſdom's lore; 
Yet ſtill, the more they ſav d, beſtow'd the more. 


Arm'd thus, my queen, while wayward fates ordain, | Now miſers learn'd at others woes to melt, 


M liſe to lengthen, but to 
Year bard, n 
Since to be wretched is, to be made yours. 


THE VOLUNTEER LAUREAT. 


AN ODE, 


NO. V. 

E bright, that æther rove, 

| That breathe the vernal ſoul of love; 

id health deſcend in balmy dews, 

And life in every gale diffuſe; 

That give the flowers to ſhine, the birds to ſing; 5 
8 1 


From bloomy ſprays ſalute the year. 
O Muſe, awake! aſcend and fing? Is 
Hail the fair rival of the ſpring ! 
To woodland honours woodland hymns 
To her, the pride of arts! the Muſe's ſong. 
Kind, as of late her clement ſway, 


The ſeaſon ſheds a tepid ray 20 


The ſtorms of Boreas rave w more; 
| The ſtorms of faction ceaſe to roar, 
At vernal ſuns as wintery tem ceaſe, 
| She, lovely power | ſmiles faction into peace. 
| — — | 
THE VOLUNTEER LAUREAT, 
FOR THE IST or Marc, 1737-8. 


A POEM SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF 


HUMBLY ADDRESSED TO His MAJESTY. 


NO. V1. 
6 FT hae the Mouſe, on this diſtinguiſh'd day, 
Tun'd vo glad harmony the vernal lay; 


-4 To endlcfs health, to youth's eternal bloom; 


| KERR LATE N 4a JE $ T y, | Save when thwe eye, trom yonder pure ſerene, 


And ſaw and wonder d at the change they felt. 20 


pain ; 
endures; 45 | The generous, when on her they turn'd their view, 


The generous ev'n themſelves more generous grew 

Learn'd the ſhunn'd haunts of ſhame-fac'd want. 
to trace; 

To goodneſs, delicacy, adding grace. 

The conſcious check no riſing bluſh confeſs'd, 25 

Nor dwelt one to pain the modeſt breaſt; 

Kind and more kind did thus her bounty ſhower, 

And knew no limit but a bounded power. 


ON HER MAJESTY's BIRTH-DBY, 1736-7. | This truth the widow"s ſighs, alas! proclaim ; 


For this the orphan's tears embalm her fame. 30 

The wiſe beheld her lcarning's ſfuramit gain, 

Yet never giddy grow, nor ever vain: 

But on one ſcience point a ſtedfaſt eye, 

Thar ſcience—how ag wont oor | 
Say, Memory, while to grateful 

Ariſe her virtues in unfading light, == 

What joys were ours, what ſorrows now remain : 

Ah! how ſublime the bliſs! how deep the pain ! 
And thou, bright princeſs, ſeated now on high, 

Next one, the faireſt daughter of the ſky, 40 


100 Whoſe warm- felt love is to all beings 


Thy ſiſter Charity! next her thy throne ; 

Sec at thy tomb the Virtues weeping lie 

There in dumb ſorrow ſeem the Arts to dic. 

So were the ſun o'er other orbs to blaze, 45 

And from our world, like thee, withdraw his 
rays, 

No more to viſit where he warm'd before, 

All life muſt ceaſe, and nature be no more. 

Yet ſhall the Muſe a heavenly height eſſay 

Beyond the weakneſs mix*d with mortal clay; 50 

Beyond the lofs, which, though ſhe bleeds to ſee, 

Though ne'er to be redeem'd, the loſs of thee ! 

Beyond ev'n this, ſhe hails with joyous lay, 

Thy better birth, thy firſt true natal day; 

| A day, that fees thee borne, beyond the tomb, 55 

» 

Borne to the mighty dead, rhe ſouls ſublime 

Of every famous age, and every clime ; 

To goodheſs fix'd by truth's unvarying laws, 

To bliſs that knows uo period, knows no pauſe —60 


Sheds a ſott eye on this our gloomy ſcene. 
With me now liberty and learnug mourn, 

From all relief, like :hy lov'd conſort, torn ; 

For where can prince or people hope relick 65 


| When cach contend to be ſupreme in grief ? 


. 
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80 vy'd thy virtues, that could point the way, 
So well to govern ; yet ſo well obey. 

Deign one look more! ah 1 ſee thy conſort dear 
Wiſhing all hearts, except his own, to chear. 70 
+ Lo! ſull he bids thy wonted bounty flow 
To ing families of worth and woe. 

He ſtops all tears, however faſt they riſe, 
from grateful eyes, 

his mind, 75 
i mankind. 
Father of thoſe, whoſe rights thy care defends, 
Still moſt their own, when moſt their ſovereign's 


friends; 
bondage chiefly free, [80 


OF PUBLIC SPIRIT 


IN REGARD TO . 
PUBLIC WORKS: 
AN EFISTLE TO ulis ROYAL HIGUNESS 
FREDERIC PRINCE OF WALES. 
: — 
CONTENTS. 


Of reſervoirs, and their uſe; of draining ſens, and 
bours, and ſtopping inundations, making rivers 
navigable, building light-houſes; of agriculture, 
gardening, and planting for the nobleſt uſes; of 
commerce ; of public roads; of public build- 
"= viz. ſquares, ftreets, palaces, 
. of juſlice, ſenate-houſes, theatres, hoſ- 
pitals, churches, colleges ; the variety of worthics 
produced by the latter; of colonies. The flave- 
trade cenſured, &c. | 


REAT Hope of Britain !—Here the Muſe 


ys 
A theme, which, to attempt alone, is praiſe. 
Be Her's a zeal of Public Spirit known ! 
A princely zcal |—a Spirit all your own ! 

Where never Science beam'd a friendly ray, 5 
Where cne vaſt blank neglected Nature lay; 
From Public Spirit there, by arts employ d, 
Creation, varying, glads the cheerleſe void, 

Hail, arts! where ſafcty, treaſure, and delight, 
On land, on wave, in wondrous works unite! 10 
Thoſc wondrous works, O Muſe ! ſucceſhve raiſe, 
And point their worth, their dignity, and praiſe } 

What though no ſtreams, magnificently play*d, 
Riſe a proud column, fall a grand caſcade; {15 
Through nether pipes,” which nobler uſe renowns, 


Lo l dudile rivulcts viſit diſtant towns 


Now vaniſh fens, whence vapours riſe no more, 
Whoſe agueiſh influence tainted heaven before. 
The ſolid iſthmus finks a watery ſpace, 

And wonders, in new ſtate, at waval grace. 20 
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And bulwark moles repel 

| When the ſunk ſun no homeward fail befriends, 
On the rock's brow the light-houſe kind afcends, 
And from the ſhoaly, o'er the gulfy way, 
Points to the pilot's eye the warning ray. 30 
W (to count, what Muſe can 


The works of Public Spirit, freedom, peace ! 

By them ſhall plants, in foreſts, reach the ſkies; 
Then loſe their leafy pride, and navies riſe. 
(Navies, which to invaſive foes explain, 35 
Heaven throws not round us rocks and ſeas in vain): 
The ſail of commerce in cach ſky aſpires, 

And property aſſures what toil acquires. 

Who dig» the mine or quarry, digs with glee ; 
No flave His option a1. d his gain are free: 40 
Him the ſame laws the ſame protection yicld, 
Who the furrow, or who owns the field. 

Unlike, where tyranny the rod maintains 
Ober turfleſa, leafleſs, and uncultur d — 

Here herbs of food and phyſic plenty ſhowers, 45 
Gives fruits to bluſh, and colours various flowers. 
— ſands or ſtony wilds once ſtarv'd the year, 

Laughs the green lawn, and nods the golden ear: 
White ſhine the fleecy race, which fate ſhall doom 
The feaſt of life, the treaſure of the loom. 50 
4 On plains now bare ſhall gardens wave their 
ves; | 
While — ſongſters woo their feather d loves. 
Where pathleſs woods no grateful openings knew, 
Walks tempt the ſtep, and viſtas court the view. 
See the confeſs expanſive day; - 53 
The grot, eluſive of the noon-tide ray. 

Up yon green flope a length of terrace lies, 

Whence landſcapes fade in diſtant fries. 

Now the blue lake reflected heaven diſplays; 

Now darkens, regularly-wild, the maze. 60 
rns, obeliſks, fancs, ſtatues intervene ; 

ow centre, now commence, or end the ſcene. 
Lo, proud alcoves ! lo, ſoft ſequeſter d bowers! 
Retreats of ſocial, ur of ſtudious hours ! 

Rank above rank her ſhapely greens aſcend; 6g 
There others nativeiy- groteſque depend. 

The rude, the delicate, immingled tell 

How Art would Nature, Nature Art excel; 

And how, while theſe their rival charms impart, 
Art brightens Nature, Nature brightens Art; 70 
Thus, in the various, yet harmomous ſpace, 
Blend order, ſymmctry, and force, and grace. 

When theſe {rom Public Spirit ſmile, we ſee 
Free-opening gates, and bowery pleaſures free; 
2 ſure great ſouls one truth can ne ver miſs, 75 


iſs not communicated is not bliſs, 

Thus Public Spirit, liberty, and peace, 

Carve, build, and plant, and give the Jand increaſe ; 
From peaſant hands imperial works ariſe, 

And Britiſh hence with Roman grandeur vies; 80 
Not grandeur that in pompous whim appears, 
That levels hills, that vales ro mountains rears : 
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To that ſtill worthy of the wiſe and great. 
Sacred to pleaſure then ſhall piles aſcend ? 

They ſhall—when pleaſure and inſtruction blend. 

Let theatres from Public Spit it ſhine ! 115 

Such theatres, as, Athens, once were thine ! 

See! the gay Muſe of pointed wit poſſeſt, 

Who makes the virtuous laugh, the decent jeſt : 

What though ſhemock, ſhe mocks with honeſt aim, 

And each ſavourite folly into ſhame, 129 

With liberal light the tragic charms the age : 

In ſolemn- training robes ſhe fills the ſtage ; 

There human nature, mark d in different lines, 

Alive in character diſtinctly ſhines. 

Quick paſſions change alternate on her face; 125 

Her diction muſic, as her action grace. 

Inſtant we catch her terror-giving cares, 

Pathetic fighs, and pity-moving tears; 

Inſtant we catch her generous glow of ſoul, 

Tillone great ſtriking moral crowns the whole. 130 

Hencein warm youth, by ſcencs of virtue taught, 

Honour exalts, and love expands the thought ! 

Hence pity, to peculiar grief affign'd, 
| Grows wide benevolence to all mankind. 

Where various edifice the land renowns 135 
There Pyblic Spirit plans, exalts, and crowns. 
She chears the manſion with the ſpacious hall, 

Bids painting live along the ſtoried wall; 

Seated, ſhe ſmiling eyes th' uncloſing door, 

And much ſhe welcomes all, but moſt the poor; 140 
She turns the pillar, or the arch ſhe bends, 

The choir ſhe lengthens, or the choir extends; 
D 

mire; 
"he rears, the ü peines the leflening ire; 
oL, V. 


| 


At her command the 
(For Public 8 
Stu - 


L 


Thence ſaving rights by legiſlators plann'd, 155 
And guardian patriots thence inſpire the land. 

Now grant, ye powers, one great, one fond deſire, 
And, granting, bid a new W aſpire ! 

Far let it lead, by well-pleas'd Thames ſurvey'd, 
The ſwelling arch, and ſtately colonnade; 160 
Bid courts of juſtice, ſenate-chambers join, 
Till various all in one proud work combine! - 

But now be all the generous Goddeſs ſeen, _.. 
When moſt diffus'd ſbe ſhines, and moſt benign ! 
Ye ſons of miſery, attract her view 165 
Ye fallow, hollow-cycd, and meagre crew! 
Such high perſc ction have our arts attain'd, 
That now few ſons of toil our arts demand ? 
Then to the public, to itſeli, we ſear, 

Ev'n willing induſtry grows uſcleſs here, 170 
Are we too populous at length conteſs'd, 

From confluent ſtr.ngers refug d and redreſe d ? 
Has war ſo long withdrawn his barbarous train, 
Thar peace o'erſtocks us with the ſons of men ? 

So long has plague left pure the ambient air, 178 
'That want muſt prey on thoſe aiſeaſe would ſpare ? 
Hence beauteous wretches (beauty s foul diſgrace!) 
"Though born the pride, the ſhame of human race; 
Fair wretches hence, who nightly ſtreets annoy, 
Live but themſelves and others to deſtroy. 180 
Hence robbers riſe, to theft, to murder prone, 
Firſt driven by want, from habit deſperate grown; 
Hence for ow d trifles oft our jails contain - 
(Torn from mankind) a miſerable train; ' 
Torn from, in ſpite of nature's tendereſt cries, 185 
Parental, filial, and connubial ties : IIS | 
The trader, when on every ſide diſtreſt, 

Hence flies to what expedient frauds ſuggeſt ; 

To prop his queſtion'd credit's tottering ſtate, 
Others he firſt involves to ſhare his fate ; 190 
Ihen for mean refuge muſt ſel - exilꝰd roam 
Never to hope a friend, nor find a home. 

This Public Spirit ſees, the ſecs and feels? 
Her breaſt the throb, her eye the tear reveals; 
The patriot throb that beats, the tear that flows 195 
For others welfare, and for others woes) 

And what can I (ſhe ſaid) to cure their grief? 
Shall I or point out death, or point relief ? 

Forth ſhall 1 lead them to ſome happier ſoil, 

To conqueſt lead them, and enrich with ſpoil? 200 
Bid them convulſe a wid, make nature groan, 
And fpill, in ſhedding others blood, their own ? 
No, no,—ſuch wars do thou, Ambition wage! 
Go ſterilize the fertile with thy rage | 
Whole nations to depopulate is thine ; 
To N culture, and pretect, be mine | 


* 


Then range the world, Diſcovery !—Straight he 


Oer Gl" o'er Libya's fands, and Zembla's ſnows; 
He ſettles where kind rays till now have ſmil'd 
(Vainſmile!) on ſome luxuriant houſele is wild. 210 
How many ſons of want might here enjoy 
What Nature gives for age but to deſtroy ? 
Bluſh, bluſh, O ſun {ſhe crics) here vainly found, 
to fer, to roll the ſeaſons round 
diſtil in dews, deſcend in rain, 215 
fountains, rivers low—in vain ? 
watery lives in myriads ſtray, 
alone each other's prey? 
here the teeming quarries own 
ſpecies of mechan: fie? 2320 
this, 
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ſtructure 
rocks forbid the 


obedient, 


is, from ſculpture that confine ? 
latent gem to ſhine ? 
aid no artiſt's care, 
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Indignant, 

! By cach 
for virtue deify'd by fame, 

model'd infant 


Grecian, Roman name, 
240 
ſtate, 
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I a future colony ſurvey 
then, ye ſons of Miſery ! come away! 
whoſe ſorrows ſrom negleR are known, 


taught, compell'd, empower'd) neglect 
atone |! 


enjoy, who never merit woes, 

th' induſtrious wiſh, in age repoſe! 250 

Allatted acres (no reluctant foil ) | 

prompt their induſtry, and pay their toil. 

Let families, long ſtrangers to delight, 

Whom wayward fate diſpers d. by me unite ; 

Here live enjoy ing life ; ſee plenty, peace; 254 

Their lands in as their ſous increaſe. 

As nature yet is found, iu leafy glades, 

To intermix the walks with lights and fr Ades; 

Or as with good and ill, in che quer d ſtriſe, 

Various the goddeſs colours human life : 260 

Ss, in this fertile clime, if yet are feen 

Moors, marſhes, cliffs, by turns to mtr vene ; 

Where cliffs, moors, marſhes, deſolate the view, 

Where haunts the bittern, and where ſereams the 
mew z 2.0 


V here pro vls the wolf, where roll'd the ſ-rpent lies, 
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| Vers'd in gay life, in honeſt maxim read, 
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Free, namerons, pleas'd, and bufy all below. 
Learn, future natives of this promis d land, 275; 
What your forefathers od my ſaving hand! 
Learn, when Deſpair ſuch fadden bliſs ſhall ſee, 
Such blifs muſt ſhine from Oglethorpe or me! 
Do you the neighbouring blameleſs Indian aid, 
Culture what he negleQs, not his invade, 2380 
Dare not, oh dare not, with ambitious view, 
Force or demand ſubjection never due. . 


| Let, by my ſpecious name, no tyrants riſe, 


And cry, whale they enſlave, they civilize ! 
Know, Liberty and I are till the ſame, 
Congenial !—ever mingling flame with flame 
Why muſt 1 Alric's i ſee 
Vended for flaves, though form'd by nature free, 
The nameleſs tortures cruel minds invent, 
Thoſe to ſubject. whom nature equal meant? 290 
Hf theſe you dare (albcit unjuſt ſucceſs 
Empowers you now unpuniſh'd to oppreſs) 
Revolving empire you and yours may doom 
(Rome all ſubdued, yet Vandals vanquiſh'd Rome,) 
Yes, empire may revolve, give them the day, 295 
And yoke may yoke, and blood may blood repay. 
Thus (ah! how far unequal'd by my lays, 
Unſkill'd the heart to melt, or mind to raiſe,) 
Sublime, benevolent, deep, ſweetly-clear, 
Worchy a Thomſon's Muſe, a Fazpeacik's 
car, 300 
Thus ſpoke the Goddeſs, Thus I faintly tell 
in what lov'd works heaven gives her to excel. 
But who her ſons, that, to her intereſt true, 
Converſant lead her to a prince like you ? 
Theſe, Sir, ſalute you from life's middle tate, 305 
Rich without gold, and without titles great: 
Knowledge of books and men exalts their 
In wit accempliſh'd, though in wiles untaught, 
Carcleſs of whiſpers meant to wound their name, 
Nor ſneer d nor brib'd from virtue into ſhame; 310 
In letters elegant, in honour bright, 
Chevy come, they catch, and they reflect delight. 
Mixing with theſe, a few of rank are found, 
For councils, embaſhes, aud camps renown'd. 


285 


315 
nd ever warm of heart, yet cool of head, 
From theſe the circling glaſs gives wit to ſhine, 
The bright grow brighter, and cv'n courts refine ; 
From theſe fo gifted, candid, and upright, 
Flows knowl-dge, ſoſtening into caſe polite. 320 
= Happy the men, who ſuch a prince can pleaſc ! 
Happy the prince vever'd by men like theſe! 
His condeſcenfions dignity diſplay, 

Grave with thc wile, aud with the witty gay; 
For him fine marble in the quarry lies, 5325 
Which, in duc ſtatues, to his fame ſhall riſc; 
Ever ſhall Public Spirit beam his praiſe, 


Shall tolemn fan! s and halls of juſtice riſc, 


Aud the Muſe ſwell it in immortal lays. 


SAVAGE 
To Mz. JOHN DYER, A PAINTER, 
— MIX TO DRAW A CERTAIN 


NOBLE AND ILLUSTRIOUS PERSON; 


OCCASIONED BY SEEING HIS PICTURE OF THE 
CELEBRATED cio.“ 


RGIVE an artleſs, an officious friend, 
_ Weak, when 1udge, but willing to commend; 
n as | am, by no kind fortune rais'd, 

— s'd, obſcur d, unpity d, and unprais'd; 
Yet, when theſe well-known features I peruſe, 3 
Some warmth awakes—ſome embers of a 1 

Ye Muſes, Graces, and ye Loves, appear ! 
Your Queen, your Venus, and your Cho's here! 
In ſuch pure fires her refine ! 
Her eyes with ſuch commanding ſweetneſs ſhine : 10 
Such vivid tinctures ſure through zther glow, 
Stain ſummer clouds, or gild the watcry bow : 
If life Pygmalion's ivory favourite fir'd, 
Sure ſome cnamonr'd God this drought inſpir d! 
Or, if you raſhly caught Promethean flame, 15 
Shade the ſweet theft, and mzr the beauteous frame ! 
Yet if thoſe cbecring lights the proſpect fly, 
Ah !—let no pleaſing vicw the loſs ſupply. 
Some dreary den, fome deſert waſte prepare, 
Wild as my thoughts, or dark as my deſpair. 20 

But till, my friend, ſtill the ſweet object ſtays, 
Still ſtream your colours rich with Clio's rays! 
Sure at each kindling touch your canvaſs glows ! 
Sure the full form, inftin with ſpirit, grows 
Let the dull artiſt puzzling rules explore, 
Dwell on the face, and gaze the features o'er ; 
You eye the ſoul—ther genuine nature find, 
You, through the meamng muſcles, ſtrike the mind. 

Nor can one view ſuch boundleſs power confine, 
All Nature opens to an art like thine ! 30 
Now rural ſcenes in ſimple grandeur riſe ! 
Vales, hills, lawns, lakes, 


eyes, 
Now halcyon Pesce a ſmiling aſpect wears 
Now the red ſcene with war and ruin glares ! 
Here Britain's flects o'er Europe's ſeas prefide ! 35 
There long-loſt cities rear their ancient pride; | 
You from the grave can half redeem the ſlain, | 
And bid great Julius charm the world again : 


25 


| 
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S features Cmſar s ſpirit trace, 
Each conquering ſweetneſs, cach imperial grace, 
All that is ſoft, or eminently great, 5s 
In love, in war, in knowledge, a 
Thus ſhall your — — 
Thus ſhall aut gh enrich'd with Clio's praiſe ! 
Clear, and more clear, — — 
While my dim lamp of life obſcure declines ; 
Dull'd in damp ſhades, it waſtes, unſeen, - ag 
While yours, triumphant, grows one blaze of day. 


VERSE 8 


SENT TO AARON HILL, ESQ. 


WITH THE TRAGEDY OF SIR THOMAS OVERBURY, 
EXPECTING HIM TO CORRECT 1IT, 


I. 
A the ſoul, ſtript of mortal clay, 
Grows all divinely fair, 
And boundleſs roves the milky way, 
And views ſweet PIs. 


This hero, clogy'd with drafly lines, | 
By thee new vigour tries; 
As thy correcting hand refines, 
Brignt ſcenes around him riſe, 
III. 


PR OL OG UE 
SPOKEN AT THE REVIVAL OF 


SHAKESPEARE'S KING HENRY THE SIXTH, 
AT THE THEATRE-ROYAL IN DRURY-LANE, 


Printed before the Play from @ ſpurious Copy. 


O-NIGHT a patient ear, ye Britons, lend, 

And to your great forefathers' decds attend. 
Here, cheaply warn'd, ye bleſt deſcendants view, 
What ills on England, Civil Diſcord drew. 


Mark out Pharſalia's, mark out Munda's fray, 
And image all the honours of the day. 40 
But if new glories moſt our warmth excite, 

If toils untry'd to nobleſt aims invite; 
Would you in envy d pomp unri val d reign, 
Oh, let Horatius grace the canvals plain ! 
His form might ev'n idolatry create, 


| While Second Richard's blood for 


45 
In lineage, titles, wealth, and worth clate ! 
Empires to him might virgin honours owe, | 
From him arts, arms, and laws, new influence know. 


For him kind ſuns on fruits and grains ſhall ſhine, | 
50 Her nobles ſtain, her laws, her freedom loſt; 


And future gold lie ripening in the mine: 
For him ſine marble in the quarry lies, 
Which, in due ſtatues, to his fame ſhall riſe. 


* See Dyer's Poeme. 


' To wound the heart, the martial Muſe prepares: 
' While the red ſcene with raging ſlaughter glares 
Here, while a monarch's f 3 Arn. we relate, 
Let generous grief his ruin'd wait. 
vengeance calls, 

Doom'd for his grandfire's guilt, poor Henryfalls. ro 

In civil jars avenging judgment blows, 

And royal wrong: entail a people's woes. 

Henry, unver>'d in wiles, more good than great, 

Drew on by meekneſs his diſaſtrous fate. 

Thus when you fee this land by faction toſt, 15 


þ 


| Let this reflection from the action flow, 
We ne'cr from forcign focs could ruin know. 


Oh, let us then i ſhun, 
" =, = <q WP 20 


We nc'er can be, but 


246 444 v ASE 


THE ANIMALCULE; 
A TALE. 


©CCASIONED BY HIS GRACE THE DUKE or 
RUTLAND'S RECEIVING THE SMALL-POX 
BY INOCULATION. 


I. 
Animalcules, Muſe, diſplay 
Spirits, of name unknown in ſong ! 

» kind attention pay, 
ad Chg 


$8 POEM 6. 


XIII. 
Th' inſection from the heart it clears; 
Th infeQion, now dilated thin, 


To Mas. ELIZ. HAYWOOD, 
ON um NOVEL, CALLED, 
THE RASH RESOLVE. 


OOM'Dtoafatewhich damps the poet's flame, 
A Muſe, unfriendcd, greets thy riſing name 
nvers'd in envy's, or n flattery's 
Greatneſs ſhe flies, yet nerit claims her praiſe ; 
= 2 Ks 
But ſmile, if fame and fouune cherifh thine. 


. Gy 


And lights and ſhades in lively mixture flow. 
Hope attacks Fear, and Reaſon, Love's control, 15 


* CY 
* woe ttt. * lth. i Mot. a a 2a 


SAVAGCE'S POEMS 247 


Serene, the ſaint in ſmiling filver ſhines, 
And cherubs weep in gold o'er ſainted ſhrines! 
If long-loſt forms from Raphael's pencil glow, 
Woudrous in warmth the mimic colours flow! 20 
Say then—if Love to ſudden rage gives way, Each look, each attitude, new grace diſplays; 
Will the ſoft paſſion not refume its ſway ? Your voice and motion life and muſic raiſe. 

ing. and charm'd, can Love from Love retire! | Thus Cleopatra in your charms refines ; 
Can a convent quench th* unwilling fire? | She lives, ſhe ſpeaks, with force improv'd the ſhines! 


Precept, if human, may our thoughts refine, 45 | Fair, and more fair, you every grace tranſmit; 25 


More we admire! but cannot prove divine. Love, learning, beauty, elegance, and wit. 
Caſar, the world's unrival'd maſter, fir d, 
r ___ In her imperial ſoul, his own admir'd ! 


| Philippi's victor SE 3 chain, 
And felt not empires lofs ia beauty gain. 
an APOLOGY ro BRILLANTE, Cad dhe pale heroes your bricht influence know, 
Or catch the filver accents a- they flow, 
Drawn from dark reſt by your eachanting ftrain, 
Each ſhade were lur'd to life and love again. 
Say, ſweet inſpirer ! were each innai known, 35 


| What living gr-a:ncfs ſhines tnere nt your own ! 
In Nu of © certain Mimic of Anacreon. If the griev'd Muſc by ſome lov 4 empreſs roſe, 


LONG OMITTED WRITING IN VERSE, 


. New ſtrength, nc grace, it to vour influence owes! 
. If power by war dit uguiſh 4 height reveals, 
7 LA light | Your nobler pride the woun4 of fortun- heals!. 40 
Could | count — Then could an empire's cauſe t mand yovr care, 
Count — 8 hours The ſoul, that juitiy think would gre: is dare. 
Count the countleſs =_ _ $ has feign'd Venus mock*d ine Maſ-"spraiſe, , 
Count 2 captive 2 3 ve; You dart, divine Ophelia! genuine rays! 
Paint y torture thoſ * Warm through thoſzeyes entivemn raptures rolllag 
Paint the pangs e ee iaſpire; Sweet through each ſtriking feature itc-ams your 
(Pleaſing torture, thus to ſhine, ſoul | 
— 33 thine ! 3 10 Tue ſoul's bright meanings heighten beauty's fires: 
Then — — —— ſtring 2 thoughts, your deeds, each grace 
Myſtic world!—Thou ſomething more _— = 
* of th Aimighty's ſtore ! OO EN here you 
—ů ——— : 15 What Fate declines, you from the Muſe demand! 0 
o_ 4 — by — eye: Each grace that ſhone of old in each fam'd fair, 
—_—_ = — on would gain, Or may in modern dames refinement wear; 
( * * — Whate er juſt, emulative thoughts purſue, 
2 we paris! ' 2 Is all confirm'd, is all ador d in you! 
12 122 on If godlike boſoms pant for power to bleſs, 55 
— prdepadacoe ings if tis a monarch's glory to redreſs ; 
Nature's were poor to In conſcious majeſty you ſhine ſerene, 
; In thought a heroine, and in act a queen. 
' > 09 3 a5 5 3 of : 
To Mas. 0 L DFI IE I p, nnn 
OF THE THEATRE-ROYAL. WWW 


Aw d, 1 admire, and tremble as I praiſe : 
Here Art and Genius new refinement need, CALLED GIDEON, 
Can OS . The lines marked thus! are taken from Gio go. 
But from cor poreal organs, ſketch the mindꝰ | I. 
When ſound embody'd can with ſhape ſurprize, | 1 T other poets poorly ſing 

Muſe may emulate your voice and eyes. Their fiatterics to the vulgar great! 

Mark rival arts perfection's point purſuc ! . Ner airy light let wandering fancy wing, 

rivals each, but to excel in you 10 Andrea vture's moſt luxuriant ſtore, 
The Buſt and Medal bear the meaning face, To ſweli {5:0 monſter's pride, who ſhames a ſtate, ; 
And the proud Statue adds the poſture's grace! | Or forma r ath to crown tyrannic power! 
Imag'q at length, the bury'd Heroine, known, Thon, wo d' ſt this clay with active fire ! 
Still ſeems to wound, to ſmile, or frown in ſtone ! | Dh uv $1 me Powers! my thoughts refinc, 
As art would art, or metal ſtone ſurpaſs, 15 And wit thy »1-eft heart my ſoul infpire, [10 
Herſoul ſtrikes, gleaming through Corinthian braſs! ' That wich :1:tarius' worth my verſe may ſhine ! 
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Az thy lov'd Gideon once ſet Iſrael free, 
So he with ſweet, feraphic lays 
* Redeems the uſe of captive poetry,” 
Which firſt was form'd to ſpeak thy glorious 
1 praiſe? 8 
Moſes, with an enchanting tongue, T5 | May it, if male, its grandfire's image wear ; 
| Pharaoh's juſt overthrow ſublimely ſung ! Or in its mother's charms confeſs the fair; 10 
When Saul and Jonathan in death were laid, At the kind birth may each mild planet wait; 
iving David felt the ſoftening fire ! Soft be the pain, but prove the bleſſing great. 
I Rivers! hallow'd ſhade ! deſcend from reſt ! 


ſmile, to ſee thy Rochford bleſt : [x5 
ſcenesthrough which my lifemuſt 
fleet-footed, ſcents thy i = 


r ling wanderings 
wintery realm froze hard around my view; 
And ſcorn's keen blaſts a cutting anguiſh blew. 


As <6... 46m << © 4 © 6&4 a6 dS id a4 ©. © a ho -©£& 


— . — — 30 

Brightening through vapours morn! , 25 
Generous to triamph, and in council wiſe ! Madneſs were caſe, to miſery ſorm'd mine! 

Gentle in peace, but terrible in war ! 4 ow” poo eee | 


w. Y, 
' When Gideon, Orch, Hyram, Shimron ſhine {| Where lambent lightnings round thy temples play. 


Fierce in the blaze of war as they engage 35 Sure my fierce woes will, like thoſe fires, refine, | 


Great bard ! what energy, but thine, Thus loſe their torture, and thus glorious ſhine! 30 
Could reach the vaſt deſcription of cheir rage ? And now the Muſe heaven's milky path ſarveys, | 
Or when, to cruel foes betray'd, With thee, 'twixt pendent worlds, it wondering 
and Hamar call for aid, ſtrays, 
Loft, and bewilder'd in deſpair, 40 | Worlds which, unnumber d as thy virtues, roll 
How piercing are the hapleſs lover's cries ! Round ſuns—fix'd, radiant emblems of thy ſoul ! 
What tender ſtrokes in melting accents riſe ! Hence lights refracted run through diſtant fries, 35 | 


Oh, what a maſter- piece of pity's there? Changeful on azure plains in quivering dyes! 
— Hnn——_ thy ſweetneſs leſs, [45 | So thy mind darted gh its carthy frame, 


When, like kind heaven, he frees them from diſtreſs! | A wide, a various, and a glittering flame. 
V-. Now a new ſcene enormous luſtre brings, 
© Hail thou, whoſe verſe, a living image, ſhines, | Now ſera s ſhade thee round with ſilver wings; 40 
In Gideon's character your own you drew In angel-forms thou ſeeſt thy Rochford ſhine ; 
As there the graceful patriot ſhines, In each ſweet form 1s trac'd her beauteous line ! 
We in that image bright Hillarius view {Such was her ſoul, ere this ſelected mould 
Let the low crowd, who love unwholcſome | Sprung at thy wiſh, the ſparkling life t' infold ! 
fare, go So amidſt cherubs ſhone her ſon refin'd, 45 
When in thy words the breath of angels flows, Are infant-fleſh the new-form'd ſoul enſbrin'd! 
Like groſs-fed ſpirits, ſick in purer air, So ſhall a ſequent race from Rochford riſe, 
Their earthy ſouls by their dull taſte diſcloſe ! The world's fair pride—Deſcendaut of the ſkies. 
dazzling genius ſhines too bright! [55 — 


And they, like ſpectres, ſhun the ſtreams of light. 
But while in ſhades of ignorance they ſtray, —— nan nmmmmm nnd 
Round thee rays of knowledge play, 5 JJ 
And ſhew thee glittering in abſtracted day. CONSORT OF AARON HILL, Esq. 
—————— — | ON READING HER POEMS. 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE ACH ſoftening charm of Clio's ſmiling ſong, 
a ' Montague's ſoul, which ſhines divinely ſtrong, 
RESSY, COUNTESS OF ROCHFORD, |; Monet whit ies Gin hg 
; Tender, yet chaſte ; ſweet-ſounding, yet ſublime; 
2 0. Wiſdom and wit have made thy works their care, 5 
8 when the ſun walks forth in flaming gold, | Each paſſion glows, refin'd by precept, there: 
A Mean plants may ſmile, and humble flowers To fair Miranda's form each grace is kind; 
unfold, The Muſes and the Virtues tune thy mind. 
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CT RR ES TT & A Attend, ye emblems of your P——"s mind! 
Mark Faith, mark Hope, mark charity, defin'd ; 
YOUNG LADY. On terms, whence no ideas ye can draw, 3 
, Pin well your faith, and then pronounce it law ; 
LL, from me, though now a love-ſick youth, | Firſt wealth, a croſier next, your hope enflame ; 
Nay, though a poet, hear the voice of truth! | And next church-power—a power o'er conſcience, 
Polly, you re not a beauty, yet you re pretty ; clam; _ 
ſo filly, yet fo witty; In modes of worſhip right of choice deny ; 

of ſatire ; 5 | Say, to convert, all means are fair ;—add, why? 10 

ich that, good nature: 'Tis charitable let your power decree, 


Yet hould they praile, grow 
K1 deſpair, with ſome 
But if I hope, at once all ſuppreſs. In him, great modern 
Fou ſcorn ; yet ſhould my change, or fail, 15 | A prieſt, from avarice and ambition free ; 20 
Too late you d whimper out a ſofter tale. One, whom no perſecuting ſpirit fires; 
You love; yet from your lover's wiſh retire ; Whoſe heart and tongue benevolence inſpires : 
Doubt, yet diſcern ; deny, and yet deſire. Learn'd not aſſuming ; eloquent, yet plain; 
Such, Polly, are your ſex—part truth, part fiction, Meck, though not timorous; conſcious, though not 
Some thought, much whim, and all a contradiQtion. vain; 
20 | Without craft, reverend ; holy, without cant; 25 
— 1 
5 His faith, when no credulity is 
THE GENTLEMAN Leen: 
ADDRESSED TO His hope, no mitre militant en earth 
JOHN JOLIFFE, EN "Tis that bright crown, which heaven reſcrves for 
| A rn worth. 30 


Words, _ —— winning grace 
a by wiſdom poliſh'd, ſhines, | Truth his delight; from him it flames abroad, 


Where wiſdom's ſelf again, by love, reſines; From him, who fears no being, but his God. | 
— co-hanee Gr Genilipagace toufh, 5 In him from Chriſtian, moral light can ſhine; 35 
Nor ever dread from ſudden whim diſguſt; Not mad with myſtery, but a ſound divine; 
| The ſocial manners, and the heart humane; He wins the wiſe and with reaſon's lore ; 
r Jy Sag Then ſtrikes their paſſions with pathetic power; 
great, never vam; p » 
A wit, that no licentious pertneſs knows; Where vice erects her head, rebukes the page; 
The ſenſe, that unafſuming candour ſhows ; 10 Mix d with rebuke, perſuaſive charms engage; 40 
Reaſon, by narrow principles uncheck d, Charms, which th" unthinking muſt to thought 
Slave to no party, bigot to no ſet; , 1 12 a 
Knowledge of various life, of learning tooz . r 
Thence taſte; thence which wi | , an © 
—Zmp_ Ix ot, 
Unwilling cenſure, a judgment clear; 15 Mag ice thee now, thou , redeem thy name, 
A ſmile —— and chat fmile fincere ; And glorify What elſe is damn'd to fame. : 
An humble, though an elevated mind; But ft culd ſome c urchman, apeing witſevere, 
A pride, its pleaſure but to ſerve mankind: The poet $ ſure turn'd Baptiſt—ſay, and ſncer ; 
x Sicfe coor 2nd — Shame on that narrow mind ſo often known, 


| CGivetrue delight, and gain unflattering praiſe, 20 | Which in one mode of faith, owns worth alone. 30 
In ove wiſh'd view, th' accompliſt'd man we ſce; — on, rail, wrangle nought this truth repel— 
Theſe graces al! are thine, and thou art He. Virtue is virtue, whereſor'er ſhe dwells ; | 
And ſure, where learning gives her light to ſhine, 
: — ͤ — Her's is all praiſe—iſ her's, tis Foſter, thice. 
CHAR AC T E Rhee boaſt diſſenters; we with pride may own 55 
or TUE Our Tillotſon; and Rome, her Fenelon.* 


Rev. TAMES FOSTER, | 
MY J * PR * a In this Charafter of the Rev. Fames Foſter, truth 
* * . * * * ruided the pen of the Muſe. Mr. Pope paid @ tribute 
1 1 to the made worth of this excellent man : little did be 
6 * * 2 8 9 nag inc bis Rev. Annototor wwoul endeavour to convert 
"is praiſe into abuſe. The charadter and wwriti:gs of 
FROM Cod. x hear, ye eccleſiaſtic men, Sofler will be are end read, when the works 


of the 


Tias pataray charge te Webſter, Stebbing, Ven; * bitter Contruver ali are jor often, E. 
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THE POET”: DEPENDANCE 


on 4 
S TAT ES MAN. 


* 


I have no power, election- votes to gain; 25 
No will to hackney out polemic ſtrain ; 

To ſhape, as time ſhall ſerve, my verſe, or proſe, 
To flatter thence, nor flur, a 2 foes ; 
Nor him to daub with praiſc, if I prevail; 

Nor ſhock'd by him with libels to aſſail. 30 
Where theſe are not, what claim to me belohgs ? 


Where lives the ſtateſman, ſo in honour clear, 
To give where he has nought to hope, nor fear ? 
No !—there to ſeek, is but to find freſh pain: 35 
The promiſe broke, renew'd, and again ; 
To be, as humour deigns, receiv'd, refus'd ; 

By turns affronted, and by turns amus'd ; 
To loſe that time, which worthier thoughts require; 
To loſe the health, which ſhould thoſe thoughts 


inſpire ; 40 
To ſtarve an hope; or, like camelions, fare 
On miniſterial faith, which __ * — 
But till, undrooping, I the crew diſdai 
Who, or by jobs. or libels, wealth obtain. {45 
Ne'er let me be, through thoſe, from want exempt ; 
In one man's favour, in the world's contempt : 
Worſe in my own —through thoſe, to poſts who 
riſe, 
Themſelves, in ſecret, muſt themſelves deſpiſe ; 
Vile, and more vile, till they, at length, diſclaim 
Not ſenſe alone of glory, but of ſhame. 50 
What though 1 hourly ſee the ſer vile herd. 
For meanneſs honour'd, and for guilt prefer d; 
See ſelfiſh paſſion, public virtue ſeem; 
And public virtue an enthuſiaſt dream; | 
See ſavour'd falſchood, innocence belied, 55 
Meeknefs depreſs d, and power - elated pride ; | 


s AVAOGO A2 


$ POEMS 


repos 
life no venal view diſclos d; 
knew, while in a ſtate 


AN EPISTLE 
. 7 0 
D AMON AND DELIA. 


EAR Damon, Delia hear, in candid lays, 
Truth without anger, without flattery, praiſe ! 
A bookiſh mind, with pedantry 
Oft a ſedate, yet never gloomy thought: 
Prompt to rejoice, when others pleaſure know, ; 
And to feel the pang for others woe; 
To ſoften faults, to which a foe is prone, 
And, in a friend's perſection, praiſe your own: 
A will ſincere, unknown to ſelfiſh views ; 
A heart of love, of gallantry a Muſe; 10 
A delicate, yet not a jealous mind; 
A paſhon ever fond, yet never blind, 


In ever „ never groſs deſires : 

A — — ſacred to contain 15 

From tattling vanity, when ſmiles you gain; 

Conſtant, moſt pleas'd when beauty moſt you pleaſe: 

Damon ! your picture's ſhewn in tints like theſe. 
Say, Delia! muſt I chide you or commend ? 

Say, muſt I be your flatterer or your friend? 26 
To praiſe no graces in a rival fair, 

Nor your own foibles in a ſiſter ſpare; 

Each lover's billet, bantering, to reveal, 

And never known one ſecret to conceal ; 

Young, fickle, fair, a levity inborn, 25 

To treat all fighing flaves with flippant ſcorn; 

An eye, expteſſive of a ing mind: 

Nor this to read, nor that to think inclin'd ; 

Or when a beok, or thought, from whim retards, 

Intent on ſongs or novels, dreſs or cards; 30 

Choice to ſelect the party of delight, 

To kill time, thought, and fame, in frolic flight ; 

To flutter here, to flurry there on wing; 

To talk, to teaze, to ſimper, or to ſing ; 

To prude it, to coquet it—him to 35 

Whoſe vain, looſc lite, ſhould caution or diſguſt ; 

Him to diſlike, whoſe modeſt worth ſhould pleaſe.— 

Say, is your picture ſhewn in tints like theſe ? 

Your's!—you deny it Hear the point then tried, 


Let judgment, truth, the Muſe, and love decide. 40 


„ reer deen rere 


. A o o iis a4 rr 


SAVAGE? 


Nay, faireſt trifler, frown not ſo : 


% BER 


What your 
ls it? the Muſe with doubt—Love anſwers xo : 


Yes, judgment thinks, and truth will rzs, reply. 


TO MISS M... K 
SENT WITH MR. POPES WORKS, 


EE female vice and female folly here, 

Raillicd with wit polite, or laſh'd ſevcre : 
Let Pope preſent ſuch objects to our view ; 
Such are, my fair, the full reverſe of you. 
Rapt when, to Loddon's ſtream“ from Windior's 

ſhadcs, 5 
He ſin gs thæ modeſt charms of ſylvan maids ; 
Dear Burſord's hiils in memory*s eye appear, 
Aud Lud4al's ſpring + fill murmurs in my car: 
But when you ccaſc to bleſs my longing eyes, 
Dumb is the ring, the joyl:fs profpeR dies: 10 
Come then, my charmer, come! here tratipert 
reigns ! 

New health, new youth, i: ſpirits all my vcins. 
Each hour let intercourſe of hearts employ, | 
Thou lite of lovelineſs ! thou ſoul of joy! 
Love wakesthe bird oh, hear each melting lay! 7 5 
Love warms the world come, charmer, come au ay 
But hark — immortal Pope reſumes the lyre! 
Diviner airs, diviner flights, inſpire : 
Hark where an angel's language tunes the line 
See where the thoughts and looks of angels ſhine! 20 
Here he pour d all the muſic of your tongue, 
Aud all your looks and thoughts, uaconſcious, ſung. 


ON THE RECOVERY OF 


A LADY OF QUALITY 
FROM THE SMALL-POxX. 


ONG a lov'd fair had bleſ d her conſort's fight 
With amorous pride, and undiſturb'd delight; 
Till Death, grown envious with repugnant aim, 
Frown'd at their joys, and urg'd a tyrant's claim. 
He ſummons each diſcale !—the noxious crew, 5 
Writhing, in dire diſtortions, irike his view ! 
From various plagues, which various natures know, 
Forth ruſhes heauty's fear'd and fervent for. 
Fierce to the ſair, the miſſile miſciuef flies, 
The ſanguine ſtreams in raging fermeurs rite ! 19 
lt drives, ignipotent, through every vein, 
gs on the hcart, and burus around the brain ! 
Now a chill damp the charmer's luſtre dims! 
Sad o'er her eyes the livid languor ſwims ! 
Her eyes, that with a glance could joy inſpire, 15 
Like ſetting ſtars, ſcarce ſhoot a glimmering fire. 
Here ſtands her conſort, ſore, with anguiſh, preit, 
Grief in his eye, and terror in his breaſt. 
The Paphian Graces, ſmit with anxious care, 


In ſilent ſorrow weep the waining tair, 20 


S8 POEM $ 
Eight ſuns, ſucceſſive, roll their fire away, 
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And eight flow n- ghts ſee their deep ſhades decay. 
You ſmile ls 't not? Again the queſtion try !— | While theſe revolve, though mute cach Muſe 


appears, 
Each ſpeaking eye drops eloquence in tears. [25 
On the ninth noon, great Phoebus, liſtening bends ! 
On the ninth noon, each voice in aſccnds !— 
Great God of light, of ſong, and phyſic's art, 
Reſtore the languid fair, new ſoul impart ! 
Her beauty, wit, aud virtue, claim thy care, 
And thine own bounty's almoſt rival'd there. 
Each paus'd. The God aflents, Would Death 
advance ? 
Phoebus, unſeen, arreſts the threatening lance ! 
Down from his orb a vivid influence ſtreams, 
And quickening carth imbibes ſalubrious beams; 
Each balmy plant, encreaſe of virtue knows, 35 
And art, inſpir'd, with all her patron, glows. 
The charmer's opening eye, kind hope, reveals, 
Kind hope, her conſort's breaſt enlivening feels. 
Each grace revives, each Muſe reſumes the lyre, 
Each bcauty brightens witu re-lumin'd fire. 40 


As Health's auſpicious powers gay ue diſplay, 


Death, ſulica at the fight, ſtalks low away. 
— __s_$s 
een gy » 6» > Oo © 


An EPISTLE, 
To AARON HILL, Es 


My lov'd Hill, O thou by heaven deſign'd 
To charm, to mend, and to adorn ind! 

To thee ny hopes, fears, joys, and ſorrows tend, 
Thou brother, father, ncarer yet thou friend! 

it worldly friendſhips oft cement, divide, 5 
As intereſts vary, or as whims preſide ; | 
if leagues of luxury borrow friendſhip's light, 
Or leagues ſubverſive of all ſocial right: 
O ſay, my Hill, in what propitious ſphere, 
Gain we the friend, pure, knowing, and fincere? xa 
"Tis where the worthy and the wiſe retire; - 
There wealth may learn its uſe, may love inſpire ; 
There may young worth, the nobleſt end obtain, 
la want may iricnd-, in friends may knowledge gain; 
In knowledge bliſs; for wiſdom virtue finds, 15 
And brightens mortal to immortal minds. 
Kind then my wrongs, if love, like yours, ſucceed; 
For you, like virtue, are a friend indeed. 

Ofc when you ſaw my yopth wild error know, 
Revrooi, ſoft-hinted, taught the bluſh co glow. 20 


| Young and uuform'd, you firſt my genius rais'd, 


Juſt im1!'d wheu faulty, and when moderate prais'd. 

Me ſhun'd, me ruin'd, ſuch a mother's rage! 

You ſung, till pity wept o'er every page. 

You call'd my lays and wrongs to carly fame, 25 

Yet, yet, th' obdurate mother felt no ſhame. 

Pierc'd as I was! your counſel ſoften'd care, 

Lo eaſe turn'd anguiſh, and to hope deſpair. 

The man who never wound afflictive feels, 

He never felt the balmy worth that heals, 39 

Welcome the wound, when bleſt with ſuch relief 

For deep is felt the friend, when felt in grief. 4, 
From you ſhall never, but with life, remove 


* 


* ng to the beautiful Epiſode of Loddona, in 
nifor Foreſt. 
Þ 4 ſpring near Burford, | 


Ver. V. 


Aſpiring genius, condeicending love. 
I i i 
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When ſome, with cold, ſuperior looks, redreſs, 35 

Relief ſ-cms inſult, and confirms diſtreſs ; 

You, when . 
belcg' 


Wh:i: warm you a@ th* obliger, ſeem th* oblig'd. 


I inning mild to each of low ly ſtate z 
1% cquals free, unſervile to the great; 40 
Cr arneſs you honour, when by worth acquir'd; 
Warth is by worth in every rank admir'd. 
Greatneſs you ſcorn, when titles inſult ſpeak ; 


hy woe, they ſhun, attracts your eye. 

But ſhall the Muſe reſound alone you. praiſe ; 
No— let the public friend exalt her Leys! 

O trace that friend with me !—he 's yours !—he s 
mine !— 
The worli's—beneficent behold him ſhine ! 

Is wealth his ſphere? If riches, like a tide, 
From either India pour their golden pride; 
Rich in good works, him others wants employ; 
He gives the widow's heart to ſing fur joy. 
To priſoners, ſhall his bounty flow; 
The weeping family of want and woe. 

Is knowledge his ? Benevolently great, 

In leiſure active, and in care ſedate ; 

What aid, his little wealth perchance denies, 
In each hard inſtance his advice ſupplics. Go 
With modeſt truth he ſets the waudering right, 
And gives religion pure, primæval light ; 

In love diffuſive, as in light refin'd, 

The liberal emblem of his Maker's mind. [6s 

Is his orb ? He then, like power divine, 
On all, though with a varicd ray, will ſhine. 

Fre power was his, the man he once careſs'd, 
Meets the fame faithful ſmile, aud mutual 


50 
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To 
Ma. JOHN DT E RX, 
AUTHGR OF GRONGAR-HILL., 
In Anſwer to his from the Country.“ 
OW various birds in melting concert 
And hail the beauty of the opening ſpring: 
Now to thy dreams the nightingale ins, 
Till the lark wakes thee with her cheerful ſtrains; 
Wakes, in thy verſe and friendſhip ever kind, 3 
Melodious comfort to my jarring mind. 
Oh could my ſoul through depth» of knowledge ſee, 
Could 1 read nature and mankind like thee, 
I ſhouid o'crcome, or bear the ſhocks of ſate, 
And een draw envy to the humbleſt ſtate. 10 
Thou canſt raiſc honour from each ill event, 
From ſhocks gain vigour, end from want content, 
Think not light poetry my life's chief care! 
The Muſe's manſion is, at beit, but air; 
But, if more ſ-lid works my meaning forms, 15 
'th* unfiniſh'd ſtructures fall by fortune's ftorms. 
i Oft have I ſaid we falſely thoſe accuſe, 
Whoſe god-like ſouls life's middle ſtate refuſe, 
S:If-love, I cry'd, there ſeeks ignoble reſt; [20 
Care flceps not calm, when millions wake unbleſt; 
Mean let me ſhrink, or ſpread ſweet ſhade o'er all, 
Low as the ſhrub, or as the cedar tal! 
was vain! 'twas wild I ſought ti. middle Nate, 
and found the good, and found the truly great. [25 
Though verſe can never give my foul her aun; 
Though action only claims ſubſtantial fame; 
Though fate denies what my prov wants require, 
Vet grant me, heaven, by knov icuyu to aſpire ; 
Thus to enquiry let me prompt the mind; 
Thus clear dimm'd truth, and bid ker blefs mane 


breaſt : 
But aſks his friend ſome dignity of Rate ; 
His friend, unequal to th* incumbent weight? 70 
Aſks it a ſtranger, one whom parts inſpire 
With all a people's welfare would require ? 
His choice admits ne pauſe ; his gift will prove 
All private, well abſorb'&in public love. 
He ſhields his country, when for aid ſhe calls; 75 


Or, ſhould ſhe fall, with her he greatly falls: | 


But, as proud Rome, with guilty conqueſt 
crown'd, 
Spread flavery, death and deſolation round, 
Should eder his country, for dominion's prize, 
Agaiaſt the ſons of men a faction Tiſe, 80 
Glory in hers, is in his eye diſgrace; 
The friend of truth; the friend of human race. 
Thus to no one, no ſect, no clime confin d, 
His boundlefs love embraces all mankind ; 
And all their virtues in his life are known: 85 
And all their jovs and ſorrows are his own. | 
Theſe are the lights, where ſtands that friend | 
conſeſt; ; 
This, this the ſpirit, which informs thy breaſt. | 
Through fourtune's cloud thy geauine worth can 


ſhine ; 
What would'ſt thou not, were wealth aud great- 
neſs thine ? 


9 


kind; 30 


Arm want with patience, and tcach wealth relief! 
To ſerve lov's liberty inſpire my breath! 
Or, it my life be uſeleſs, grant me death; 

For he, who uſeleſs is in life ſur vey'd, 25 
Burthens that world, his duty bids him aid. | 
Say, what have honours to allure the mind, 
Which he gains moſt, who lcatt hus rd mankind? 
Titles, whe:: worn by fools, I dare delpilez 40 
Yet they claim homage, when they crown the wile, 

When high diſtinction marks delerving hrirs, 
Deſett ſtiil Gigaiges the mar l it wears, 
ut, who to birth alone would [14.0475 owe ? 
Honours, if true, from ſeeds of ie it grow. [45 
Ihoſe rrecs, with ſweeteſt charms, iuvite our eyes, 
Which, from our own engra{rmen!, tcuirful riſe. 
Still we love beſt what we with labour gain, 
As the child's dearer for the moat -r's pain. 

The great I would not envy nor der ide; 
Nor ſtoup to ſwell a vain Supertor's pride; 30 
Nor view an Equal's hope with jealous cycs; 
Nor cruſh the vrretch bencath who waiting lick 
My ſympathizing breaſt his gricf can fecl, 
And my eye weep the wound I cannot heal. 


® See Dyer Perm. 


= the picrc'd orphan thus draw ſhatts of griet! 
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| The banquet ſerv'd, with pcereſces l fit : 


SAVAGCGEz'*'s 


Ne'er among friendſhips let me ſow debate, 55 
Nor by another's fall advance my ſtate; 

Nor miſuſe wit againſt an abſ-nt triend: 

Let me the virtues of u foe defend! 

la wealth and want truc minds preſerve their 


weight ; 
Meek, though exalted ; though diſgrac'd, clate ; 60 
Generous and grateful, wrong'dor b-lp'd they live; 
Grateful to ſerve, and to forgive. 

This may they learn, who cloſe thy lite attend; 
Which, dear in memory, ſtill inſtructs thy friend. 
Though cruel diſtance bars my grofler ey:, 65 
My ſoul, clear-fighted, draws thy virtue nigh ; 
Thro' her deep woe thatquickening comfort gicams, 
And lights up Fortitude with Friend hip's beams. 

— — 


. CT a WS 
OCCASIONED BY THE 
VICE-PRINCIPAL of St. Maav-Hatt, OxrorD, 


Being preſented by the Hon. Mrs. Kxicur, 
to the Living of GupsF1tLD in Tsskx. 


W HILE by mean arts and m-aner patrons riſ: 


Are wiſdom, purity, and truth enſ{hri.''d. 

A modeſt merit now ſh plans to liſt, 

Thy living, Godsfield ! falls her inſtant gift. 

Let me (ſhe 1aid) reward alone the wiſe, 

And make the church-revenue Virtue's prize. 
She ſought the man of honeſt, candid breaſt, 

In faith, in words of goodneſs, full expreſt ; 

Though young, yet turoring academic youth 

To ſcience moral, and religious truth. 

She ſought where the diſintereſted friend, 

The ſcholar, ſage, and free companion blend; 

The pleaſing poet, and the deep divine, 15+ 

She fought, ſhe found, and, Hart! the prize was 


10 


enine, 

| —_ — 
EARS 
n 


ET Fulvia's wiſdom be 2 flave to will, 
Her darling paiſions, ſcandal and quadrille; 

On friends and focs her tonſceue a ſatire known, 
Her deeds a {arire on herſeif clone. 
On her poor kindred deigus the word or look? 5 
"Tis cold reſpect, or ti- unjuſt rebuke; 
Worſe when goud-natur'd, than when moſt ſevere : 
The jeſt impure then pains the mod-t car. 
How juſt the ſceptic ! the divine how odd! 
What turns of wit play ſmartly on her God ! 

The fates, my neareſt kindred, focs decrce : 


— 


10 


Fulvia, When piqu'd at them, ſtrait pities me. 


She, like Benevolence, a ſmile beRows, 
Favours to me indulge her ſpl-en to thoſe. 


15 
She tells my ſtory, and repcats my wit. 
With mouth diſtorted, through a ſounding noſe 
It comes, now homclineſs more homely grows. 
With ſce-ſaw ſounds, and nonſenſe not my own, 


bhe ſcrews her features, and the cracks her tone. 20 


— 


| 


| The ſocial temper never known to ſtriſe, 
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How fine your Baſtard ! why fo ſoft a ſtrain ? 
What ſuch a Mother ? ſatirize again! 

Oft 1 objet—vut fix'd i» Fulviz) will— 
Ah! though unkind, the is ry :noti:-r fill! [2g 

The v-rſe now flows, the :::nuſcript ſhe clas, 
"Tisfam"*d— Th” fame, each curious fair enflumes : 
The wild-iire run«; rm copy, copy rows: 
The Brets, alarm'o, 2 .c; ate pace propoſe, 
"Tis ratified —How aitcr' d ulvia's look! 
My wit's 4:graded, and my cauic forſook. 
Thus he: What 's poetry but to muſe ? 
Might 1 adviſce—hcre are more ſolid views. 
Wirh a cool air he adds: This tale is old: 
Were it my calc, it ſhould no more be told. 
Complaints— had I been wortuy to adviſe— 3 
You know— But when are wits, like women, wiſe? 
rue it may take; but, think whate'er you liſt, 
All love the ſatire, none the ſatiriſt. 

| ſtart, I ſtare, ſtand fix'd, then pauſe awhile ; 
Thea heſitate, then ponder well, then nile. 40 
adam a penſion loſt—and where's amends ! 
Sir (ſhe replies) indeed you I loſe your friends. 
Way did 1 ſtart ? 'twas but a change of wind— 
Or the ſame thing—the lady chang'd her mind. 
| bow, depart, deſpiſe, diſcern her all: 45 
Nanny reviſits, and difgrac'd 1 fall. 

Let Fulvia's frienAbip whirl with every whim ! 
Arecd, a weather-cock, a ſhade, a fream : 
No more the friendſhip ſhall ve now diſplay 'd 
By weather-cock, or recd, or dream, or ſhade; 50 
Vo Nanny fx'd unvarying ſhall it tend, 
For ſouls, ſo form'4 alike, were form'd to blend. 


—— 
ST 1 A 3.0 
ON A 


YOUNG LADY. 
* are thoſc cyes, that beam d ſeraphic fire; ; 
Cold is that breſt, whick gave the world deſireʒ 
Mute is the voice wkere winning ſuftneſs warm'd, 
Where muſic m:clte:!, and where wiſdom charm'd, 
And lively wit, which, decently confin'd, 3 
No prude e' er thought impure, no friend unkind. 
Could modeſt knowledge, fair untrifling youth, 
Perſuaſive rcaſon and endearing truth, 
Could honour, {h-wn in friendfhips moſt refin'd, 
And ſenſe, that ſhiclds th* attempted virtuous 
mund; 10 
The heightening graces that embelliſh life ; | 
Could ticſe have c'er the darts of death defied, 
Never, ah! never had Melinda died; 
Nor can ſlie dic—cv'n now furvives her name, IS 
{nunmortaliz'd by friendſhip, love, and fame. 


THE GENIUS OF LIBERTY. 
> A 1 
Occaſioned by the DzrarTURE of the Prince and 
Princeſs of Ox ANcx. 


(Written in the Year 1734.) 


ILD roſe the morn! the face of nature bright 
| Mo: oo: extenſive {mile of calm and light; 


| Nurſc him, ye heavenly dews, ye ſunny rays, 


— 


_ Ev'n now thy fancied perils fill her mind; 
| The ſecret rock, rough wave, and riſing wind; | 
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Wide, o'er the Jand, did hovering filence reign, 
Wide o'er the 2 of the main; 

When lo! before me, on the ſouthern ſhore, 5 
Stood forth the , whom Albion's ſons adore ; 
Bleſt Liberty! whoſe charge is Albion's iſle ; 
Whom Reaſon gives to bloom, and Truth to fmile; 
Gives Peace to gladden, ſheltering Law to ſpread, 
Learning to lift aloft her laurel'd head, 10 
Rich induſtry to view, with pleaſing eyes, 

Her fleets, her cities, and her harveſts riſe. 

In curious emblems every art, expreſt, 

Glow'd from the loom, and brignten'd on his veſt. 
Science in various lights attention won, 15 
Wav'd on his robe, and glitter'd in the ſun. 

My words, he cried, my words obſervance claim : 
Reſound, ye Muſes; and receive them, Fame ! 
Here was my ſtation, when, o'er ocean wide, | 2c 
The third William, ſtretch'd his naval pride: 
] with my ſacred influence ſwell'd his ſoul ; 

Th' enflav'd to free, th enſlaver to control. 

In vain did waves diſperſe, and winds detain : | 
He came, he ſav'd; in his was ſeen my reign. 
How juſt, how great, the plan his ſoul deſign'd, 25 
To humble tyrants, and ſecure mankind! 

Next Marlborough in his ſteps ſucceſsful trod: 
This, godlike plann'd; that, finiſh'd like a god ! 
And, while Oppreſſion fled to realms unknown, 
Europe was free, and Britain glorious ſhone, 30 

Where Naſlau's race ve growth diſplay'd, 
There Freedom ever found a ſheltering ſhade. 

Still heaven is kind !—See, from the princely root, 
Millions to bleſs, the Bxanca auſpicious ſhoot ! 
He lives, he flouriſhes, his honours ſpread; 35 
Fair virtues blooming on his youthſul head: 


Into firm health, fair fame, and length of days! 

He paus'd, and caſting o'er the deep his eye, 
Where the laſt billow ſwells into the {ky, 40 
Where, in gay viſion, round th' horizon's line, 
The moving clouds with various beauty ſhine; 

As dropping from their boſom, ting'd with gold, 
Shoots 1 a ſail, amuſive to behold ! 

Lo! while its light the glowing wave returns, 
Broad like a fon the bark — burns. * | 
Near, and more near, great Naſſau ſoon Ee ſpy'd, 
And beauteous Anna, Britain's eldeſt pride! 

Thus ſpoke the Genius, as advanc'd the fail— 
Hail, blooming hero! high-born princeſs, hail! 50 
Thy charms thy mother's love of truth diſplay, 
Her light of virtue, and her heauty's ray; 

Her dignity; which, copying the divinc, 
Soften'd, through condeſecnſion, leut ns to ſhine. [ 55 
Greatneſs of thought, with prudence for its guide; 
Knowledge, from nature and from art ſupply d: 
To nobleſt objeRs pointed various ways; 

Pointed by judgment's clear, uncrring rays, 

What manly virtues in her mind cxcel ! 

Yet en her heart what tender paſſions dwell! 60 
For ah! what pangs did late her peace deſtroy, 
To part with thee, ſo wont to give her joy ! 

How hcav'd her breaſt, how ſadden d was her mien 
All in the mother then was loſt the queen. 

The ſwelling tear then dimm'd herparting view, 65 
The ſtruggling ſigh ſtopp'd ſhort her laſt adieu: 


SAVAGE'S POEM $. 


The ſhoa!, ſo treacherous, near the tempting land 
Th' ingulphing whirlpool, and the ſwallowing 
ſand ; 


Theſe fancied perils all, by day, by night, 

In thoughts alarm her, and in dreams affright 

For thee her heart unceaſing love declares, 

In doubts, in hopes, in wiſhes, and in prayers ! [55 

Her prayers are heard !—For me, tis thine to brave 

The ſand, the ſhoal, rock, whirlpool, wind, and 
wave : 

Kind Safety waits, to waft thee gently o'er, 

And Joy to grect thee on the Belgic ſhore. 

May future times, when their fond praiſe would 

tell 

How moſt their favourite characters excel; 80 

How _ how great !—then may their ſongs 
declare, 


So great | ſo bleſt !—ſuch Anne and Naſſau were. 


EGO RRACSO EA UT 


Qui TE VIDET BEATUS EST, 
BEATIOR QUI TE AUDIET, 
QUI BASIAT SEMIDEUS EST, 
QUI TE POTITUR EST DEUS. 
| BUCUANAN. 


THE FOREGOING LINES PARAPHRASED. 


KL 
APPY the man, who, in thy ſparkling eyes, 
His amorous wiſhes ſees, reflecting, play; 
Sees little laughing Cupids, glancing, riſe, 
And, in ſoft-ſwimming languor, dic away. 
II 


Still happier hel to whom thy meanings roll 
In ſounds which love, harmonious love, inſpire; 
On his charm'd ear ſits, rapt, his liſtening ſoul, 
Till admiration form intenſe defire. 
| III. 
Half-deity is he who warm may 
Thy lip, ſoft-ſwelling to the kindling Kiſs; 
And may that lip aſſentive warmth expreſs, 
Till love draw willing love to ardent bliſs! 
IV. 
Circling thy waiſt, and circled in thy arms, 
Who, melting on thy mutual-melting breaſt, 
Entranc'd enjoys love's whole luxurious charms, 
Is all a God:—is of all heaven poſſeſt. 


THE EMPLOYMENT OF BEAUTY, 
A - 6 KK BL 


Addreſſed to a Mrs. BzidGeT Jones, a young 
Widow Lady of Llanelly, Caermarthenſhire. 
NCE Beauty, wiſhing fond deſire to move, 
12 to catch the heart of wandering 
ve. 
Come, pureſt atoms! Beauty aid implores; 
For new ſoft texture leave ztherial ſtores. U 
They come, they croud, they ſhining hues unfold, 
Be theirs a form, which Beauty's ſelf ſhall mould! 
To mould my charmer's form ſhe all apply'd— 
Whence Cambria boaſts the birth of Nature's 
pride. 


She calls the Graces—Such is Bcauty's ſtate, 
Prompt, at her call, ch“ obedient Graces wait. 10 
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fair feet they ſhape, and ſhape to pleaſe ; 
— deſign'd for dignity and caſe. 
Two poliſh'd pillars; which, as fair, aſcend; 
From well-wrought knees, more fair, more large, 
riſe ; 15 
geen by the Muſe, though hid from mortal eyes. 


More poliſh d yet, your fabric each ſuſtains ; 
That — — where perfection reigns, 
A ſmall, ſweet circle forms your faultleſs waiſt, 
By Beauty ſhap'd, to be by Love embrac'd. 20 
d chat leNcning waiſt, two orbs deviſe, » 
What ſwclling charms, in fair proportion, riſe ! 
Freſh peeping there, to bluſhing buds are found, 
Each like a roſe, which lilies white ſurround. 
There feeling ſenſe, let pitying ſighs inſpire, 25 
Till panting pity ſwells to warm defire : 
Deſire, though warm, is chaſte ; each warmeſt kiſs, 
All rapture chaſte, when Hymen bids the bliſs. 
Rounding and ſoſt, two taper arms deſcend ; 
Two ſnow-white hands, in taper fingers, end. 30 
Lo! cunning Beauty, on each palm, deſiꝑns 
Love's fortune and your own, in myſtic lines; 
And lovely whiteneſs, cither arm contains, 
Diverſified with azure-wandering veins ; 
The wandering veins conceal a generous 35 
The purple treaſure of celeſtial blood. 
Rounding and white your neck, as curious, rears 
O'er all a face, where Beauty's ſelſ appcars. 
Her ſoft attendants ſmooth the ſpotleſs ſkin, 
And, ſmoothly-oval, turn the ſhapely chin; 
The ſhapely chin, to Beauty's riſing face, 
Shall, doubling gently, give a double grace, 
And ſoon {weet-openiag, roſy lips diſcloſe 
The well-rang'd tecth, in hily-whitening rows; 
Here life is breath'd, nd florid life aſſumes 45 
A breath, whoſe fragrance vies with vernal blooms; 
And two fair check give modeſty to raiſe 
A beautcous bluſh at praiſc, though juſt the pra: 
And nature now, from each kind rey, ſupplics 
Soft, clem. nt ſmiles, and love- inſpiring eyes; 50 
New Graces, to thoſe eyes, mild ſhades, allow; 
Fringe their fair lids, and pencil either bro. 
While ſenſe of viſion lights up orbs ſo rare, 


40 


| 
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| 


d. 


wy 


255 


Let theſe, the temperate ſenſe of taſte reveal, 
And give, while nature ſpreads the ſimple 
The palate pure, to reliſh health deſign'd, 
From luxury as taintleſs as your mind. 
The Virtues, Chaſtity and Truth, impart, 
And mould to rr heart. 
Thus Beauty finiſh'd—Thus ſhe gains the ſway 
And Love ſtill follows where the leads the way. 
From every giſt of heaven, to charm is thine; 8g 
To love, to praiſe, and to adore, be mine. 


30 


SEND TO 


Mzs. BRIDGET JONES, 


wiIiTH THE 


AN DE AN EZ X. 
Alluding to an Epiſode, here a young Man turns 
Hermit, for the loſs of his wife Olympia. 

— — delight ſond Love on Beauty 
we 
While this the youth, and that the fair expreſt, 
Faint was joy compar'd to what l felt, 
When in my angel Biddy's bleſt. 
Tell her, my Muſe, in ſoft, ſad, ſighing breath, 
If ſhe his piercing grief can pitying ſee, 
Worſe than to him was his Olympia's death, 
From her cach moment's abſence is to me. 


A SATIRE 


8 of all plagues with which dull proſe is 
curſt, 

Scandals, from falſe hiſtorians, ſpot the worſt. ' 

in queſt of theſe the Muſe ſhall firſt advance, 

Bold, to explore the regions of romance; 

Romance, call'd Hiſtory—Lo ! at once ſhe ſkims 5 

The viſionary world of monkiſh whims; 

Where fallacy, in legends, wildly ſhines, 

And vengeance glares from violated ſhrines; 

Where ſaints perform all tricks, and ſtartle thought 


May none, but pleatiag obje ds, viſit there! [55 Saints that never liv'd, or ſuch as juſtice paiuts, 
Two little porc' c, (which, one ſeuſe empowers, ; Jagelers, on ſuperſtition palm'd for ſaints. 

; Here, canoniz'd, let crezd-mongers be ſhown, 
In ſtructure neat, and deck'd with poliſh'd grace, Red-lctter'd ſaints, and red aſſaſſins known; 


To draw rich ſcent irom aromatic flowers) 


Shall equal firſt, then heighten, Beauty's face. 
To ſmelling ſcuſe, oh, may the flowery year 
It's farſt, lait, choiceſt incenſe, offer here! 
Tranſparent next, two curious cicſeents bound 
The two-fold entrance of infpiring ſound, 
And, granting a new power of ſeuſe to he:r, 
New finer organs form each curious ear; 
Form to inibibe what moſt the ſoul can move, 6; 
Muſic and Reaſon, Poeſy and Love. 
Next, on an open front, is pleating wrought \ 
A penſive ſweetne!s, boru of patient thought: 
Above your lucid ſhoulders locks diſplay'd, 
Prone to deſcend, fha!l ſoftæu light with ſhade. 70 
All, with a name!cfs air and mein, unite, 
And, as you move, cach movemeat is delight. 
Tun'd is your melting tongue and cqual mind, 
At once by knowledge height=n'd and refin'd. . 
The Virtues next to Beauty's nod incline z 75 


For, u here they lend not light, ſhe cannot ſhine ; 


60 


While thoſe they marryr'd, ſuch as angels roſe! 15 

All black enroll d among religions foes, 

Snatch'd by ſulphureous clouds, a LYE 

Number'd with ficnds, and plung'd in endleſs 
flames. 

Hiſtory, from air or deep draws many a ſpright, 
uch as, from nurſe or prieſt, might boys affright ; 
Or ſuch as but o'er feverifh ilumbers fly, 21 
And fix in melancholy phreuſy's cye. 

Now meteors make enthuſiaſt- wonder ſtare, 

And image vild portentous wars in air! 

Seers fall intranc'd! ſome wizard's lawleſs ſkill 25 
Now whirls, now fetters nature's works at will! 
Thus Hitory, by machine, mock-epic, ſeems, 
Not from poetic, but from monkiſh dreams, 

he devil, who prieſt and ſorcerer muſt obey, 
Tho ſorcerer us'd to raiſe, the parſon lay, 30 


When Echard wav'd his pen, the hiſtory ſhows, 
The parſon conjur'd, and the fiend upraſe. 


' 


— 


ith many a miracle that ne'er was wrought; 10 


\ 


+ 
— 
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A camp at diſtance, and the ſcene a wood, 
Here enter'd Noll, and there old Satan ſtood : 
No tail his rump, his foot no hoof reveal'd; 35 
Like a wiſe cuckold, with his horns conceal'd : 
Not a gay ſerpent, n 

But mote than ſerpent, or harlot fly 
For, lawyer-like, a fiend no wit can ſcape, 
The demon ſtands confeſt in 


: | 
Now ſpread bis parchment, now in ag the 


Wondrous hiſtorian ! thus account for evil, 
And thus for its ſucceſs—'ris all the devil. [A5 
ne er that devil we ſaw, yet one we ſce,— 
One —— 4 — f 
But duſty phantoms, no more purſue ! 
Now clearer objects untrue. 
Awful the genuine hiſtorian's name ! [50 
Falſe ones—with what materials build they fame; 
Fabricks of fame, by dirty means made 
As neſts of martins are compil'd of mud. 
Peace be with Curll—with him I wave all ſtriſe, 
Who pens each felon's, and each aQtor's life ; 
—U—ü—ü—ů — Agr 55 
* lards with luſcious rapes the cheats of Chartres 
Materials, which belief in gazettes claim, 
Looſe-ſtrung, run gingling into Hiſtory's name. 
Thick as Egyptian clouds of raining flies; 


As thick as worms where man corrupting lies; Go 


As peſts obſcene that haunt the ruin'd pile; 
As monſters floundering in the muddy Niie; 
Minutes, Memoirs, Views and Reviews appear, 
Where flander darkens each recorded =_ F 
In a paſt reign is feign'd ſome amorous league; 65 
— — reveals th* intrigue : 
Queens, with their minions, work unſecmly things, 
And boys grow dukes, when catamites to kings. 
Does a prince die? What poiſons they ſurmile ! 
No royal mortal ſure by nature dies. 70 
Is a prince born? What birth more baſe believ'd? 
Or, what's more ſtrange, his mother ne'erconceiv'd! 
Thus flander popular o'er truth prevails, 
And eaſy minds imbibe romantic tales. | 
Thus, ſtead of hiſtory, ſuch authors raiſe 75 
Mere crude wild novels of bad hints for plays. 
Some uſurp names—an Engliſh garreteer, 
From Minutes forg d, is Monſicur Meſuager.“ 
Some, while on good or ill ſucceſs they ſtare, 
Give conduct a complexion dark or fair: 80 
Others, as little to enquiry prone, 

Account for — . their ſpring's unknown. 
ODne ſtateſman vices has, and virtues too; 
Hence will conteſted character enſue. [85 
View but the black, he 's fiend ; the bright but ſcan, 
He 's angel: view him all—he 's fill a man. 

But ſuch hiſtorians all accuſe, acquit; 

No virtue theſe, and thoſe no vice admit; 

For either in a friend no fault will know, 

And neither own a virtue in a foe. 90 
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| Where hear-ſay knowledge fits on public names 
And bold conjecture or extols or blames, © 
Spring party libels; from whoſe aſhes dead, 

A monſter, miſnam'd Hiſtory, lifts its head. 
Contending fact ions croud to hear its roar ! 

But when once heard, it dirs to noiſe no more. 
From theſe no anſwer, no applauſe from thoſe, 


40 O'er half they ſimper, and oer half they doze. 


So when in ſenate, with egregious pate, 

Perks up Sir. . in ſome deep debate; 100 

He hems, looks wiſe, tunes thin his labouring 
_ = 5 

To prove black whie, poſtpone or palm the vote: 

in fly contempt, ſome, Hear him! Hear him ! cry ; 

Some yawn, ſome ſneer ; none ſecond, none reply. 
But dare ſuch miſcreancs now ruſh 

By blanket, cane, pump, pillory, unaw'd ? 

Dare they imp falſchood thus, and plume her wings, 

From preſent charaQers and recent things ? 

Ves: What untruths ! or truths in what diſguiſe ! 

What Boyers and what Oldmixons ariſe! 110 

What facts from all but them and Slander ſcreen d! 

Here meets a council, no where elſe conven'd; 

There, from originals, come, thick as ſpawn, 

Letters nc'er wrote, memorials never drawn ; 

To ſecret conference never held they yoke, 115 

Treaties ne'er plann'd, and ſpeeches never ſpoke. 

rom, Oldmixon, thy brow, too well we know, 

Like Sin from Satan's far and wide they go. 

ln vain may St. John ſafe in conſcience fit ; 

In vain with truth confute, contemn with wit: 120 

Confute, contemn, amid ſclected friends; 

There ſinks the juſtice, there the ſatire ends, 

Here, though a century ſcarce ſuch leaves uncloſe, 


| From mould and duſt the flander ſacred grows. 


Now none reply where all deſpiſe the page; 125 
But will dumb ſcorn deceive no future 

Then, ſhould dull periods cloud not ſeeming fact, 
Will no fine pen th* unanſwer'd lie extract? 
Well-ſet in plan, and poliſh'd into ſtile, 

Fair and more fair may finiſh'd fraud beguile; 130 
By every language ſnatch'd, by time recciv'd, 

In every clime, by every age bcliey'd : 

How vain to virtue truſt the great their 

When ſuch their lot for infamy or fame ? 
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AIR Truth, in courts where Juſtice ſhould 
preſide, 

Alike the Judge and Advocate would guide; 
And theſe would vie each dubious point to clear, 
To ſtop the widow's and the orphan's tear ; 
Were all, like Yorke, of delicate addreſs, 5 
Strength to diſcern, and ſweetneſs to expreſs, 
Learn'd, juſt, polite, born every heart to gain, 
Like Cummins mild; like“ Forteſcue humane, 
All--:loquent of truth, divinely known, 
So deep, fo clear, all Science is his own. 10 
Of heart impure, and impotent of head, 
In hiſtoryv, rhetoric, ethics, law, unrcag; 
How far unlike ſuch worthies, once a drudge, 
From floundcring in low caſes, roſe a Judge. 


* The bonourable William Forteſcue, Eſq. one of 
| the Fuſtices of His. Majeſty's Court of Common Pleas. 
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Ferm'd to make pleaders laugh, his nonſenſe 
thunders, 


15 

And, on low juries, breathes contagious blunders. 
His brothers bluſh, becauſe no bluſh he knows, 
Nor e er one 2 finger * 

drunk with er, the circuit- lord expreſt ! 
— in his eye, 1 ſtand confeſt; 20 
Whoſe wealth, birth, virtue, ſrom a tongue ſo looſe, 

not provincial, vile, bu ſſoon abuſc. 

gtill to what circuit is aſſign'd his name, 
There, ſwift beſore him, flies the x arner Fame. 
Conteſt ſtops ſhort, Conſent yields every cauſe 25 
To Coſt : Delay, endures them, and withdraws. 
But how "ſcape priſoners? To their trial chain'd, 
All, all hall Fang condemn'd, who ſtand arraign'd. 
Dire guilt, which elſe would deteſtation cauſe, 
Prejudg'd with inſult, wonderous pity draws. 30 
But ſcapes e en Innocence his harſh harangue ? 
Alas een Innocence itſelf muſt hang; 
Muſt hapg to pleaſe him, when of ſplecn poſſeſt ; 
Muſt hang to bring forth an abortive jeſt. 

Why liv'd he not ere Star-chambers had fail'd, 35 
When fine, tax, cenſure, all but law prevail'd ; 
Or law, ſubſcrvient to ſome murderous will, 
Became a precedent to murder till ? | 
vet ev'n when patriots did for traitors bleed, 
Was eier the jobb to ſuch a ſlave deerecd, 40 
Whole ſavage mind wants ſophiſt-art to draw, 
O'er murder d virtue, ſpecious veiis of law r? 

Why, Student, when the bench your youth 

admits; 
Where, though the worſt, with the beſt rauk'd he 
fits ; 
Where ſound opinions you attentive write, 45 
As once a Raymond, now a Lee to cite, 
Why pauſe you ſcornful when he dins the court ? 
Note well his cruel quirks, and well report. 
Let his own words agaiaft himſclt point clear 


Satire more ſharp than verſe wicu moit ſevere. 50 
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Grandmother to Mrs. BainGs r Jowes, of Llanelly 
in Cacrmarthenſhire. 


N her, whoſe relicks mark this ſacred earth, 
Shone all domeſtic and all ſocial worth : 

- Firſt, heaven her hope with carly offspring crown'd; 

And thence a ſecond race roſe numerous round. 

Heaven to induſtrious virtue bleſſing lent, :' 5 

And all was competence, and all content. - 

Though frugal care, in Wiſdom's eye admir'd, 
Knew to preſerve what induſtry requir'd ; 
Vet, at her board with decent plenty bleſt, 
journeying ſtranger ſat a welcome gueſt. 10 

Preſt on all ſides, did trading neighbours fear 

Ruin, which hung o'er exigence ſevere ? 

Farewel the friend, who ſpar'd th' aſſiſtant loan 

A ncighbour's woe or welfare was her owu. 


* When Page ons ungorrupted finger ſoow: 
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42 
here mate to mate each dove reſponſive coos, 
While this alſents, as that enamour'd woos, 
here rills amuſive, feud from rocks around, 

A ſolitary, pleaſing, murmuring ſound; 
| Ihen form a limpid lake. [be lake ſerene 


257 
Did piteous lazars oft attend her door ? 15 
She gave fare wel the parent of the poor. F | 
Youth, age, and want, once cheer'd, now ſighing ; 


ſwell, 
Bleſs her lov'd name, and weep a laſt farewel. 


——̃ñů—ʒ 
VALENTINE's DAY. 
A P © EM. 
ADDRESSED 


TO A YOUNG WIDOW LADY. i 


DIEU, ye rocks that witneſs'd once my flame, 
— my fighs, and echo'd Chloe 
name 
Cambria, farewell my Chloe's charms no more 
Invite my ſteps along Llanelly's ſhore ; 
There no wild dens conceal voracious ſoes, 5 | 
The beach no fierce, amphibious monſter knows; 
No crocodile there fleſh'd with prey appears, 
And o'er that bleeding prey weeps cruel tears; 
No falſe hyzna, feigning human grief, ſro 
here murders him, whoſe goodneſs means relief: 
Yet tides, conſpiring with unfaithful ground, 
Though diſtant ſcen, with treacherous arms, ſur- 
round. 7 
There quickſands, thick as beauty's ſnares, annoy, 
Look fair to tempt, and whom they tempt, deſtroy. 
I watch'd the ſcas, I pac'd the ſands wich care, 15 
Eſcap'd, but wildly ruſh*d on beauty's ſnare. 
Ah !—better far, than by that ſnare overpow'rd, 
Had ſands engult'd me, or had ſeas devour'd. 
Far from that ſhore, where ſyren-beauty dwells, 
And wraps ſweet ruin in reſiſtleſs ſpells ; 20 
From Cambrian plains; which Chloe's luſtre 


Me native England yields a ſafer coaſt. 
Chloe, farewel Now ſeas, with boiſterous pride, 
Divide us, and will ever far divide : [25 
Yet while each planc, which vernal youth reſumes, 
Feels the green blood aſcend in future blooms ; 
While little ſeather'd ſongſters of the air 
In woodlands tuneful woo and fondly pair, 
The Muſe cxults, to beauty tunes the — 
And willing Loves the ſwelling notes inſpire. 

Sure on this day, when hope attains ſucceſs, 
Bright Venus tirit did young Adonis bleſs. 
Her charms not brighter, Chloe, fure than thine 
Though fluth'd his youth, not more his warmth 

than mine. 

Sequeſter'd far within a myrtle grove, [ 
Whoſe blooming boſom courts retiring love ; * 
Where a clear ſua, the blue ſerene diſplays, 
And ſheds, through vernal air, attemper'd rays; 
Where flowers their aromatic incenſe bring, 
And fragrant flouriſh in eternal ſpring; 


43 
Reflect. the wonders of the Lift ul lecue. . 
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To love the birds attune their chirping throats, 

And on each brecze immortal muſic floats. 

There ſeated on a riſing turf is ſcen, 

Graceful, in looſe array, the Cyprian queen; 50 

All freſh and fair, all mud, as Ocean gave 

The goddeſs, riſing from the azure wave; 

Diſhevel'd locks diſlil celeſtial dews, 

And all her limbs, divine perſumes diffuſe. [55 

Her voice ſo charms, the plumy, warbling throngs, 

In liſtening wonder loſt, ſuſpend their ſongs. 

It founds—+ Why loiters my Adonis?“ , 

* Why loiters my Adonis; —rocks reply. 

* Oh, come away! they thrice, repeating, ſay ; 

And Echo thrice repeats, —© Oh, come away !''—60 

Kind zephyrs waft them to her lover's ears; 

Who, inſtant at th* inchanting call, appears. 

Her placid eye, where ſparkling joy refines, 

Benignant, with alluring luſtre ſhines. L. 

His locks, which, in looſe ringlets, charm the view 

Float careleſs, lucid from their amber hue. 

A mmyrtle wreath her roiy fir gers frame, 

Which, from her his puliſh'd temples claim; 

His temples fair, a ſtreaking beauty ſtains, 

As ſmoorh white marble ſhin-s with azure veins. 7c 

He kneel'd, Her ſnowy hand he trembling ſeiz d, 

= lifted to his lip, and gentiy ſqueez'd ; 
meaniug iquzcze return'd, love caught its lore 

And enter d, at his palm, ti rough every pore, [75 

Then ſwell d her downy breaſte, till then enclos'd, 

Faſt heaving, halſ- concc ald and halſf- xp d: 

Soft ſhe reclincs. He, as they Fil and riſe, 

Hangs, hovering o'er them, with enamour'd eyes, 

And, warm'd, grows wantui—Ashe thus adniir'd. 

He pray'd, hc touch'd, and with the touch was 

. fir'd. 80 

Half. angry, yet half-pleas'd, ker frown beguiles 

The boy to fear; but, at his ſear, ſhe ſrailes. 

The youth leſs timoruus and the ſair leis coy, 

' Supinely amorous they reclining toy. 

More amorous ſtill his ſanguine meaning ſtole 85 

In wiſtful glances, to her ſoftening ſoul : 

In her fair eye her ſoftening foul he reads: 

To freedom, freedom, boon, to boon, ſucceeds. 

With conſcious bluſh, th*impaſhon'd charmer burns; 
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What joys they both receive and both beſtow, 
Virgins may gueſs, but wives experienc'd know: 
From joys, like theſe, (ah, why deny'd tome ?) 
Sprung a frelh, blooming boy, my fair, from thee. 
May he, a new Adonis, lift his creſt, 115 
In all the florid grace of youth confeſt ! 
Firſt let him learn to liſp your lover's name, 
And, when he reads, here annual read my flame. 
When beauty firſt ſhall wake his genial fire, 
And the firſt tingling ſenſe excite deſire; 120 
When the dear object, of his peace poſſeſt, 

Gains and ſtill gains on his unguarded breaſt: 
Then may he ſay, as he this verſe reviews, 

So my bright mother charm'd the poet's Muſe. [125 


His heart thus flutter'd oft 'twixt doubt and tear, 


Lighten'd with hope. and ſadden'd with deſpair, 

Say, on ſome rival did ſhe ſmile too kind ? 

Ah, read—what jealouſy diſtracts his mind! 

Smil'd ſhe on him? He imag'd rays divine; 

And gaz d and gladden'd with a love like mine. x30 

How dwelt her praiſe upon his raptur'd tongue 

Ah !—when ſhe frown'd, what plaintive notes he 
ſang ! | 

Andcouid ſhe frown on him—Ah, wherefore, tell! 

n him, whoſe only crime was Joving well? 

Thus may thy fon his pangs with mine compare, 
Chen wiſh his mother had been kind as fair. 136 
For kim may love the myrtle wreath entwine; 
Though the ſad willow ſuits a woe like mine! 
N.C'gr may the lia] hope, like me, complain! 
Ah! never ſigh and bleed, like me in vain 1— 140 

When death affords that peace which love denics, 
Ah, no —far other ſcenes my fate ſupplies ; 
When garth to car-h my lifeleſs corſe is laid, 
And o'er it hangs the yew or cypreſs ſhade : 
Whcea pals flit along the dreary coaſt, 

An hclp!cis lover's pining plaintive ghoſt ; 
Here annua; on this dear returning day, 
While ſcaiter'd choirs renew the melting lay; - 
May you, :ny fair, when you thel- ſtrains ſhall ſee, 
Juſt ſpare one ſigh, one tear, to love and me, 150 
Me, who, in abſence or in death, adore 

Thoſe heavenly charms I muſt behold no more. 
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And, bluſh for bluſh, th' impaſtion'd youth returns. 
They look, they languiſh, ſigh with plcaſing pain, 91 
And with and gaze, and gaze and wiſh again. 
*Twixt her White, parting boſom ſteals the boy, 
And more than hope preludes rumuituous joy; 
Through every vcin the vigorous ttauſport ran, 95 
Strung every nerve, and brac'd the boy to man. 
Struggling, yet yiclding, half o'erpower'd, ſhe 
* ts, 
Seems * tg and yet, denying, grants. 


Quick, like the tendrils of a curling vine, [100 


Fond limbs with liml+, in amorous folds, entwine. | 


Lips prefs on lips, carciiug and careſt, 

Nom eye darts flame to eye, and breaſt to breaſt, 

All the reſigne, as car deſires incite, 

Aud rapt he reach'd the brink of ſull delight. 

Her waiſt compreſs'd in his exulting arms, 

He ſtorms, explores, and riiles all her charms, 

Claſps in ecſtatic bliis th* expiring fair, 

And, thrilling, melting, neitling, ric's there. 
How long the rapture laſts, how i- n it ects, 


105 


tow oft it pauſcs, and how ot repcats; 110 


TO JOHN POWELL, Esd. 


BARRISTER AT LAW. 


12 me long abſent, long with anguiſh fraught, 
ln me, though ſilence long has deaden'd thought, 
Vet memory lives, and calls che Muſc's aid, 
To ſnatch our ſriendſhip from oblivion's ſhade. 
As ſoon the ſun ſhall ccaſe the world to warm, 
As ſoon I. laneliy's“ Fair that world to charm, 
As grateſul ſeuſe of goodneſs, true like thine, 
Shall c' er deſert a breaſt ſo warm as mine. 
When imag'd Cambria ſtrikes my memory's eye, 
(Cambria, my darling ſcene !) I, ſighing, cry, 10 
Where is my Fowell? dear aſſociate !— where? 
To him I would unboſom cyery care; 
To him, who carly felt, ſrom beauty, pain; 
Gall'd in a plighted, faithleſs virgin's chain. 
At length, from her ungenerous fetters, freed, I5 
Again he loves! he woos! his hopes ſucceed! 


. * Mrs, Brilget Jones. 
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But the gay bridegroom, ftill by fortune croſt, 
bs, inftant, in the weeping widower loft. 
Her, his ſole joy! her, from his boſom torn, 
What feeling heart, but learns, like his, to 
mourn ? 25 
Can nature then, ſuch ſudden ſhocks, ſuſtain ? | 
Nature thus ftruck, all reaſon pleads in vain ! 
Though late, from reaſon yet he draws relief, 
Dwells on her memory y but diſpels his grief. 
Love, wealth, and fame (tyrannic paſſions all !) 
No more enflame him, and no more enthral. 26 
He ſeeks no more, in Rufus“ hall, renowa ; 
Nor envies Pelt the jargen of the gown; 
But plcas*d with competence, on rural plains, 
His wiſdom courts that caſe his worth obtains, 30 
Would private jars, which ſudden riſe, cucreaſe? ; 
His candour ſmiles all diſcord into peace. 
Io party ftorms is public weal refign'd ? 
Each ſteady patriot-virtue ſteers his mind. 
Calm, on the beach, while maddening billows 
rave, | 35 
He gains philoſopby from every wave; 
Science, trom every objed round, he draws ; 
From various nature, and from nature's laws. 
He lives oer every paſt biftoric age | 
He calls forth ethics from the fabled page. 49 
Him evangelic truth, to thought excites ; 
And him, by turns, each claſkc Muſe delights, 
With wit well-natur'd ; wit, that would diſdain | 
A pleaſure rifing from another's pain: . 
Social to all, and moſt of bliſs poſſeſt, 45 
When moſt he renders all, around him, bleſt: 
To unread *ſquires illiterately gay: | 
Among the learn'd, as learned full as they; | 
With the polite, all, all-acoompliſn d caſe, 
By nature form'd, without deceit, to pleaſe, 530 
ny ſhines thy youth; and thus my friend, 
f ate . 
In bliſs as well as worth, is truly great. 
Me till ſhould ruthleſs fate, unjuſt, expoſe 
Beneath thoſe clouds, that rain unnumber'd 
woes; 
Me, — as nobl:r ſphere, ſhould fortune 
raiſ:, 5 
To wealth confpicuous, and to laurePd praiſe 09 
Laalter'd yet be love and friend hip mine; 
I ſtil am Chloe's, and I ttill am thine, | 


LONDON ax» BRISTOL 
*DELINEATED. 


1 O ſea- port cities mark Britanniz's fame, 
And theſe from commerce different honours 
claim. 
What different honours ſhall the Muſes pay, 
While one infpires and one untu es the lay? 
Now dvar Iſis brighteniag flows alos 7 8 
Echoing from Oxford ſhore cach claſſic ſong : 


* The author preferr*d this title to that of Lene 
dor and Briſio, com;ared;, which, when he began 


the Piece, he intended to prefix to it, 


z 


Swelling with naval K the pride of thee! 

r unſullied Thames, meandering 
5 | 

And — thy wealth on mild majeſtic tides. 10 

Thy b ips, with gilded palaces that vie, 

In glittering pomp, ſtrike wondering China's 

eye; 

And thence returning bear, in ſplendid ſtate, 

To Britain's merchants, India's eaſtern freight. 

India, her treaſures from her weſtern ſhores, 15 

Due at thy feet, a willing tribute pours ; 

Thy warring navies diſtant nayions awe, 

And bid the world oben thy righteous law. 

Thus ſt.ine thy manly ſons of liberal mind; 

Thy change deep-buſed, yet as courts refin'd : 

Councils, like ſerates, that enforce debate, 21 

With fluent eloquence and reaſon's weight. 

; Whoſe patriot virtue, lawleſs power controls: 

Their Britiſh emulating Roman ſouls. 
Of theſe the v orthieſt ſlill ſelected ftand, 23 


Still lead the ſenate, and ſtill fave the land: 


Social, not ſelfiſh, here, O Learning, trace 
Thy friends, the lovers of all human race ! 
In a dark bottom ſunk, O Briftol now, 

With native malice, lift thy lowering brow! 30 

Then as ſome hell-born ſprite in mortal guiſe, 

Borrows the ſſ ape of goodneſs and b. lies, 

All fair, all ſmug, to yon proud hall invite, 

To feaſt all firangers ape an air polite ! 

From Cambria drain'd, or England's weſtern 
caaſt, a 35 

Not elegant, yet coftly banquets boaſt ! 

Revere, or ſeem the firanger to revere ; 

Praiſe, fawn, proteſs, be all things but ſincere ; 

In{:dious naw, our boſomefecrets ſteal, 

And thete with fly ſa-caitic ſneer reveal, 40 

Preſent we meet thy ſneaking treacherous ſmiles; 

The harmleſs abſent fill thy ſacer reviles ; 

Such as in thee all parts ſuperior find, 

The Meer that marks the fool and knave com- 
bind; 

When melting pity vould afForg relief. 45 

The ruthleſs ſncer that inſult adas to grief. 

What ſriendſt ip canſt thou boaſt ? whet honours 
claim ? 

To thee cach frerger es an in jur'd name. 

M hat ſmiles thy ſons muſt in their foes excite! 

Thy ſon+, to whom all diſcrrd is delight ; 

From whor «trial mutual raili:.g flows; 

Who ii each oth-3*s eri es, gh. ir own. expoſe : 

Thy ſous, though craity, deaf to wiſdom's call; 


{ DeſpiGbog al me, ard doſyi% by all; 
| 8on*, while thy clit. a diteh-lihe river laves, 5 


Rude as thy r-c%s, a: d muddy as thy waves, 

Of thoughts as Harrow as ©; words immenſe, 

As full of turbulence as void of ſer fe ? 

Thee, thee, what ſenatorial forilz adorn ! 

Thy natives ſure would prove a ſenatc's fenrn, £5 

Do ſtrangers dvign to ſerve thee ; what their 
praile ? 

Their generous ſervics thy murmurs raiſe, 

What fiend malign, t-at o'er thy air preſ des, 


Vor. V. 


| Around from break to breaſt inherent glides, 
K k 
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And, as he glides, there ſcatters in a trice 

The lurking ſeeds of every rank device ? 

Let foreign youths to thy indentures run ! 

Each, each will prove, in thy adopted fon, _. 

Proud, pert, and dull—though brillant once 
from ſchools, 

Will ſcorn ali Larning's as all virtues rules; 70 

And, though by nature fi iendly, honeſt, brave, 

Turn a fly, (clfiſh, ſimpering, ſſ arping knave. 

Boaſt petty-courts, where 't ad of flug t eaſe, 

Of cited precedents and learned pleas ; 

"Stcad of fage counſel in the dubious cauſe, 75 

Attornics, chattering wild, burleſque the laws — 

(So ſhameleſs quacks, who doftors rights invade, 

(Of jargon and of poiſon form a trade. 

So canting coblers, while from tubs they teach, 

Buffoon the goſpel they pretend to preach.) 80 

Boaſt petty courts, whence rules new rigour 
draw, 

Unknown to Nature's and to Statute-law ; 

Quirks that explain all ſaving rights away, 

To give th? attorney and the catchpoll prey. 

Is there where law too rigorous may deſcend, 85 

Or charity her kindly band extend ? | 

Thy courts, that, ſhut when pity would redreſs, 

Spo taneous open to 1nflit di reis. 

Try miſde meanours }—a!l thy wiles employ, 

Not to chaſtiſe th? offender, but deſtroy ; 


SBAVAGE?S 


65 


go 


| Boaft thy baſe * Tolſey, and thy turn-ſpit dogs, 
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Bid the large lawleſs fine his fate forcte] ; 
Bid it beyond his crime .d fortune ſwell ; 
Cut off from ſervice due to kindred biobd, 
To private welfare and to public good, 
Pitied by all, but thee, he ſentenc'd lies; 


Impriſon d languiſkes, impriſou'd dies. " 
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Boaſt ſwar ming veſſels, whoſe ple be ian fate 
Owes not to merchants but mechanics freight. 
Boaſt nought but pedlar-ficetr —in war's 1 
Unknown to glory, as unknown to arms, 1069 


Thy + Hailiers horſes and thy human hors : 


Upſtarts and muſſ rooms, proud, relentleſs 
hearts; 


Thou blank of ſciences ! thou dearth of arts! 


Such foes as learning once was doom'd to ſee ! 
Huns, Goths, and Vandal:, were but types of 


thee. | 106 
Proceed, great Briſtol, in all- righteous ways, 
And let one Juſtice heighten yet thy praiſe ; 


Still ſpare the catamite, and ſwinge the whore. 
And be, whate'er Gomorrha was before. 111 


OF. 


„ me, JONATHAN SWIFT. 


D 
TO THE HONOURABLE 


SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE. 
Written at Moor. Park, June, 1689. 
J. 
IRTVUE, the greateſt of all monarchies! 
Till, firt emperor rebellious man 
Depos*d from off his ſeat 


It fell, and broke with its own weight 
Into ſmall ſtates and principalities,: 


p By many a petty lord poſſeſs'd, 

But ne'er ſince ſeated in one firgle breaft ! 
Tis you who muſt this land ſubdue, 
The mighty conqueſt's left for you, 
The conqueſt and diſcovery too; 
Search out this Utopian ground, 
Virtue's Terra Incognita, | 
Where nane ever led the way, 


* A place where the merchants wſed to meet 10 


tranſac their affuirs before the Excharge was ereft- 


ed, See Gentleman*s Magazine, Vol. XIII. p. 496. 


7 Halliers are the ter ſons wwho drive er own the 
Ange, which are here uſed infiead of carts, 
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Nor ever fſincc but in deſcriptions found, 
Like the philoſophers ſtone, 
With rules to ſearch it, yet obtaiu'd by none. 


II. | 


We have too long been led aftray ; 
Too long hav: our miſguidcd ſouls been taught 

With rules from muſty morals brought, 
»Tis you muſt put us ia the way; 
Let us (for ſhame I) no more be ſed 
With antique reliques - the dead, 

The gleanings of philoſophy, 

Philoſophy, the lumber of the ſchools, 

The roguery of alchemy ; 
And we, the bubbled fools, 


r clad cr, 


III. 
3 our proud ignorance Learning 


We oddly Plato's paradox make good, 
Our knowledge is but mcre remembrance all ; 
Remembrance is our trealure and our 
frod; 
Nature's fair table- book, our tender ſouls, 
We ſcrawl all or with old and empty rules, 
Stale memorandums of the ſchools : 
For Learning's mighty treaſures look 
In that deep grave a book; 
Think that ſhe there docs all her treafures hide, 
And that her troubled gnoſt ſtill haunts there 
fince fe dy*d. 
Confine her walks to colleges and ſchool: ; 
Her priotte, her train, and follewers ſhew 
As if they all were ſpectres too! 
Tney purchaſe knowledge at th* expence 
Ot common breeding, common ſeuſe, 
And grow at once ſcholars aud fools ; 
Aﬀet ill- manner*d pedlantry, 
Rudenct?, ill-nature, inc-vility, 
And, i ck with dregs of knowledge grown 
| Which greedily they ſwallow — 5 
Still caſt it up, and wauſcate company. 


IV. 
Curſt he the wretch ! nay doubly curſt! 
(It it may law ſul be 5 


To curſe our greateſt enemy) 
Who learnt himtelf that hereſy firſt 
(Whick hace has ſeiz*dl on all rhe reſt) 
That kiow]-dge torfeits all humanity; 
Tavght us, like Spaniard=, to be proud and poor, 
And fling our ſcraps beſore our door! 
Thrice happy you have *icap'd this geucral peſt; 
Thoſe mighty ep thets, learn'd, good, and great, 
Which we neer join'd before, but in romances 
meet, 
We find in you at laſt united grown. 
You cannot be compar'd to one : 
I muſt, like him that painted Venus“ face, 
Borrow ſrom every one à grace 3 
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Virgil and Epicurus will aot do, ” 
Their courting a retreat lire you, 
Uulcſs I put in Czfar's learning too: 

Your happy frame at once controls 

This great triumvirate of ſouls. 


V. 


Let not old Rome boaſt Fabius* fate; 
He fſav*d his country by delays, 
But you by peace, ; 
You bought it at a cheaper rate 3 
Nor has it left the uſual bloody ſcar, 
To ſtew it coſt its price in war; 


; War! that mad game the world ſo loves to play, 


And for it does fo dearly pay; 
For, though with loſs or victory a while 
ortune the gameſters does beguile, 
Yet at the laſt the box ſweeps all away. 


VI. 
Only the laurel got by peace 


No thunder e*er can blaſt : 
Th' artillery of the ics 


Shoots to the earth, and dies; 


Nor ever green and flouriſt ing t will laſt, 
Nor dipt in blood, nar widows? tears, nor 


pbans? cries, 


Ora 


N 
About the head crowd with theſe bays, 


Like lambeat firt the lightning plays; 
Nor, its triumphal cavalcade to grace, 
Makes up its ſolemn traia with death ; 
It melts the ſword of war, yet keeps it in the 
ſheath, * 
VII. 
The wily ſhifts of ſtate, thoſe jugglers“ tricks, 
Which we call deep deſgns and politicks 
(As in a theatre the ignorant fry, 
Becauſe the cords eſcape their eye, 
Wonder to ſec the motions fly); 
Methinks, when you expoſe the ſcene, 
Down the ill-orgaa*d engines fall ; 
Off fly the vizard-, and ditccver all: 
How plain I fee through the deceit ! 
How ſhallow. and how groſs, the cheat ! 


| Look where the pully's tied above! 
| Greay God! (Aid 1) what have I ſeen! 


On what pc or engines move 
The thoughts of monarchs, and de{'gns of ſtates} 
What petty motives rule their fates ! 
How the mouſe makes the mighty mountain 
ſt axe ! 
The mighty mountain labours with its birth, 
Away the trighten'd peaſants fly, 
Scar*d at th? unheard-of prodigy, 
Expect ſome great gigantic ſon of carth ; 
Lo! it appears! 
See how they tremble ! how they qrake! 
Out ſtarts the little beaft, and mocks their idle 
| fears, 


VIII. 


Then tell, dear favourite Muſe ! 
What ſerpent's that which fill reſorts, 


Still lurks in palaces and courts ? 


Take thy untronted 
on the terrace li 
See where ſhe lies | 
how the rears ber head, 
And rolls about her dreadful eyes, 
'To drive all virtue out, or look it dead ! 
"Twas ſure this bafliſk ſent Temple thence, 
And though as fome (tis ſaid) for their defence 
Have worn a caſement oer their fi: in, 
So he wore his withi", | 
Made up of virtue and tranſparent innocence ; 
And though he oft recew'd the fight, 
And almoſt got priority of ſ'ght, 
He ne%er _— — her quite 
picces cut, the viper ſtill did re-unite ), 
0 Till, at laſt, tir d with loſs of time anceaſc, 
Refolv*d to give himſelf, as well as country, peace. 


IX. 
Sing, bclov'd Muſe ! the pleaſures of retreat, 
And in ſome untouch'd virgin ſtrain 
Shew the delights thy ſiſter Nature yields; 
Sing of thy a oy of thy woods, ſing of 


Go publiſh oer the plain , 
How mighty a proſclyte you gai 
How noble a — ya the — 8 
How is the Muſe luxuriant grown! 
Whene er ſtc takes this flight, 
She ſoars clcar out of ſ gut. 
Theſe are the paradiſes of her own : 
(The Pegaſus, like an unruly horſe, 
Though ne*er ſo gently led 
To the lov'd paſture where he ud to fecd, 
Runs violently oer his uſual courſc.) 
Wake from thy wanton dr-ams, 
Come from thy dear-lov'd ſtreams, 
The crooked paths of wandering Thames ! 
Faia the fair nymph would flay, 
Oft' ſhe looks back in vain, 
Oft* *gainſt her fountain does complain, 
And ſoftly ſtcals in many windings down, 
As loth to ſce the hated court and town, 


ht, 


Ard murmurs as ſhe glides away. 
X. 
In this new ſc2ne 


Are nobler ſubjects for your learned perf; 
Here we expect from you 
More than your predeceſſor Adam knew; 
_ Whatever moves our wonder, or our ſport, 
Whatever ſerves for ianocent emblems of the 
court; | 
How that which we a kernel ſee 
(Whole well-compaticd forms eſcape the light, 
Unpierc'd by the blunt rays of ſight) 
Shall ere long grow iuto a trec ; 
Whenze takes it its increaſe, and whence its birth. 
Cr from the * or from the air, or from the 
cart 5 ; 
Where all the fruitful atons lie; 
How ſome go downward to the root, 
Some more ambiioul:y upwards fly, 
Aud form the I-aves, the branches, and the fruit. 
You {trove to cultivate a barren court in vain, 
Your gardens better worth your noble pain, 
Here araakind fell, aud hence mu rife again. 


[ 


| 
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XI. 


Shall I believe a ſpirit ſo divine | 
Mas caft in the fame mould with mine? 
Why then does Nature ſo unjuttly fare 
Among her elder ſons the whole eſtate, 
And all ber jewels and her plate? 
Poer we! cadets of Hcaver, not worth her care, 
Take up at _ with lumber and the Icavings of 
a fare: 
Some ſhe binds prentice to the ſpade, 
Some to the drudgery of a trade, 
Some fhe does to gyptian bor dage draw, 
Buds us make bricks, yet ſends us to look out for 
ſtraw : 
Some ſhe condemns for life to try 
To dig the kaden mines of deep philoſophy : 
Me ſhe has to the Muſe*s gallies tied, 
In vain I firive to eroſs this ſpacious main, 
In voin I tug and poll the oar, 
And, when J almoſt reach the ſhore, 
Straight the Muſe turns the helm, and I launch 
out again : 
| Ard yet to ſeed my pride, 
Whence*er I mourn, ſtops my complaining breath 
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XII. 
Then, Sir, accept this worthleſs verſe, 
I be tribute of an humble Muſe, 
Tis all the portion of my niggard ftars ; 
Nature the hidden ſpark did at my birth infuſe, 
And kindled firſt with indolenee and caſe ; 
| And, ſince too oft” debauch'd by praiſe, 
Tis now grown an incurable diſcaſe : 
| In vain to quench this foolifh fire I try 
In wiſdom and philoſopby ; 
In vain alt wholeſome herbs I ſow, 
Where nought but weeds will grow. 
Whate*r I plant (ke corn on barren carth} 
By an equivocal birth 
Sceds, and runs up to poetry. 
1 


ODE TO KING WILLIAM“, 
ON Hs SUCCESSES IN IRELAND. 
purchaſe kingdoms, ard to buy renown 
Are arts pecuhar to diſſembling France : 
You, mighty Monarch, nobler actions crown, 
And ſolid virtue does your name advance. 
Your matchleſs courage with your prudence joĩne, 
The glorious ſtructure of your fame to raiſe ; 


| With its own Tight your dazzling glory ſhines, 


And into adoration turns our praiſe. 


* With much ple ſure There freſent te tle fub- 
lick an Ode <rhich had been leng ſought after with* 
cat ſucceſs, That it is Site, I late not l 
leafl deubt ; and it is the nere curicusr, as being 
the ſecond poem that he eorcte, He refers to it in 
the ſecond fianza of his ee Ode to the Ar entoan S- 


ciety“ and exfreſily mar ks it by a marginal netey 


under the title f Ne One I vrt to the King i- 


Ireland”? See p. 14; ard ſee, olſe, Ve Gen- 
tleman's Four nal, J., 1692,” f. 15. N. 


inn, . 
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Had you by dull ſucceſſion gain'd your 6 


crown 
(Cowards are Monarchs by that title made), 
Part of your merit Chance would call her own. 
And half your virtues had been loſt in ſhade. 


But now your worth its juſt reward ſhall have: 
What trophies and what triumphs are your due; 
M ho could ſo well a dying nation ſave, 
At once deſerve a crown, and gain it too! 


You ſaw how near we were to ruin brought, 
You ſaw th impetuous torrent rolling on; 
And timcly on the coming danger thought, 
Which we could neither obviatc, or ſhun. 
Britanriia ſtript from her ſole the laws, * 
Ready to fall Rome*s bloody facrifice ; 
You {firaight ſtept in, and from the moniter's jaws 
Did bravely ſuatch the Tovely, helpleſs prize. 
Nor this is all; as glorious is the care 
To preſerve conqueſts, as at frſt to gain: 
In this your virtue claims a double ſtare, 
Which what it bravely won, does well main- 
tain. 


Your arin has now your rightful title ſhow?d, 
Ar. arm on wluch all Europe's hopes depend, 

To which they look as to ſome guardian God, 
That muſt their doubtful liberty defend. 


Amar'd, thy action at the. Boyne we ſee ! 

When Schomberg ſtarted at the vaſt deſign: 
The boundleſs glory all redounds to thee, 

TH impulſe, the £g'#, th event, were wholly 


The brave attempt does all our foes difarm 
You need but now give orders and command, 

Your name ſhall the remaining work perform, 
Aud ſpare the labour of your conquering hand. 


Frarce does in vain her feeble arts apply, 
To interrupt the fortune of your courſe : 

Your inguence does the vain attacks defy 
Of ſeeret malice, or of open torce. 

Eckily we hence the brave commencement date 
Oi glorious deeds, that muſt all tongues em- 

ploy : 

Willi ms the pledge and earneft given by Fate 

Of England's glory, and her laſting joy. 


| ODE 
TO THE ATHENIAN SOCIETY. 
Moor-Park, Feb. 14, 1691, 


IR 
S when the deluge firſt began to fall, 
Thit mighty ebb never to flow again 
(When this huge body“; moiſture was ſo great, 
It quite o%ercame the vital heat); 
That mou tain which was higheſt, firm of all 
Appear'd above the univerſal main, 
To bleſs tue primitive ſailor*s weary ſight! 
Ard *twas perhaps Parnaſſus, if in height 
It be as great as *tis in ſame, 
Aud nigh to Heaven as is its name: 
S, ater tht ian Aten of a Was 
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When Learniog*s little houſhold did embark 
With her world's fruitful ſyſtem in her ſacred ark, 
At the firſt ebb of noiſe and fears, 
Philoſophy's exatted head appears; 
And the Dove- Muſe will now ro longer ſtay, 
But plumes her ſilver — and flies away; 
And now a laurel wreath ſhe brings from far, 
To crown the happy conqueror, 
To ſtew the flood begins to ceaſe, 
And brings the dear reward of victory and peace, 


II. 
The eager Muſe took wing upon the waves“ de- 


cline. 
When War her cloudy aſpect juſt withdrew, 
When the bright ſun of Peace began to Hire, 
And fer a while in heavenly cor t-mplation ſat 
On the high top o: peaceful Ararat; 
And plucid a laurel branch (tor laurel was the 
The fr of plants after the thunder, ftorm, and 
rain); 
Ard the;.cc, with nimble wi 
Flew duti uſly ow? pang gr 
And made an humble chaplet for the King *. 
And the Dove-Muſe is ned once more 
(Glad of the viclory, yet frighten'd at the war) 8 
And now diſcovers from afar 
A peaceful and a tiouriſhing ſhore : 
No ſnoner did ſhe land 
On the delight? ul ſtrar d, 
Than ftraight de ſces th country all around, 
Where fatal Neptun: rul'd erewhile, | 
Scatter*d with flowery vales, with fruitful gar. 
dens crown'd, 
And many a pleaſant wood! 
As if the univerſal Nile 
Hal rather water'd it than drown*d : 
It ſeems ſome floating piece of paradiſe, 
Preſerv*d by wonder from the flood, 


Long wayderiag through the deep, as we are tc. 


Fand Delos did of old, 
And the tranſported Muſe imagin'd it 
To be a fitter birth- place tor the God of wit, 
Or the much-talk'd oracular grove ; 
When with amazing joy ſte hear? 
An . — muſik all around 
rming her greedy ears 
With many a heavenly ſong 
Of 1 and of art, of deep philoſophy ar 
ove, | 
Whilſt angels tune the voice, and God inſpire + 
the tongue. 
In vaia ſhe catches at the empty ſound, 
In vain purſu*e* the m-: ſe with her Jongiug eye, 
And covrts the wanton echoes as they fly. 


III. 
Peron, ye great unki: on, and far-exalted men. 
The wild excur ons of a youthſul pen +; 


* Ne Ole 1 eor1t te the King in Ireland, Sw Ir 7. 
See p. 11, 


See Scus ſtꝰ very remarkable Letter to the Atfe- 
nian Sich in ues © Srpplenent te ., Works,” N. 
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Forg ve a young, and (almoſt) Virgin-Muſe, 


Whom bli:d and eager curioſity 
; (Yet curioſity, they ſay, 
Is in her ſex a crime needs no excuſe 
Has forc'd to her uncouth way 
After a mighty light that 1-ads her wander ing eye. 


No wonder then ſhe quits the narrow path of 


ſenſe A 
For a dear ramble h. impertinence; 
Impertinence! the ſcurvy of mankind, 
And all we fools, who are the greater part of it, 
Though we \ of two different factions ſtill, 
Both the gnod-natur'd and the ill, 

Yet whereſoc*%er you look, you'll always find 
We join, like ties and waſps, in buzzing about 
wit. = 

In me, who am of the Frſt ſet of theſe, 
All merit, that trarſcends the humble rules 
Of my own dazzled ſcanty ſenſe, 
Begets a kinder folly and impertinence 
Of admiration and of praiſe, 
And our good brethren of the furly ſet 
Muſt een all herd us with their kindred fools : 
For though, poſſeſ:*d of preſent vogue, they* ve 
made 


Railirg a rule of wit, and obloquy a trade; 
Yet the ſame want of brains produces each effect. 
And you, whom Pluto's helm does wiſely 
ſrroud 


From us the blind and thoughtleſs croud, 
Like the ſam'd hero in his mother's cloud, 
Who both our follics and impertinence ſee, 
Do laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine and 
me. 


IV. 
But cerſure?s to be underſtood 
Tt authentic mark of the el:&, 
The public ſtamp Heaven ſcts on all that's great 
and good, 
Our allow ſcarch and judgment to direct. 
The war methinb s has made 
Our wit and 1:arnivg narrow as our trade; 
Inſtead of boldly ſailing far, to buy 
A ftock of wiſde:m and philoſophy, 
We fondly ſia at home, in fear 
Of every cenſuring privateer z 
Forcing a wretched trade by beating dowu the ſale, 
A: d icIlirg baſely by retail. 
The wits, I mean the atheifts of the age, 
Who fain would rul: the pulpit as they do the 
ſtage; | 
Wondrous reũners of philoſophy, 
Of morals and divinity, 
By the new modiſh ſyſtem of reducing all to 
ſeriſe, 
Again all logick and concluding laws, 
Do own th? efleAs of Provulence, 
And yet deny the cauſe, 


V. 


THis hopeful ſeq, now it begins to ſoe 
How little, very little, do prevail 
Their trit and chiefeſt force 
To cenſure, th cry down, and rail, 
Not tr.owing what, er where, or who, you be, 
Will quickly take another courſc ; 


| 
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| And, by their never-failing ways 
Of ſolving all appearances they pleaſe, 
We _ ſhall ſee them to their ancient methods 
a 
And Rraight deny you to be men, or any thing 
at a 
T laugh at the grave anſwer they will make, 
Which they have always ready, general, and 


Tis but to ſay, that what we daily meet, 
And by a fond miſtake 
Perhaps imagine to be wondrous wit, 
And think, alas! to be by mortals writ, 
Is but a croud of atoms juſtling in a hcap, 
Which from eternal ſeeds begun, 
ens ſome thouſand years till ripen'd by the 
un 3 
They're now, juſt now, as naturally born, 
As from the womb of earth a ficld of corn. 


VI. 


But as for poor contented me, 
Who muſt my weakneſs and my ignorance con- 
feſ 


8, . 
That I believe in much I ne%er can hope to ſee ; 
Methinks I'm ſatisfy'd to gueſs, 
That this new, noble, and delightful ſcenc 
Is wonderfully mov'd by ſome exalted men, 
Who have well ſtudied in the world's diſeaſe 
(That epidemic error and depravity, 
Or in our judgment or our eye), 
That what ſurpriſes us can only plenſe. 
We often ſearch contentedly the whole world 
round, 
To make ſome great diſcovery ; 
And ſcern it when tis found. 
Juſt ſo the mighty Nile has ſvfc2%d in its ſame, 
Becauſe *tis ford (and perhaps only ſaicd) 
We've found a little inconf{.dcralile h al, 
95 That feeds the huge unequal ſtream. 
Conſider human fo ly, and you'll quickly own, 
That all the praiſcs it can give, h 
By 2 ſome fondly boaſt they fall for ever 
ive, 

Won't pay tl impertinence of being known; 
Elſe why ſhould the fand Lydiai | ing 
(nn all the charms of an uſurped wife and 

ato, 
With all that power unſelt courts mankind to be 
great, 
Did with re unexperienc'd glories wait) 
Still wear, ftill doat, on his inviſible ring: 


VII. 


Were I to form a regular thought of Fame, 
Which is perhaps as hard t imagine right 
As to paint Echo to the ſight ; 
I would not draw th? idea from an empty name; 
Becauſe, alas! when we all dic, 
Careleſs and ignorant poſterity, 
Although they praiſe the Earning and the wit, 
And though the title ſeems to ſhow 
The name and man by whom the book was 
writ, 
Yet how ſſ all they be brouglit to know, 


| Whether that very name was be, or you, or 17 + 
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Gould I daub it oer with tranfitory praiſe, 
* And watcr-colours of theſe days 2 
Theſe days! where en the extravagance of poetry 
I at u loſs for figures to expreſs 
Mer's folly, whimſies, and inconſtancy, 
And by a faint deſcription makes them less. 
Then tell us what is Fame, where ſhall we ſcarch 
for it? 
Look where exalted Virtue and Religion ſit 
Enthron'd with heavenly Wit! 
Look where you ſee 
The greateſt ſcorn of learned Vani'y! 
(Aud then how much a nothing is mankind! 
Whoſe reaſon is weightd down by lar air, 
Whe, by that, vainly talks of baffling dcath ; 
And hopes to lengthen lite by a transtuſon of 
breath, 
Which yet whoe'er examines right will find 
To be aa art as vain as bottling up of wind!) 
Aud when you ſiud out theſe, believe true Fame 
15 there, 
Far above all reward, yet to which all is due ; 
And this, ye great unknown! is only known 


in you. 
VIII. 
The juggling ſea-god, when by chance tre- 
pann'd 


By ſomꝰ inſtructed queriſt ſleeping on the ſand, 
Impatient of all anſwers, firaight became 
A itealing brook, and ftrove to creep away 
Into his native ſea, 
Vext at their follies, murmur*d in his ftream ; 
But, diſappointed of his fond deſire, 
Would vaniſh in a pyramid of fire. 
This ſurly ſlippery God, whom he defign'd 
To furniſh his eſcapes, 
Ne'er borrow'd more variety of 
Than you to pleaſe and ſatisfy mankind, 
And ſeem (almoit) trans for mid to water, flame, 
and air, 
So well you anſwer all pkznomena there: 


—_ madmen and the wits, philoſophers and 
tools, | 
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More oft” in fools* and mad men's hands than 
ſages, , 

She ſeems a medley of all ages, | 

With a huge fardinga'e to ſwell her fuſtian ſtuff, 

A new commode, a top-knot, and a ruff, 

Her face patch*d o'cr with modern pedantry, 

With a long ſweeping train 


Of comments and diſputes, ridiculous and vain, 


All of oid cut with a new dye; 

How ſoon have you reſtor'd her charms, 
And rid her of her lumber and her books, 

Dreſt her again geatecl and neat, 

And rather tight than great ! 
How fond ws: are to court her to our arms! 
How much of Heaven is in her naked looks ! 
X 


Thus the dcluding Muſe oft blinds me to ber 
ways 
And ev'n my very t s transfers 


And changes all to beauty, and the praiſe 
Of that proud tyrant ſex of hers. 
The rebel Muſe, alas! takes part 
But with my own rebellious hart, 
And you with fatal and immortal wit confpire 
To fan th* unhappy fire. | 
Cruel unknown ! what is it you intend? 
rie 
Rather forgive what my firſt tranſport ſaid : 
May all the blood, which ſhall by woman's ſcorn 
be ſhed, | 
Lie upon you and on your children's head ! © 
For you (ab! did I think I e'er ſhould live to ſee 
The fatal time when that could be) 
Have ev'n inereasꝰd their pride and cruelty. 
Woman ſeems now above all vanity grown, 
Still boaſting of her great unknown 
Platonic 1 gain'd without one female 
wile, | 
Or the vaſt charges of a ſmile; * 
Which *tis a ſhame to ſce how much of late 


You ve taught the covetous wretches to o'cr- 
rate, | 


With all that fac ious or enthuſiaſtic dotards ! And which they ve now the conſciences to weigh 


dream, 


And all tae incoherent jargon of the ſchools ; 


Througu all the fumes of fear, hope, love and | 


ſhaw he 


Contrive to ſhock your minds with many a ſenſe- 


's doubt; 
Doubts where the Delphic God would grope in 
ignorance and night, 
The God of learning and of light 
Would want a God himfelf to help him out. 


wy IX. 
"AY „as it before us Les, 
Scems to have borrow'd ſome ungrateful taſte 
Oi doubts, impertinence, and niceties, 
From every age through which it paſsd, 
But always with a ſtronger reliſh of the laſt. 
Ibis beautcous queen, by Heaven deſign'd 
To be the great original 
For man to dreſs and poliſh his uncourtly mind, 
Jn 3 habits have they put her ſince the 


| In the ſame balance with our tears, 
And with ſuch ſcanty wages pay 
The bondage and the ſlavery of years, 
Let the vain ſex dream on; the empire comes 
from us, SR 
And, had they common generoſity, 
They would not uſe us thus. 
Well—though you ve rais'd her to this high 
degree, 
Ourſelves are rais*d as well as ſhe; . 
And, ſpite of all that they or you can do, 
Tis pride and happineſs enough to me 
Still to be of the ſame exalted {ex with you. 
XI. 
Alas, how fleeting and how vain | 
Is ev'n the nobler man, our learning and our 
wat: | f 5 
Iſgh whene er I think of it; 
As at the cloſing of an unhappy ſcene- 
Of ſome great king and conqueror's death, 
When the ſad melancholy Muſe 


| orgs that 6 uno mnt Lora, 
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I grieve, this nobler work moſt happily be 
So quickly and ſo wonderfully carry'd on, — 
May fall at laſt to intereſt, folly, and abuſe. 

There is a noon-tide in our lives, 

Which ſtill the ſooner it arrives, 
Although we boaſt our winter-ſun looks bright, 
And fooliſhly are glad to ſee it at its height, 
mung m—_ the long and gloomy 

nig 

No conqueſt ever yet begun, 
Aud by one mighty hero carried to its neight, | 
E*cr fivuriſh'd under a ſucceſſor or a ſon ; 
It loſt ſome mighty pieces through all hands it 


ſt 
And dim dt 10 an empty title in the laſt. 
For, when the animating mind is fled 
| (Which nature never can retain, 


Nor e'er call back . 


XII. 


And thus undoubtedly t will fare, 
With what ur men ſhall dare 
To be ſucc*iTors to theſe great unknown, 
On Learning's bigh-eftabliſh'd throne. 
Numberlefs ngtions, ing far and wide, 
Shall (I foreſee jt) ſoon with Gothic ſwarms 
come forth 
From Ignorance's univerſal North, 
And with blind rage break all this peaceful go- 
: vernment : | | 
Yet ſhall theſe traces of your wit remain, | 
Like a juſt map, to tell the vaſt extent 
Of conqueſt in your ſhort and happy reign ; 
And to all future mankind ſhew | 
How ſtrange a paradox is true, 
That men who liv'd and dy'd without a name 
re the chief heroes ja the ſacred liſt of Fame. 
| 
| 


WRITTEN IN 4 


LADY”'s IVORY TABLE BOOK, | 


1699. | 


| USE my leaves through every part, 
And think thou ſeeſt my owner's heart, 

Scrawl'd oer with trifles thus, and quite 

As hard, as ſenſeleſs, and as light; 

Expo to every coxcomb's eyes, 

But hid with caution from the wiſe. 

Here you may read, 4 Dear charming ſaint !? 

Beneath, A new receipt for paint: | | 


I a MC. . 


Here, in beau-ſpelling, “ Tru tel deth;“ 1 


There, in her own, « For an el breth :” 

Here, „Lovely nymph, pronounce my doom!“ 
There, «© A ſafe way to uſe perfume: ? 
Here, a page fl'd with billets-doux; 

On tYother fhde, „ Laid out for ſhoes”? — 

« Madam, I die without your grace“ 

— „ lem, for half a yard of lace,” 
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— that had wit would plac- it here, 
or every ing fop to jeer; 

In power of late — a — 

Whe nder be pleaſe, to blot it out: 

And then, to heighten the diſgracc, 

Clap his on nonſenſe in the place? 

Whoe'er s to hold his part 

In ſuch a book, and ſuch a heart, 

If he be wealthy, and a fool, 

Is in all points the t:tteſt tool ; 

Of whom it may be juſtly ſaid, 

He *s a gold pencil tipp'd with lead. 


Mas. HARRIS's PETITION. 
1699. 

P their Fxcellencies the Lords ſuſticss of 
Ireland“, the humble petition of Frances 
Frances Harris, 

Who mutt farve, and dic a maid, if it miſcar- 
ries 3 

Humbly ſheweth, 
That I went to warm myſelf in Lady Betty? 
* kg becauſe I was cold ; 7 


And I had in a purſe ſeven pounds, four ſhil. 
lings, and fax pence, befdes farthings, in 
money and gold : 

So, becauſe I had been buying things for my 
Lady laſt night, 

da” hand arr to ſee if it was 
right. 

Now, you muſt know, becauſe my trunk 
a very bad lock, 


Therefore all the money I have, which, God 
knows, is a very ſmall ftock, 

I keep in my pocket, ty'd about my middle, 

q next to my ſmock. 

So when I went to put up my purſe, as God 
would have jt, my ſmock was unript, 
And, inſtead of putting it into my pocket, down 

it flipt; : 

Then the bell rung, and I went down to put my 
Lady to bed; 

And, God knows, I thought my money was as 
ſafe as my maidenhead, 

8o, when I came up again, I found my pocket 
feel very light : 

But when I ſearch'd, and miſs'd my purſe, 
Lord! I thought I ſhould have funk out- 
right. 

Lord ! Madam, ſays Mary, how d' ye do? In- 
deed, ſays I, never worſe : 

But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have done 
with my purſe ? 1. 

Lord help me ! faid Mary, I never ſtirr d out of 
this place AM 3 

Nay, ſaid I, I it in Lady Betty's chamber, 
that's a plain caſe,” or hots 


* The Earls of Berkeley and of Galway. 


| T Lady Betty Berkeley, after cuardi Ger maip% 
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ch Mary get me to bed, aud cover'd me up, 
warm : 

However, ſhe ſtole away my garter, that I might 
do myſelt no harm 

& 1 tumbled and tots'd all night, as you may ve- 
ry well thin, 

But lurdly ever ict my eyes together, cr Nept a 
wiok, 

& 1 was a-dream'd, rxcthorght, that we went 
and ſear ch'd the folks round, 

And in a curner of Mrs, Dules's * box, ty*d in a 
rag, the monty was found. 


So next mrning we told Whittle 1, and he [cl] 


a Ivvcaring : 

Then wy dame Was gert came; aud ſhe, you 
at, is thick ot hearing, | 

Dame, ſaid 1, a, Yad 1+ I could bawl, do you 
' Ow What a lofs I have had ? 

Nay, faid ſhe, my Lerd Colway sg folks are all 
very ſad; 

For my Lord Dremedary]] comes a Tuciday 
without tail. 


Pugh! aid I, but that 's not the buſineſs that 1 
il 


ail, 
Says Cary**, ſays he, I have heen a ſervant this 
five and twer ty year*, come ſprins, 
And in all the places 1 liv'd I never heard of 
ſuch a thiug. 


Yes, fays the fiewardF, I remember, when 1 


was at my Lady Shrewſzury* 3, 

Such a thing as this lapped juſt about the time 
of poeſeber ries, 

do I went to the party ſuſpected, and I found her 
ſull of grief, 

(Now, you muſt know, of all things in the world, 
J hate a thic f.) 

However, I am refolv'd to bring the diſcourſe 
ſlily about : 

Mrs, Dube, f:i4 7, here % an ugly accident las 
lappeifd out: 

"Tis wot that I vain the money three Ni:ips of a 
lauſe ;C ' 

Put the thing I fand upon is the credit of the 
houic, 
Tis true, ſeven pour.d-, for ſhillings, and fx | 
pence, maves a great hole in my wages: 
Befides, a5 they ſay, ſervice is no inheritance in 
th ſe ages. 

Now, Mrs. Dukes, youu knew, ard cvery body 
underftauds, 

That though 'tis har. to judge, yet moncy can't 
go without hands. ä 


* Wiſe to ere of tle ſtietmen. 

T Karl of Bertele,“ Aer. 

y Tre old deaf. cuſcheeter, 

$ Cu. 

| Tie E.1l of Nroplefn, , enich the Pri- 
wate, was t: ſucccei the t=vs Earls, 

** Clerk of tie lite er. 

Tt Perris, 

q Ar uſual ſavirg of here, 

Vor. V. a ‚ 
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The devil take me! ſaid ſhe (bleſſing berſelf) if 


ever 1 ſav *t þ 
So ſhe roar'd lite a Bedlam, as though I had 
calld her all to naught. ; 


I een left her, and came away as wit az I was 
he fore. 

Well; but then they would have had me gone to 

the cunning a 

No, faid I, *:is the fame thing, the chapliin will 

be here anon. 

So the chuplair* came in. Now the ſervants ſay 

he is my ſweetheart, 

Became he s always in my chamber, and I al- 

way + n his part, 

So, 22% wald have it, before I was awareg 
out 5 biunder'd, 

Pc; er, aid I, can you caſt a nativity, when a 
body s plunder'd ? 

(Now, you muſt know, he hates to be call'd 

farſen like the vewil! ) 

Truly, fays he, Mrs. Nab, it might become you 
to be more civil: 

If ”_ money be gone, as a Il-arned divine ſays, 

ye ſc, 

You are no text for my handling: ſo tate that 

from me : 

I was never tagen for a comjurer before, Id have 

you to know. 

Lerd ! faid j, dont be angry, I am ſure I never 

thought you fo 


You know T honour the cloth; I defign to be a 


perſer?; wire; 

I never tot one in your cea- for a conurer in all 
my lite. 

With that he twiſted his girdle at me like a rape, 

a: who ſhould ſay, 

Now you may go hang yourfelf for me! and ſo 

went away. 

Well: I thought I ſhould have ſwoon'd, Lord! 
ſaid J, what Gall J do? 

J hare lot my „ere, and ſhall loſe my true /ove 
too 

Then my Lord call'd me: Harrys, ſaid my 
Lord, don't cry , 

I'll give you ſomsthing towards thy loſs ; ed, 
tags my Lady, fo will J. 

Ou! but, ſaid J, what if, after all, the chaplain 
won't come te 

For that, he ſaich, (at pleaſe your Excellenciet) 
muſt petition you. 

The pr-miTes ederly con ſuder'd, I defre your 
Excellerc ie. prote tion, | 

Aud that 1 may have a ſhare in next Sunday's 
coll<ciion eg 

And, over ard above, that I may have your 
Exe lere“ letter, 

With an cher for the c<>:4/42in aforeſaid, or, in- 
ſtead of him, a better : 


* Dr. Sep: . 
* A cart weird of Lerd and Lady 3. to Mrs, 


Harris, 


. 
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And then your poor feritiencr, both night and | 
Ca 


y | 
Or the chaplei, (for 'i his trade), as in duty | 
ſhall ever Fr yo 


A BALLAD 


ox TUE 
GAME or TRAFFIC. 
a Written at the Cadle of Dublin, 1699. 


AY Lord}, to find out who muſt deal, | 
Dehvers cards about, 

But the firſt knave does ſ-Idom fail 
Io pad the Doctor out. 


But then his Honour cry'd, Gadzooks ! 
And ſeea'd to knit his brow : 

For on a nave he never Doks 
But h' thinks upon jack How“. 

My Lady, though fre is no player, 
Some bungling partner takes, 

And, wedg*d in cer of a chair, 
Takes ſnuß, and holds the axes. 


Dame FloydÞ loo!:s out in grave ſuſpence | 
For pair-rapals and ſequents | 
But, witely cautious of her pence, 
— The caftle ſeldom frequents. | 
Quoth Herries, fairly putting caſes, 
I'd won it on my word, 
If I had but a pair of ac 
Al. d could pick vp a third, 
But Weſton has a neu- caſt gown 
Or. Surdays to be ine in, 
And, if ihe can but win a crown, 
Twill juſt vew-dyec the lining. 
« + With theſe is Tos ſer Sviſt, 
« Not knawi g how to ſpend his time, 
cc Does make a wretched itt, 
« To deafen them w ith puns and rhyme.“ 


a BB & oo &:& B 
To the Tune of II., Cut-Prur/c*, 
4 


NCE on a time, as uld ſtories rehearſe, 
A friar would needs ſhew his talent in La- 
tin ; 
But was ſorely put tot in the midſt of a verſe, 
Becauſe he could nud no word to come pat in: 


+ The Erle Perkelcy. 

* Pm er to lern. 

+ See the verſes an thi: Lady, p. 27 l. 
I See the rote following. 

Lady Betty Ber kclcy, Arn. li ne the preceding 
ver ſes in the authors room une ſted, write un- 
der them the concluling flange; which g.,ve occas 
fon to this ballad, written by the cuther in a 
counter feit hand, as if a third perſen had dine 
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Ther. all in Me place, 
He leit a vid fpace, 
A di we: to bed in a d tperate cafe : 
Welch * the ext merniog a veil der] ride 
cc! 
He found it was firangely 12d up in the wid. 
TIE 
Cho, I. I cerſuriry oritice then tink u they 
"rr en 73 
Nene write werles vit ſuch an 
iar: & 
II. 
Thi: put re the friar into an amaze ment: 
Fer he wiſely conf der'd it mutt he a ſij rite; 
That he came through the key-hole, or in at the 
ca;2menrt 
And it need: muſt be one that could both read 
and writs :; 
Yet he did not know 
Ir i were friend or foc, 
Or whether it came from above or below: 
Hewever, wa; civil in angel or eli, 
For he nc'er could have fill'd it ſo well of bim- 
ſelf. 
Cho. Let cer/uring, Tc, 


III. 
Even ſo Maſter Doctor had puzzled his brains 
In making a ballad, but was ata fraud ; 
He had mix'd little wit with a great deal of 


pains 3 : 
Whe:: he fourd a new help from iuvilill 
ha-d. | 
| Then, good Docter Swift, 


Pay thazzs for the gift; 
For you freely muſt ci, you were at a dead 


litt: 

Aud, though ſome malicious ycung fpirit cid 
drvt, 

| You may know by the Land it had no clovea 
taot. 


Cho. Le? ccſur irg, Sc. 


THE DISCOVERY. 


\ T HUN wiſe Lord Beriley ſrt came here“ 
| State. nen and mob expected wonders, 
Nr Vught to find fo great a peer 

Erc a week pat committing blunders. 
Till, on a day cut out by tate, 
When fol came thick to make their court, 
Out ſlipt a yttery of ftat2, 
Io give ine town and country ſport. 
Now enters * Buſh with new fate airs, \ 

Hi: lordſt ip*s premier inis iſter; 
And who iu all profound afiairs 

Is held as weedfull as his + clyſter. 

* To Ireland, as cre of the Lords Fuſtices. 

* Buſs: by ſome unf han infiruarion, btaired 
te poſt of ſecretary, which: had been promiſes to 
Swr/t. 


T Airways taken beſere my Lord wer! 10 Ceure 


if, | cil, 


L 


nern 


With head r2clining on his ſhoulder, 
He dals and hrs myſterious chat, 
While every ig ora>t b. holtler 
Aſks of his neige ber, Who is that ? 


With thi» he put up to ny lord, 
The courtizrs pt tacir diſtance due, 
He twitch'd his fleove, af Mole a word; 
Then to a corner both withdrew, 
Imagine now, my Lord a d Buſh 
Whispering in ju to mor: ;wofound, 
Like good king f Payz and good king Uſh, 
While all the reſt food g ug round, 


At agth a ſpark not ton wot bred, 

Or torward face ad car acute, 
Adrva::c'd on tiptoe, cad hi- head, 

To over- hear the grand diipute : 
To learn what Northern kings de ga, 

Or from Whitehall ſome new expreſs, 
Papiſts QUifarm'd, or fall of coin: © 

For ſure (thought he) it can't be laſs. 


My lord, faid Buſh, a friend and I, 
Diſguis'd in two ld threa:l-harc coats, 

Ere morning*s dawn, ol: out to ſpy 
How markets went ior hay and oats, 


With that he draws tuo har druls out, 
The one was oats, the other hay; 

Puts this to 's excell-acy*s ſnout, 
Aud begs he would the other weigh. 

My lord ſeems plcas*d, but ſill directs 
By all means to bring down the rates ; 


Then, with a congee circumflex, 
Buſh, ſmiling round on all, retreats, 


Our lifiener fond a while confus'd, 

But, gathering ſpirits, wiſely ran for 't, 
Enrag'd to ſee the world abus d 

By two ſuch whiſpering kings of na 


THE PROBLEM, 


«K THAT MY LORD EPERKELEY STINKS, WHEN 
HE 1S IN LOVE,” 


Du ever problem thus perplex, 
Or more employ, the female ſex? 


So ſweet a paſſion, who would think, 
Jove ever form'd to make a link ? 

The ladies vow and ſwear, thzy l try 
Whether it be a truth or lye. 

Loves fire, it ſeems, like inward heat, 
Works in my lord by ſtool a: d ſweat, 
Which brings a ſlink from every pore, 
And rom hehind and from before; 
Yet, what i; wonderful to tell it, 

None but tlie 4avourite nymph tan ſmcll it, 
But now, to ſolve the natural cauſe 

By ſober philoſophic laws: 

Whether all paſſions, when in ſerment, 
Work out as anger does in vermin; 


I Ke « Lie Releas ſal,” 
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So, when a weazel you torment, 
You 52nd his paſhion by his ſcent. 


2 read of kings, who, in a fright, 
wugh o:. athrone, would fall to ſh—, 
d all this, deep ſcholars know, 


Thet th: main ring of Cupid's bow 


cz on a time was ag a— gut; 


Nom to a nobler otlic: put, 
By favorr or deſert preſerrꝰd 
From giving paPage to a t—; 


But till, though t:x*d among the ftars, 


28 iy npatnize with human a—, 


Thu-, when you feel an bard-bound br-ech, 
Co-clud- love®s bow-ftring at full firetch, 
Till * ie ad looſeneſs comes, and then 

C coclude the bow r-clax'd again. 


And D, the ladie- all are bent 


To try the great experimæut, 
Ambitious of a rege:1t's heart, 
Spread all their char ins to catch a f—; 


uching the firft unſavoury wind, 


Some ply before, and ſome behind. 
My lard, or fire amidit the dames, 
F—t3 lis a laurel ia the flames. 
The fair approach the ſp:aking part, 
To try the bacz-way to his heart: 
For, as when we a gun diſcharge, 
Although the bore be ne*er ſo large, 
Betore the fame /rom muzzle burſt, 
Juſt at the breech it Zaſhes frſt; 

So from my lord his pa Hon broke, 
H. f—4d firſt, and tlen he ſpoke. 


The la. lies vanith in the ſmother, 


To confer notes with one another ; 

Aud now they all agreed to name 

Whom cach-one thoug ht the happy dame. 
Queth Neal, whate*cr tue reſt may think, 
Pm. ure twas I, that ſmelt the ftink. 
Yau fmcli the ftink! by G—, you lye, 
Qoth Roſs, for PII be ſworn *twas I. 
Lalies, quoth Levens, pray forbear: 

Let“ act fall out; we all had ſhare ; 
And, by the mott I can diſcover, 

My lord 's an univerial lover. 


Tut DESCRIPTION 


OF A 
SALAMANDER. 
1706. 
Pliny, Nat. Hiſt. Iib. x. c. 67. Iih. xxix. c. 4. 


S Maſtiff Dogs in modern phraſe are 
Calbd Pompey, Scipio, and Czfar ; 


A: P;cz and Paus are often ſtybd 


ith “ hriſtian vigknames, lite a child; 


As we ſay Monſeur to an Ape, 


ithovt ene to human ſnape; 


So men have got, from bird and brute, 
Names that wouid beſt their vatures ſuit, 
The Lic.,, Eagle, Fox, and Boar, 

ere Herocs titles heretofore, 
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Beſtow*d as hieroglyphics fit 

To ſhe w their valour, ſtrength, or wit: 

For what is ur.derftond by fine, 

Befales the getting of a name ? 

But, e'er nige men invented guns, 

A different way th-ir fancy runs: 

To paint a Hero, we inquire 

For ſomethi:-g that will conquer jire, 

Would you deſcribe Turenne or Trump? 

Think of a b«:4et or a jump, R 

Are theſe too ly: then find out grander 

Call my lord Cutts a Sala wander. 

Ti- well; but, fince we live among 

Detraclors with an evil tongue, 

Who may object againſt the term, 

Pliny ſhail prove what we affirm : 

Pliuy ſhall prove, aud we il apply, 

Ard IA be judg'd by ſtandere- by. 
Firſt, then, our author has defin'd 

This reptile of the Serpent kind, 

W:th gaudy coat and ſtining train; 

But loathſome ſpots his body ttain 

Cut trom ſome hole obſcure he flies, 

M hen rains deſcend, aud tempeſts riſe, 

Till the ſun clears the air; and then 

Crawls back neglected to his den. 


So, when the war has rai*d a ſtorm, 
Tue ſcen a Snake in human form, ; 
All flau'?d with infamy and vice, 
Leap from the duaghill in a trice, 
Buruniu, and make a gaudy ſtow, 
Become a general, peer, and beau, 
Till peace has made the ſky ſerene ; 
Then i rink into its hole again. 
« All tais we grant—why then look yonder ; 
« Sure that muſt be a Salamander ” 


Farther, we are by Pliny told, 
This Serpent is extremely cold 
So cold, trat, put it in the fire, 
*Twill make tho very flames cxpire : 
Be ſides, it ſpues a filthy froth 
(Whether through rage or luſt, or both) 
Of matter purulent or white, | 
Which, happening on the fin to light, 
And there corrupting to a wound, 
Spreads leproſy and baldacfs round, 


So have I ſeen a batter'd blau, 
By age and claps grown cold as ſow, 
Whote breath or touch, wher--c'er he came, 
Bl-w out Love*s torch, cr chilPd the fame: 
And ſhould ſome nyraph, who nc'er was cruel, 
Like Chariton cheap, or amis Du-Ruel, 
Reis the f]th which he cje& >, 
Sa: oon world fnd the fame efiects 
er tainted carcaſe to purſue, 
As from the Salamander's ſpuec ; 
A diſinal ſhedding of her locks, 
And, i, no leproſy, a pox. 
« Thea I M appeal to cach by-fazder, 
« I this be not a Salama. der : 


F 
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TO THE 
EARL or PETERBOROW, 


WHO COMMANDED THE BriTtISH FORce ix 
Sat. 


N ORDANTO fill; the trump of fame, 

1 The Chriſtian worlds his deeds proclaim, 

Aud priats are crouded with his name, 
In jpurnie* he cutrides the poſt, 

Sit up till midyight with his loft, 

Talks politicks, and gives the toatt ; 


Knows every prince in Europe's faces 
Flies like a ſquib from plac* to place, 
And travels not, but runs a race. 


Fro:n Paris gazette à-la-main, 
This day arriv'd, without iis train, 
Mor/anto in a week from Spain. 


Amel enger comes all a-reck, 
Mnordacto at Madrid to feck ; 
He let the town above a week. 


Next day the poti-hoy wiads his horn, 
And rides through Dover in the mora ; 
Mcrdauto 's lar.d:d from Leghorn. 


Mordanto gallops on alone; 
The roads are wita her rollowers ſtroun; 
This breaks a girth, and that a bone. 

Eli, body adiye as his mind, 
R<wrning ſound in limb aud v ind, 
Except ſom leather loſt behind. 

A li leæton iu outward Igure, 
His meagre corpſe, though full of vigonr, 
Would halt Le hind him, were it bigger. 


So wonderful his expedition, 
When you have not the I-aft ſuipicion, 
He 's with you 1] ke an apparition : 


Shines in all climates like a ſtar; 
In ſenates bold, and fierce in war ; 
Aland commanger, evd a tar : 


Heroic ac ioi:s early bred in: 
Neuer to be match'd in modern reading, 
But by his name-ſake Charles of Sweden. 


On rue UNION. 
IE. Qucæn has lately loſt a part, 


Of her EXTIRELY=-ENGLISH® heart; 
For want of which, by way af hotch, 
She picc*d up again with $COTCH, 
Ble ſt revolution] wich creates 
Divided hearts, united ſtates ! 

Sec bow th: double nation lies 

Like a rich coat with {kirts of trize : 
As ii a man, in mabing poſies, 
Shouls bundle thiſtles up with roſes. 
Who ever yet a union faw 

Of kiredoms without faith or law ? 
Penccforward let no ſtateſman dare 
A kingdom to a ſhip compare; 

Left he rould call our commor.weal 
A veſſel with a double keel: 


+ The motto on Queen Arnc's ceronat ion medal, 
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Which, juſt li: ours, n2w rigg*d and mann*d, | 
ad g about a league from land, | 
By 2n::ge of wind to lzeward d- 

Tic piiot knew not now to Fuide, 

S0 t. 3: tion will 0% rw aclm 

Var crazy double-boitoind realm, 


Ox Mas. BIDDY FLOYD. 


Or, The Receier to form a Bar“. 
* LIFY Cupid did his grandfrre jove intreat 
Fo tr, tom Beauty by a new receipt, | 
hee ſent, a.:4 10nd iar in a connntry- ſe ne 
Truth, inne, gohd- nature, loo ſcrene : 
From which ingredient: firſt the dextrous boy 
Pic:'d tac demure, the aukward aud the coy, 
The Graces ſrom the court did next provide 
Brcadi::z, ard wit, and air, ad decoeut pride: 
hee Venus cleans from every ſpurious grain 
Of nice, coquet, afieted, p:rt, and vain. 
. Jove uix'd up all, and his be it clay employ'd; 
Then call'd the happy Compo tion Flcy7, 
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APOLLO OUTWITTED. 
TO TT 


Ho x. Mes. Fixcn, 


Aſter cvard. Crunteſs of Winchelſer, under her | 
Name , Ardelia. 
HC <BUS, now ſhorteniag every ſhade, | 
to the ;,orthern trepic came, 
Aud the ec behcld a lovely maid, | 
Atte: digg on a royal dame. 4% 
Th: god laid dvi is feeble rags, | 
Then lighted rom his g!: t-ring coach; | 
But teac*d his head with his own bays, 
Beiore he dur:t the nyniph approach, 


Under thoſe ſaered leaves, ſecure | 
From common lightaing of the fcies, | 
He fondly thoug lt he might eudure 

The flaſnes of Ard-:lia's cyes, 
The nymph, who cit? had rcad in books 

Of tat bright god hom bards invole, 
Soon e Apollo by his looks, 

Aud goeſ-*d li- buſineſs ere he ſpoke, 
He, iu the old cel-:tial cant, 

Cor:feſ'd his ame, and fwore by Styx, 
Whate'er ſhe would d-tre, to grant 

But viſe Ardcha knew his tricks. 
Ovid had v ara'd ner, to beware 

Of ftruiling gods, whoſe uſual trade is, 
Under pr tence of taking ais, 

To pick up ſublunary ladies. 


— as n 1 


As havi”g malice ia her heart; 
Aud was refolv'd upon a trial, 
To cheat the god in his own art. 


* Arelegant Latin wer fien of this littie poem is 


7 


| 


in the fixth volume of Dryer?s Miſcellanies, | 
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Hear my re:ueR, the virgin ſaĩd; 
Let whien I pleaf. of all tur Nine. 
Attend, hene er I want their aid, 
Obey my call, ard oy ine. 
By vow oblig*d, by paſtion led, 
The god could not refuſe her prayer: 
He wav*d his wreath thrice oer her ,k 
Thrice mutter'd ſomething to the air. 


And now he thought to ſeize his due: 
But re the charm alr ady tried. 
Thalia heard the call, a d new 
To wait at bright Ardelia's ſe, 
On ſight of this colefiial ++ wc, 
Apollo thought it vai: to fray 3 
Nor in her preſence dur# be rude : 
But mad» his leg aud went away. 
He hop'd to find ſons lucky nour, 
When on their Qucen the :4uſes wait: 


But Palla owns Ardelia's power; 


For vows divine are kept by Fate. 


{ Then, full of rage, Apollo ſpoke : 


Deccitful Nymph ! 1 ſee thy art : 
Ard, though 1 can't my gift revoke, 

IM diſappoint its nobler part. 
Let ſtubborn pride poſſeſs thee long, 

And be thou nagligent of fame ; * 
Wrtth every Muſe to grace thy ſong, 

May ' ſt thou deſpiſe a poet's ame f 
Of modeſt poets thou be firſt ; ; 

To ſilent Mad repeat thy verſe, 
Till Fame and Echo al moſt burſt, 

Yet hardly darg one line rehearſe, 
And laſt, my vergeance to complete, 

May? thou deſce d to ta: e renown, 
PrevaiPd on by the thi:.g you hate, 

A Whig ! and one that wears a gown ! 


VANBRUGH's HOUSE, 
Built from the Ruins of Whitehall, 
1706*, 


times of d, when time was yourgs 
And posts their own verſes ſu::g, 
A verſe would draw a fone or beam, 
That now would over-load a team; 
Lead them a dance of many a mile, 


| Then rear them to a goodly pile. 
Each .viaber had its different power: 
Heroic ſtraĩus could build a tower; 


Soanets, or El2zics to Chloris, 


| Miz raiſe a houie about two ſtories ; 

| A : yric Ode would ſlate; a Catch 

| Would tile; an EZpigram would tnatch. 
Howc*er, ſhe gave no flat denial, [ 


But, to their own or landlord's colt, 
Now poets feel this art is loſt, 
Not one of all our tuneiu! throng 
Can raiſe a lodging for a ſeng: 


See the nete p. 273. 
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For Jove confider'd well the caſe, 
Gbſcrv'd they grow a numerous race 
And, ſhould they build as fait as eite, 
[would ruin uudertakers quite. 
This evil therefore to preveut. 
He wiſcly chang'd their clement : 
On carth the god of wealth was made 
Sole patron ot the building trade: 
Leaving the wits the ſpacious air, 
With hcence to bri/d ca ler there 
Aud, tis conceiv'd, their old pretence 
10 lodge in garrcts comes from thence. 
? coming thus, in modern way, 
The better halt we have to ſay: 
$1. g, Muic, the houſe of poet Van 
In higher trains than we he gan. 
Van {ror *tis fit the reader know it) 
Js both a herald and a poet; 
No wonder then if nicely 1d 
In both capacities to build. 
As berald, he can in a day 
K: pair a hexſe gone to decay ; 
Gr, by achievement, arms, device, 
Erect a new one in a trice; 
And, as a pnet, he has fx ill 
To build in ſ tion ſtill. 
Great jove ! he cry*d, the art reſtore 
To build by verſe as heretofore, 
And make my Muſe the architect; 
What s ſhall we cre ! 
No longer ſhall forſaten Thames 
Iam nt his old Whitehall in flames; 
A pile ſhall from its aſhes riſe, 
J to invade or the ſkies. 
Jove ſmil'd, and, like a gentle god, 
Conſenting with the uſual nod, 
Told Van, be knew his talent beſt, 
And lert the choice to his own breaft. 
Sn Van reſolv'd to write a farce 3; 
t, well perceiving wit was ſcarce, 
With cunning that deſeQ ſupplies 3 
Takes a French play as lawiul prize; 
Steals thence his plot and every joke, 
Not once ſuſpeAting dove would ſmote 3 
And (lite a wag fet down to write) 
Would whifper to hiinſelf, a bite; 
Then, from this motley, mingled ſty le, 
Proceed-d to erect his pile. 
So men or oll, to gzin renown, did 
Build Babel with their tongues coniounded. 
Jove ſaw tae chat, but thought it beſt 
To turn the matter to a jeſt : 
; Down from Clympus* top he ſlides, 
Laughing 43 if he *d burſt his ſides : 
Ay, thought the God, are theſe your tricks? 
Why taen % play: deſerve old ericks ; 
And, fince you ye ſparing af your ſtuffy 
Your building ſhall be ſmall enough. 
He ſpate, aud, grudging, lent his aid; 


Viv exnericacd bricks, that knew thcix trade, 


(As b ing bricks at ſecond-hand), 
Now move, and now in order ſtand. 
The building, as the poct writ, 

Noſe in proportion to his wit: 
And firſt the Prologue built a wall 
50 wile as to eucompaſs all, 
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A type 


S WIT T's POZM Ss, 


The Scene a wood produc'd, no mort 

Thaa a few ſcrubby trees be.nre, 

The Plot as yet lay deep; and fo 

A collar rext was dug below: 

But this a wor ſo hard was found, 

Two As it coſt him under ground : 

Two other acts, we may preſums, 

Were ſpeat in building each a room. 

Thus far adranc'd, he made a C ift 

To rai ſe a roof with Ad the mth, 

The Epilogue bebind did frame 

A place not decent here to name. 
Now pots from all quarters ran 

To ſee Ci of brother Va; 

Loob'd high and low, v alk'd often round; 

But no ſuch houſe was to be ſound. 

One aſks the waterman hard- by, 

« Where may the poet's palice Ilie?“ 

Another of the Tham-s inquires, 

Ii he has ſeen its gilded ſpires ? 

At length they in the rubbiſh ſpy 

A th-ng reſembling a gooſe-pye. 

Taither in hatte the poets throng, 


| And gaze in ſilent wonder long, 


Till one in raptures thus began 

To praiſe the pile and builder Van: 
Thrice happy ! who mayꝰit trail 

Thy houſe about thec Like a ſrail ; 

Or, harneſe'd to a nag, at caſe 

Take journeys in it like a chaiſe 3 

Or in a boat, whene*er thou wilt, 

Canft make it ſerve thee ſor a tilt! 


| Capacious houſe! 'tis ond by all 


Thou *rt well contriv*d, though thou art ſmall ; 
For very wit in Britain's ile 

May lodge within thy ſpacious pile. 
Litze Bacchus thou, as poets feign, 

Thy mother burnt, art born again, 
Born like a phœnix from the flame; 
But neither % nor ſha e the ſaine: 
As animals of large ſ ze 

Corrupt to maggots, worms, and flies; 
of moser wit and ſtyle, 

The rubbiſh of an ancient pile. 

8o chemiſts boaſt they have a power 
From the dead aſhes of a flower 

Some faint reſemblance to produce, 
But not the virtue, taſte, or juice: 

So modern rhymers wiſely blaſt 

The poetry of ages paſt; 

Which after they have overthrown, 
They from its ruins build their own, 


TWO RIDDLES. 


I. ON A FAN. 


| er Indiz*s burning clime Pm brought, 
With cooling gales like Zephyrs fraught. 


* Originally communicated by Swif: to Oliiſ- 


1707 *. 


| er, Se publiſhed them in « The ATujes Mer 


« cu, 1907. Some other amuſements of the ſame 
nature, written about 15 24, moy be ſeen in Vol. 


XIIn. N. 


s WIT Ir 


Not Irie, when the paints the ſ-y, 
Car iow more dlif.erent bu than I: 
Nor can ſhe chai ge ber form fo fat 
Im now a ſail, and now a man: 

I here am red, and there am green; 
A been there, and her: a queen. 

I fometimes live in houze or hair, 
And ot in hand ef dy fair: 

1 pleaſe the your, I grace the old, 
Aud am at onc- ot aud cold: 
Say what 1 am then, if you car, 

Aud find the rhyme, ard you re the man. 


ANS W ER 


YOUR houſe of hair, and lady's hand, 
At brit did put me toa Hand. 
I have it now—Stis plain etcug H- 
Your hairy buſmeſs is a muff, 
Your engine fraught with cooling gales, 
At once io live your mats and fail: ; 
Your ting: of vrarions ſhape aud hue, 
Mutt be ſoune painted toy, I knew: 
Aud fer the rhyme to you fre the mary 
Mat fits it better than a fun? 


- +1, 
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II. ox A BEAU. 


'm wealthy and poor, 
I'm empty and full, 
I'm humble and proud, 


I'm witty and dull. 


I *m foul, and yet fair; 
I'm old, and yet young: 
I lie with Moll Kr, 
And toaſt Mrs, ——, 


ANSV ER, BY MR, F— . 


F rigging he 's rich, though in pocket he 's 
Poor: 

He cringes to courtiers, and cocks to the cits 

Lise twenty he dreſſes, but looks like threeſcore ; 

He 's a wit to the fools, and a ſool to the wit" 


Ct wiſdom he 's empty, but full of conceit; 
He paints and periumes, whils he rots with 
the ſcab; 
Tis a Ec au you may iwear by lis ſenſe and his 
gar; 


He boats of a heauty, and lies with a drab. 


THE HISTORY OF 


VANBRUGH'S HOUSE“. 
EN mother (lad had roſe from play, 
And call'd to take the cards away, 


be. Swift made Sir Fon Fanbrugh amfle 
amends for the printed raillery of this and the perm 
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Van ſew, but ſeem'd not to regard, 
Hen 47118 pic d every Pau. d card, 
An :u{ſy both with hand ad eye, 
Soon rear*d a houſe two 11etes bg, 

Van cut without thought or lecture, 
s hicely turr'd to arc/frefnre : 

He vizw'd the-cdifice, ard ſmib d, 
Vow'd it was pretty for a child; 

It was o et in its kind, 

He kept the mee in his mind, 

Nut, when he found the boys at play, 
And ſaw them dabblirg in their clay, 
Fe ſtood behind a ſtall to lurk, 

And mark tlie progreis of their work; 

With true delight obſerv*d them all 

Rakivg up = to build a wall. 

The * he much ad mird, and took 

The mo e in his table-book; 

Thovolit himfcli now exactly f, ilb'd, 

Ard fo refolv'd a kewſe to l · ulld: 

A real houſe, with rooms, and faire, 

Five times at leaſt as big as theirs ; 

Tailzr than M/ by two yards 

Not a fam thing of clay or cards: 

And ſo he did; for, in a while, 

He built up ſuch a monſtrous pile, 

That no two chairmen could be found 

Able to lift it from the 

Still at Whitehall it ftands in view, 
uſt in the place where firſt it grew: 
hero all the little ſchool- boys run, 

Envying to ſee themſelves out-done, 

From ſuch deep rudimerts as theſe, 
Van is become by due degrees 
For building fam'd, and jufily reckon'd, 
At court, Vitruvius the ſecond : 
No worder, ſnce wiſe authors ſhow 
1 bat / ſcundut ian: muſt be le: 
And now the Due has wifely ta%n him 
To be his .7c/72e@ at Blenheim. 

Put, raillery for once apart, 
If this rule holds in every art; 
Or i; his Grace were no more f: il d in 
The art of batteriag walls than building, 
We might expect to fe next year 
An enſtetrat-man chief engincer! 


— 


BAUCIS AND PHILEMON. 
On the ever-lamented Loſs of the Two VW- 
TREES in the Pariſh of Chiltherne, 
Somerſet. 1708. 


Imitated from the Eighth Book of Ex 1D, 


| bs ancient times, as ſtory tells, 

bat ſaints would ofter: l:ave their cells, 
And fircll about, but hide their quality, 

To try gaod people's hoſpitality, 

It happen'd on a winter-night, 

As authors of the legend write, 

Two brother-hermits, ſaints by trade, 
Taking their gur in maſcuerade, 

Diſguis'd iu tatter'd habits, went 


— FP. 4, in ihe Preface te his Mijcellanijes, 1725. 
. MS. | 


To a {mall village don in Kent; 10 


_ | s WITT“ POEM 8 


Where, in the ftrollers* canting ſtrain, 
They begg'd from door to door in vain, 
Tried every tone might pity win; 
But not a ſot l would let them i. 

Our wandering fai. ts, in woful date, 
Treated at this ud goclly rate, 
Having though all the village paſt, 
To a ſwall cottag es came at laft! 
Where dwelt a good old honeſt ye“ man, 
Call'd in the ncighbourhood Philemon; 
Who in dly „ the ſe — invite 
In his pc to paſe the night; 
Aud then the hoſpitable bre : 
Bid goody Baucis mend the re; 
While he ſrom out the chimney took 
A Hitch of bacon off the hook, 
And freely from the tatt-ſt fide 
Cut out large flices to be iry'd; 
Then deppꝰd aſ de to tetch them drink, 
FilFd a large ivg vp to the brink, 
And ſaw it fairly twice go round; 
Vet (what i wonderful!) they found 
Twas ſtill repleniſh'd to the top, 
As if they neꝰ er had touch'd a drop. 
The good old couple were amaz?d, 
And otten on each other gaz d; 
For beth were frighten*d to the heart, 
And juit began to cry, —W hat ar*t! 
Then ſoftly turn d aſde to view 
Whether the lights were burning blue. 
The gentle p//gr ims, fron aware on't, 


Told them their calling, ard their errand ; 


Good folks, you need not be afraid, 

We are but ite, the i-rmits faid ; 

No hurt ſt all come to you or yours: 
But for that pack of churliſh boors, 

Not fit to live on Chriſtian ground, 
They and their houſes ſi all be drown'd; 
Whilt you ft all ſee your cottage riſe, 
And grow a church before your eyes. 


They ſcarce had ſpoke, when fair and ſoft 


The roof began to mourt aloft; 
Aloft roſe every beam and rafter; 
The heavy wall climb d fowly after. 


The climney widen'd, and grew higher, 


Became a ſteeple with a ſpire. 

The bettle to the top was hoi d, 
And there ood faſte::'d to a joiſt, 
But with the upſ de Cowr., to 1. ow 
Its incliration for below : 

In vaia ; fer a ſuperior force, 
Apply'd at bottom, ſtops its courſe: 
Doon!'d ever ia ſuſpence to dwell, 
»Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, which had almoſt 

Loſt by diſuſe the art to reait, 

A ſudden alteration feels, 

Increa#d hy row” nt ſtire wheels: 
And, what exalts the wonder wore, 
The number made the mction wer: 
The flier, though t had leaden icet, 


15 


35 


50 


55 


70 


Turned round ſo quick, you ſcarce could fee t; 


But, ſlacken'd by ſome ſecret power, 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 
The jack and chimney, near ally'd, 


Had n: ver leſt each ↄther's (de: 
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The chimney to a Reeple grown, 


The jack Werd nt be 1: alone z 
But, up again! the ſtecplg reur'd, 
Became a clock, ard till adi rd; 
And till its love to korſcolt cares, 
Py a ft.ri!l voice at noon, d-clares, 
Warning the cook-maid net tt hurn 
That roaſt- me at which it cannot ti rn. 

The groaning-chair began to crawl, 
Like a huge frail, along the wall; 
There ſtuck aloft in public view, 

And, with fmall change, a pulpit grew. 

The porringers, that in a rc 
Hung high, and made a glittcring ſhow, 
To a lefs roble ſubPance chang *d, 
Were now but leathern buckets rar g'd, 

The ballads, paſted on the wall, 

Of Joan of Frar.ce, aod Engliſh Mell, 
Fair Re amor d, and Rebin Hend, 
The Little Children in the Word, 
Now ſeem d to lee abundar ce better, 
Improv'd in pio ure, Fre, and letter; 
And, high in order plac'd, deſcribe 
The heraldry of every tribe *. 

A bedſtead of the autique mode, 
Compact of timber many a lead, 
duch as our anccſiors did uſe, 

Was mcetamorpho-d into pcw; 
Which ftill their ancient nature keep 
By lodging folks diſpos'd to fieep. 

The cottage by ſuch ſeats as theſe 
Grown to a church by juſt degrees, 
The hermits then de ſir d their hoſt 
To aik for waat he ſfancy*d notti. 
Philemon, having paud a while, 
R<turn'd them thanl's in homcly fiyle ; 
Then ſaid, My howvſe is rc wn ſo ſincy 
Methinks I Hill weild call it mine; 
I'm old, and lain would live at cafe $ 
Make me the par er, if yor pkaſe. 

lie fpok:, aud preſently he ies 
Mis grazier's chat fell dow his heel; : 
He ſees, yet hardly can believe, 

Alout each arm a pudding-f-eve ; 
Ni: waiticnrat to a cafi->ck grew, 
And both aſum d a ſable he: 

But, being ch, continved jut 

As thread- bare, anti a« tull of dus. 


1 His talk was pow of ite, and "wer * 


He ſmold Lis pine, and read the ce; 


Vamp'd in the preface and the tent; 

At chritier.ing- well could a his part, 
Ard had the ſervice all hy heart; 
Wiſh'd women in' ht have children fat, 


And thought whoſe fovr d, farrow'd laſt; 


Againſt Zſſerters would repine, 
And ſiced vp frm fer , ee; 


Found vis head: I'd with N. A a frilem : 


But claſſ o authors, he nor miſe?) em. 
Thus having furbiſh'd up 1 parſon, 


Pame Baueis next they play* their farce on. 


85 


95 


103 


110 


115 


120 


125 


* T'e tribes ef Jr el are ſo” etimes diſineu ed 
in country cl. ches & the en/gns given te them by 
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Inficad of home-ſpun coiſs, were ſeen 
Good pinners edg*d with cer teen; 
Her petti:oat, traasform'd apace, 
Beca nc black ſatt n flounc*d with lace, 
Plain Ge. would no longer dowa 

1 was Mad.m, in her grogram gown. 
Philemo » was in great ſurprize, 

And hardly could b.lieve his eyes, 
Amar'd to ſee her look fo prim 

And the admir'd as much at him. 

Thus happy i. th-ir change of life 
Were le veral years this man a..d wile 3 
When on a day, which prov'd their laſt, 
D. ſcour ing o'er old ttori-s paſt, 

They weat by change, amid it their talk, 
To the church- yard to take a walk; 
When Baucis haitily ery'd out, 155 
My dear, I ſeg your forchead ſprout ! 

Sprout ! quoth th man; what *; this you tell us? 
I hope y-u don't believe me jealous ! 
But yet, methinks, i ec] it true; 

Aud really yours is huddi:g too 
Nay,—1ow I cannot thr my out; 

Is reels as if *twere takiag root. 

Deſcriptioa would but tire my Muſe; 
In ſhort, tary both wer? turn'd to c:. 

Old Goodman Dobſon of the green 
Remembers, he the trees has ſeen ; 
H. l talk of them from noo till - 
Aud goes with fol':s to few the fog 
On Sundays, after 2veni:.g-Pprayer, 
He gathers all the per: *. there; 
Points out the place oi either yew 3 
Here Baucis, there Philemon, grew: 
Till once a par. oũ of our town, 

To mend his barn, cut Bauci: down; 
At which *tis hard to be believ'd 

How much the other tree was gri-v*d, 
Grew ſcrubbed, dy*%d a- top, was ſtunted ; 
So the a-xt parſoa tubb'd and burat it, 
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S +: GY 
On the ſuppoſed Dr ATA of Pa ATA, the 
Almaback- Maker. 1708. 
ELL} *tis as Bicherſtaff has gucſs'd, 
Though we all took it for a 3 x 
Partridge is dead; nay more, be dy'd 
Ere he could prove the good ſquire ly'd. 
Strange, an arologer :* ould die 
Without one wonder in the {| y! 
Nat one of all hi: crony itars 
To pay their duty at his hears! 
No meteor, no eclipſ- app fd! 
No comet with a aming beard ! 
The ſun haz roſe, and gone to bed, 
Tuft as if Part: idge were rt dend y 
Nr hid himfelf beki d the mog, 
lo make a dreadful night at noon, 
He at ſt period: walks through Aries, 
Howe*er our carthly moon varies ; 
And iwicz a year he Il cut th' ever, 
A il there had bcea no ſuch matter. 
Vor. V. 
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Some wits have wonder'd what analogy 
There is twixt “ ceblirg and aſirelogy ; 
How Partridge made his eric, riſe 
From a ſhec-ſeſe to reach the Mics, 

Ali the cobler*s temples ties, 

To keep the hair out of his eye; 

From whence *tis plain, the de 
That princes wear, derives from them: 
Aud therefore ren. are now=a-days 
Adorr'd with gelfenft rs and . .; 
Which plairly ſhews the near alliance 
Tu ixt cb irs ard the jduner: ſe lence. 

Bei des, that ow-pac'd { gn Bootes, 
As tis miſcalÞd, we kaow not who tis: 
But Partridge ended all diſputes ; | 
He knw Lis trade, a: d call'd it + beers. 

The Herred mec, which heretofore 
Upon their ſhoes the Roma. wore, 

M hoſe w ideneſs kept their toes rom corns, 
And wherce we claim our Alen -H, 
Shews how the art of cen bears 

A near reſemblance to the ſj Here,. 

A ſcrap of parchment hung by geemetry 
(A great refinement in buremetry / 

Can, like the ftars, foretel the weather: 
And what is erchnert elſe but leather P 
Which an aſtrologer might uſe 

Either for u anuchs or cer. 

Thus Partridge by his wit and 
At once did practiſe both theſe arts : 
And as the boding owl (or rather 
The bat, E695, boy wigs are leather 
Steals ſrom her private cell by night, 

And ties about the candlelight ; 
So learned Partridge could as well 
Creep in the dark trom let rn ccll, 
And in his fancy fly as far 

To peep upon a twinkling ftar. 

Beſides, he could confound the / heres, 
And ſet the plorers by the ears | 
To ſtew his fkill, he Mars could join 
To Venus i» «/; e& malige; 

Then call in Mercury frr aid, 
And cure the wounds that Venus made, 

Great ſcholars have in Lucian read, 

NW her Philip ling of Crecce was dead. 
His ſ:u/ ad © irit did divide, 

Aud each part took a dilerent .de: 
Ouc re a Her; the other fell 


FP -r.cath, and m-1:ded hoes in hell. 


Thus Partridge 1:ill ſi ines in each art, 
The ceb//- g and /ar=g arg part; 
And 3: in albd as good a far 
As zay of the C zfar- are. 

Triumphart Car! ſome pity ſhow 
On: 1ebdlers mi Tome below, 
Whom rogui? boys, in ormy nights, 
Torment hy piFing out their ligut:z _ 
Or through a chink couvey their ſmoke, 
In closed wrt cer to chol e. 

Thor, lugh exalted in thy ſphere, 
May“ t follow till ti calling there. 
To thee the Bull will lend his Aide, 


| By Phœbus newly tanr'd and dry'd ; 


* Partridge was a ceblar. Þ See has almanach, 
M m : 
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For thee Argo's bulk will tax, 
— fer picky fdes for wax * 
Then Ariadne kindly lends 

Her braided hair to make the end: : 
The points of Sagittarius? dart 

Turns to an -e»/ by heavenly art: 
And Vulcan, wheedled by his wife, 
Will forge for thee a +aring-trife. 
For want of room by Virgo's 1{:dc, 
She ll ſtrain a point, ſet aſtride, 
To take thee kindly in berevcer; 

And then the g. will be e teen. 


THE EPITAPH. 

HEN, five feet deep, lies on his back, 
A cebler, flarm:nger, and quack; 

Who to the far: in pure good-will 

Does to his beſt look upward ſtil}, 

Weep, all you cuſtomers that uſe 

His pills, his alm. nc, or Her: 

And you that did your fortunes ſeek, 

Step to his grave but once a weck: 

This earth which bears his body's print, 

You M find has ſo much virtue in 't, 

That I durſt pawn my ears *twill tell 

Whate'er concerns you full as well, 

In phyfick, flelen-grod:, or love, 

As he himſelf could, when above. 


| 


| 


MERLIN'S PROPHECY. %. 


EVEN and ten to nine. 
Of Fraunce her woe this is the ſygne 3 

Tamys rivere twys y-frozen, 
Walke ſans wetyng ſhoes ne hozen. 
Then comyth foorthe, ich underſtonde, 
From towne of ſtoffe to fattyn londe, 
An handle chiftan , woe the morne, 
To Fraunce that evere he was born. 
Then ſhall the fyſhe+ beweyle his boſſe ; 
Nor ſhall grin herrysf make up the lofie. 
Yonge Symnele|] ſhall again miſcarrye ; 
And Norways pryd g again ſhall merrey: 
And from the tree where bloſums feele, 
Rite fruit ſhall come, and all is wele. 
Reaums ſhall daunce honde in hond-f!, 
And it ſhall be merye in old Iuglonde; 
Then old Inglonde ſhall be no more, 
And no man ſhall be ſorie therefore. 
Geryonf| ſhalt have three hedes agayne, 


Till Hapſcurge(F) makyth them but twayne. 


A DESCRIPTIOKX OF 
THE MORNING. 170g. 
OW hardly here ar d there an hackney coach 
Appearirg, frew'd the ruddy morn's ap- 
proach, 

* D. of Marlbereu h. Þ+ The Dun in. 
D. ef Berry. ¶ The yeurg Pretor/ er. & C. Anne, 
Ey the Union, UA King ef Sj.ﬀuinflcin by 


Sw1Ir T's, 


P O EM S. 


Now Betty from her maſter*s bed had flown, 
And ſoftly ftrle to diſcompoſe her own ; 
The ſlip od ®prentice from his maſterꝰs door 
Had par'd the dirt, and ſprinkled round the 
floor, | 
Now Mcll had whirPd her mop with dextrous 
| Ns, 
Prepar*'d to ſcrub the entry and the ſtairs. 
The youth with broomy £.umps began to trace 
The kennePs edge, where wheels had worn the 


* place. 
'The ſwall-coal- man was heard with cadence 


| 


deep, 
| Till drown*d in fhriller notes of chimney-ſweep ; 


Duns at his Lordſhip's gate began to meet; 

And bric:-duſt Moll bad ſcream®d through half 
the ſtreet. 

The turnkey now his flock returning ſees, 

| Duly let out a-nigbts to ſteal for ſees : 

The watchful bailifis take their flent ſtands, 

| Aud ſchool-boys lag with ſatchcls in their hands, 


} 


| 


A DESCRIPTION OF 


A CITY-SHOWER. 
In Imitation of Virgil's Georgics. 17 10. 


ARFFUL obſervers may foretel the hour 
(By ſure prognoſtics) when to dread a 
ower. 
While rain depends, the penfive cat gives oer 
Her frolicks, and purſues her tail no more. 
Returning home at night, you Il ſnd the fink 
Strike your offended ſenſe with double ſtink. 
If you be wiſe, then go not ſar to dine; 
You M fperd in ccach-hire more than ſave in 
vine. 
A coming 1t.ower your ſhootin 
Old aches will throb, your 
rage. 
| Sauntering in coſſee- houſe is Dulman ſeen ; 


1 


corns preſage 
Lie tooth will 


| He dawns the elimate, and complains of /p/cer. 


Meanwhile the ſouth, riſing with dabbled 
Wings, 
A fable cloud * the welkin flings, 
That ſwilPd more liquor than it could contain, 
And, like a drunkard, gives it up again. 
Bri Suſan whips bvr linen from the rope, 
M hile the firſt drizziling tower is borne aſlope: 
Such is that ſprinkling which ſome careleſs quean 
Flirts on you from her mop, but not fo clean : 
You fx, invoke the gods: then, turning, ftop 
To rail; e, {i ging, ſtill whirk on her mop. 
Not yet the duſt had ſrunn'd the unequal ſtriſe, 
But, aided by the wind, fought fill for Lic; 
And, waited with its foe by violent guſt, 
»Twas doubtful which was rain, and which 
duſt. 

Ah! where muſt needy poet ſeck for aid, 
When duſt and rain at once his coat invade? 
Sol coat ! where duſt cemented by the rain 


was 


Hercules. (+) Tie drehduke Charles ans ef 
the Hapſburg family, | 


Erects the nap, and leaves a cloudy ftaiu | 


S$Swi1rrT*s 


Now in contiguous drops the flood comes | 
down. 
Threatening with deluge this devoted town, 
To ſtops in crouds the daggl-d females fly, 
Pretend to cheapen goods, but nothing buy. 
The templar ſpruce, while cvery ſpout 's abroach, 
Stays till tis tair, yet ſeems to call a coazh. 
The tuck d- up ſemſtreſs walks with hatty frides, 
While tircams run down her oibd umbrella“, 
ſdes. 

Here various kinds, by various fortunes led, 
Commence acquai:ttanc? undericath a , ed. 
Triumpha:.t Tories and deſponding Whigs 
Forget their feud-, and join to ſave their wigs, + 
Bond in a chair, the beau impatient ſts, 
Wu le ſpouts rug clattering o'er the roof by fits, 
And ever and anon with frigutful din | 
The leather ſounds ; he trembles from within. 
So when Troy chairmen bore the wocden feed, 
Pregnant with Greeks impatient to be freed, 
(Thoſe bully Greeks, who, a3 the moderns do, 
Inſtead of paying chairmen, ran them through) 
Laocoon ſtruc? the outſide with his ſpear. 
And each impriſon'd hero qua *d ror fear. 

Now from all parts the ſwelling kennel: tow, | 
And bear their trophies with them as they go: 
Filths of all hues and odours ſeem to tell 
What _ ſaid from by their {-ght and 

ſmc 
They, as cach torrent drives, with rapid force, 
From Smithfield or St. Pulchre's ſ, ape their 
courſe, | | 
And in huge confluerce join'd at Snowhill ridge, 
Fall from the conduit prone to Holbourn bridge. 
Sweepings from butchers? ſtalls, dung, guts 
and blood, | 
Drown'd puppies, ſtinking ſprats, all dreach*d \ | 
in mu 
Dead cats, and turnip-tops, come tumbling 
down the flood. / 


r 
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ON THE LITTLE HOUSE BY THE | 
CHURCH-YARD OF CASTLEKNCCK. 1710. 
OEVER pl-aſ-th to enquire 
Way yo:.der ſteeple wants a ſpire, 

The grey old fellow poct * joe | 
The pbiloſophic cauſe will ſhow. | 
Once on a time a weſtern blait 
At leaſt twelve inches overcaſt, 
Reckoning roof, w-athercock, and all, 
Which came with a prodigious fall; 
And turning topſy-turvey round, 
Light with its bottom ou the ground; | 
For, by the laws af gravitation, ; 
It fell into its proper Ration. 
This is the little ſtruttii. pile, 
You ſee juſt by the churc h- yard tile ; | 
The walls ia tumbling gave a Kock; 
And thus the Reeple got a rocks 
From whe:ce the ucighbouring farmer calls 
The ſteeple, K:oct; the vicar, f all.. 


| 
N 
| 
. 
. 


* M.. Bcaun:ont of L im. 


1 To bake one loaf, aud 


& dreideacz Wall, a correſpeacent of Swiſt's, | 


POEM 8. 


The vicar once a week creeps in, 
Sits witli his knees up to his chin; 
Here conus his notes, and takes a whet, 


| Till tac ſmall ragged flock is met. 


A traveller, who by did paſs, 
Cbſerv'd the roof behind the graſs; 
Cn tiptoe ftood, and rear'd bis ſnout, 
And taw the parſon crecping out; 
Was much ſurprizd to ſce a crow 
Venture to build his neſt ſo low. 

A ſchookboy ran uato*t, ard thought, 


The crib was down, the black bird caught. 


A third, who loſt his way by night, 
Was ſore d for ſafety to alight; 
And, ficpping oer the ab rie- roof, 
His horſe like to ſpoil his hoof, 
Warburto:;* took it in his node, 
This building was deſigu d a model 
Gr ol a pigeon- bhouſe or oven, 
keep one dove in, 
Then Mrs. Johaſonf gave her verdict, 
And every one was plea .d that heard it: 
All that you make thus ſtir about, 
Js but a ftill which wants a !pout. 
The r-verer:d Dr. Raymond gueſ#d 
More probably than all the reſt ; 
He ſaid, but that it wanted room, 
t might have been a pigmy's tomb, 
The Doctor's family came by, 
And little miſs began to cry , 
Give me that houſe in my own hand! 
Then madam bade the chariot ſtand, 
Call'd to the clerk, in manner mild, 
Pray, reach that thing here to the child; 


| That tai:g, I mea, among the kale: 


Ard here 's to buy a pot of ale. 

. The clert ſaid to her, in à heat, 
What! ſell my maſters country ſeat, 
Where he comes every week from town ! 
He wor 1d not ſell it for a crown. 

Poh ! fellow, keep not ſuch a pother ; 
In half an hour thou it make another. 
Says CNancy, I can mate for mils 
A finer houſe ten times than this; 
The Dean will give me willow-flicks, 
And joe my apron- full of bricks. 


THE VIRTUES 
CF 
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SID HAMET TBE MAGICTAN'S ROD, 


1710 


IAE rod was but a harmleſs wand, 
\ bile Moſes Leld it in bis band, 


But, ſoon as Cer he /aid it wown, 


Twas a devouring ſerpent grown. 
Cur great magiciag, Hamet Sid, 

Revercz what the prophet did: 

His v was hte Fngliſ wood, 


| That ſen{ckfs in a ccrner ſtood, 
| 


* Dr. Swifi's curate at Laracer. 
1 Ani er of Trim, 
$ The wwailing=Wwenal 


F Stella, 
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Till, metamorphos'd by his graſp, 
It grew an all-devouring aſp ; 
Would hiſs, and ſting, aud roll, and twiſt, 
By the mere virtue of his fiſt ; | 
But, when he /ai/ ir den, as quick 
Reſum'd the figure of a ſtick, 
So to her midinight-featis the hag 
Rides on a broomftick tor a nag, 
That, rais'd by magick of her breech, 
O'er ſea and land couveys the witch ; 
But with the morning-dawn re\umes 
The peaceful ſtate of common brooms. 
They tell us ſomething frange and odd 
About a certain magic ., 
That, bending down its top, divines 
Whene'er the ſoil has golden mines : 
Where there are none, it fta:.ds cre, 
Scorning to ſi ew the lea'i reſpect. 
As ready was the ww.nd of Sid 
To ben! where gelen mines were hid; 
In Scottiſh hill- found precious ore, 
Where none eber look'd for it before; 
And by a gentle ben divin'd, 
How well a c, purſe was lin'd : 
To a forlorn and broken rake 
Stood without motion, like a fiake. 
The rod of Hermes was renowa'd 
For charms above ard u. der ground: 
To ſieep could mortal eye-lids fx, 
And drive departed fouls to Styx. 
That red was juſt a type of Sid's, 
Which &fer a Britiſh ſe nateꝰ's lids 
Could ſcatter epizm full as well, 
And drive as many ſenl to ell. 
Sid's rod was flender, white, and tall, 
Which oft” he us'd to £/: witbal ; ; 
A j/uice was fai.en*d to the hoo!:, 
And ru y ſcore of gu eerst took: 
Yet b ill fo y was his ſate, 
He caught hi: %, and ſav'd his ltr. 
Sid's brethren of the conjuring tribe 
A circle with their 7: deſcribe, 
Which proves a magical redoubt 
To keep mi/chiewors ſtirits out, 
81's rod was of a larger ſtride, 
And made à circle thrize as wide, 
Where ritt: throng'd with hi leous din, 
And he food there to rake then: in: © 
But, when th' inchanted re was br ole, 
They vani d ia a ſtinking ſmoke, 
Achille® ſeeptre was of wood, 
ie Sid's, hut nothing near ſo good; 
That down from ancet:ors divine 
Tranſmitted to the heros line, 
Thence, througn a long decent of kings, 
1 Came an urIR-TLoon, as Homer figs, * 
Though this deſcription looks ſo big, 
That ſceptre was a ſapleſs twig, 
Which, from the fatal day, when Ffrft 
It left the foreſt where *twas nurs'd, 
As Homer tells us oer and ofer, 
Nor leaf, nor fruit, nor bloſſom, bore. 


* The virgula divina, ſaid to be attrafted by 


mineral. 
18 ſed roallude to the Union, 
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Sid*s ſceptre, full of juice, did ſroot 
In golden bovghs, aud golden fruit; 
And he, the drager rever ſieeping. 
Guarded each fair Heſperian pippin. 
No abby arſe, with gorgeous 

The deareſt in (Charles Math=r*5* ſhop, 


| Cr glittering tinſel cf May-tfair, 


Could with this rod of Sid compare. 
Dcar Sid, then, why wert thou ſo mad 
To break thy red lite naughty lad 
You f ould have kiſe'd it in your dihreſs, 
Ard then returu'd it to eur vi rel; 
Or rad? it a Newwarketf feritch, 
Ard not a rod for thy own brecch. 
But ſ ner ald Sid has broken this, 
His next may be a red in ; . 


ATLAS; OR, THE MINISTER CF STATE, 
| TO THE 
LORD TREASURER OXFORD. 1710. 


AER we read in arcient ſong, 
Was fo excecding tall ard ſtrong, 
He bore the ſł ies upon his back, | 
Juft as a pedlar does his pack : 
But, as a pedlar overpreſs'd 
U.loads upon a ftall to reft : 
Gr, when he can no longer ſtand, 
Deſ.res a friend to lend a hand; 
So Atlas, left the ponderous ſpheres 
Should ſink, and fall about his ears, 
Got Hercules to bear tie pile, 
hat he might ſt a: d reſt a while. 
Yet Hercules was got ſo ſtrong, 
Nor cid have borne it half fo long. 
Great ftateſmer are in this condition: 
Ard Atlas is a pr litician, f 
A ;remier miniſter of ſtate; 
Alcides one of ſecond rate. 
Suppoſe then At'as :&%er fo wiſe ; 
Yet, when the weight of kingdoms lies 
Too lor g upon his ſingle ſhoulders, 
Sink down he muſt, or find »p/o/ders, 


A TOWN ECLOGUE. 17109. 


Scene, The Rorar Exczaxcz. 
CorrponN. 


OW the keen rigour of the winter 's cer, 
No hail deſceuds, and froſts can piuch no 
more; 
Whilt other girls confcſs the genial ipring, 
Aud laugh aloud, or amorous ditties 2 
Sc2ure from cold their lovely necks diſplays 
And throw each uſeleſs chafing-diſh away: 


* Ar eminent toyman in Fleet«/ircet, 
Þ+ Tera Gedolphin is ſatirized by Mr, Poje fer 
a firorg attachment to the turf, See his Meral 
Eſfay, , | 
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Why ſts my Phillis diſcontented here, 
Nor feels the turn of the revolvi g year? 
Why on that brow dwell ſorrow and diſmay, 
Where Loves were wont to'{prrt, and Smiles to 
lay? 
ende Ah, Corydon! ſurvey the Change 
around, 
Through all the Change no wretch like me is 
tound: | 
Ahn“! the day, when J, poor heedleſs maid, 
Wa: to your rom in Lincoln*s-Inn betray'd; * 
Then how you ſwore, how many vows you 
macs ! 
Ye litt-nicg Zephyrs, that o%crheard his love, 
Mat the foit aceents to the gods above, 
Ala*! the da-; for (oh, eternal ſhame!) 
I ſeld you handherchieis, ad loft my fame. 
Con. When I forget the favour you beftow?d, 
Red berrings ſhall be ſpawi.'d in 1'yburn Road, 
Heet-ttrect rran*torm d become a owery green, 
And maſs be ſung where operas are ſeen; 
The wealthy cit, and the St. ja nes s beau, 
Shall cha. ge their quarters, and their oys forego; 
Stock- jobbing this to Jonathan's ſhall come, 
At the Groom Porter's that play off his plum. 
Putt. Put what to me does all that love 
avail, 
Ik, while 1 doze at home o'er porter*s ale, 
Each night with wine and wenches you regale? 
My live-long hours in anxious cares are paſt, 
And ragirg hunger lays my beauty waſte, 
On templars ſpruce in vain I glances throw, 
And with ſhrill voice invite them as they go. 
Exposed in vain my gloſſy ribbands ſhine, 
&ud unregarded wave upon the twine. 


279 
The week flies round; and, when my profits 
known, 
T hardly cl ar to a crown. 
Con. Hard fate of virtuc, thus to be diſtreſt, 
Thou faireſt of thy trade, and far the beſt! 
As fruit men's ſtalls the ſummer- market 
And ruddy peaches them; as faſt in place 
Plum-caxe is ſeen o'er ſmaller paitry ware, 
And ice on that; ſo Phillis does 
In play-hou'e and in par-, above the reſt 
Of belles mechanic, clegactly dreſt. _ 
Pe1t. And yet Cr-pundia, that conceited fairs 
Amidſt her toys, afteQs a ſaucy air, 1 
Ard views me hovrly with a ſcoraful eye. 
Cor. She might a+ well with bright Cleora vie. 
Pur. With this larg- petticoat I-ſtrive in vain 
To hide my folly paſt, and coming pain: 
Tis now ro ſecret ; ſhe, fifty more, 
Obſerve the ſymptoms I had once before: 
A ſecond babe at Wapping muſt be plac'd, 
When I ſearce bear the s of the la t. | 
Con. — I could raiſe I ſent; a pound © 
plums, 
Five ſhillings, and a coral for his gums; 
To-morrow I intend him ſomething more. 
Pur. I ſent a frock and pair of ſhoes before. 
Con, —— you ſhall home with me to- 
nig , 
Forget your cares, and revel in delight. 
have in tore a pint or two of wine, 
zome cracknels, and the remnant of a chine, 
And now on either fide, and all around, 
The weighty ſhop- boards fall and bars reſound ; 
ach ready ſempſtreſs flips her pattins on, ; 
And tics her hood, preparing to be gone, 


* 


& 271-1 AP. 


Inſcnbed on a Marble Tablet, in Berkeley Church, 


H. S. E. 


Carolus Comes de Berkeley, Vicecomes Dur ſſey. 
Baro Berkeley, de Berkeley Cat, Mowbray, Segrave, 
Et Bruce, © Nabiliſf mo ordine Balnei Eques, 
Vir ad genus quod ſpe tat & Proavos uiquequaque ?'gvilis, 
Et laugo, , quis alius Procerum ſtemmate editcs 
Muniis etiam tam illuſtri rp! dignis inſgnitus, 
Siqquidem A Guliclmo 111? ad ordines fœderati Belgii 
Ablegatus & Plenipote::tierius Fxtraordirarius 
Re bus, non Britanniz» tantàm, ſed totius ſere Europe 
(Tunc temporis pra- ſertim arduis) per annos V. ineubuit. 
Quam ſclici diligertit, fde quam intemerat2, 
Ex illo diſcas, Lector, quod, ſuperſiite Patre, 
In Magratum ordinem ad c:ici meruerit. 
Fuit a ſanctioribus conf Jiis & Regi Guliel. & Anne Reginz,) | 
E Proregibus Hiberniz ſecundus, 
Pomitatuum Civitatumque Glaceſt. & Briſt. Dominus Locumtgnens, 
Surriæ & Gloceſt. Cuſtos Rot. Urbis Gloceſt, magnus ; 
Seneſcallus, Arcis ſancti de Briavell Caſtellanus, 
Guardia: uus Foreſtæ de Dean. 
Pepique ad Turcarum primym, deinde ad Roman. I m 
ö Cum Legatus Extraordinarius de ſ gratus eſſet, 8 
Quo minus has etiam ornaret provincias 
Obſtitit adverſa corporis valetudo. 
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Sed reſtat adhne, pre quo ſordeſcunt c#tera, 
Honos verus, Habilis, ct vel morii cedere neſcius, 
Qod veritatem Erangclicam ſerio ample:cus; 
E>7a Deum pius, erga pauperes mm:itcus, 
Aceverſas omnes æ uus & bencvalus, 
In C hriito iam placide obdormit 
em eodem olim regnaturus una. 
Natus VII? April. MDCXLIX. denatus 
; XXTV® Septem. MDC(X. ætat. ſux LXIL 


THE FABLE OF MIDAS. 1711. 


IDAS, we are in ſtory told, 
Turg'd every thiug he touch'd to gel: 
He cid his beard; the pieces round 
Glitter*d like ſpangles on the ground: 
A codling, ere it went his lip in, 
Would ſtrait become a geen pippin : 
He call'd ior drink ; you ſaw him ſup 
Pi abie geld in geiden cup : 
His empty paunch that he might 5ll. 
He ſuck*d his viauals through a guill : 
Untouchꝰd it paſs d between his grinders, 
Or 't had been happy for ge! finer : 
He coc:2d his hat, you world have ſaid 
Mambrino's helm adorn'd his head: 
Whene*er he chanc*d his hands to lay 
On magazines of corn or kay, 
Gela ready coin'd appear*d, inſtead 
Of paltry /reverder and breac'; 
Hence by wiſe farmers we are told, 
Old ky is egual to ad gold; 
And hence a critic deep maintains, 
We larg'd to weigh our geld by grain: 
This s / had got a lucky hit; 
And people launcy'd he had wit. 
Two gods their {kill in 1nufck try'd, 
And both choſe Midas to decide : 
He againſt Phabus? harp decreed 
And gave it for Pars oaten reed 
The god of wit, to ſkew his 
Clapt «ſes? cars upon the judge; 
A goodly pair erect and wide, 
Which he could neither gil nor hide. 
And now the virtue of his kands 
Was loſt among Patiolus* G.2ds, 
A gaintt whoſe torrent whil- he ſwims, 
The gelden ſcurf peels off his limbs: 
Fame ſpreads the yews, and people travel 
From far to gather ge/cen gravel ; 
Mida*, expos'd to all their jeers, 
Had loſt his ar, and kept his ears. 
THIS tale inclines the gentle reader 
To think upon a certain leder; 
To whom, from Midas down, deſcends 
That virtue in the fagers ends. 
What elſe by erguifires are meant, 
By jer/-0n+, bribes, and three per cent, 
By luce: and commiſſiens ſold, a 
Aud turning dung itſelf to geld? 
By ſtarving in tlie midſt of ſtore, 


As t'other Midas did before ? | 
None e er did modern Midas chooſe, 
Subject or patron of his Muſe, 


But found him thus their merit ſcan, 

That Phezbus muſt give place to Pan; 

He values not the poet's praiſe, 

Nor will exchange his p/»mbs for boys. 
To pan alone rich miſers call: 

And there's the jeft, for Pun is ALL. 

Here Engliſh wits will be to ſeek, 


| Howe*er, 77 all ene in the Greek. 


Beſdes, it plainly now appears 
Our Midas too hath aſſes? cars; 


| Where every fool his mouth applies, 


Ard whiſpers in a thouſa:.d lies: 
Such groſs deluſ.ons could not paſs 
Through any ears but of an ſs. 

But gel defiles with frequent touch: 
There? nothir g fouls the ha d fo much: 
Ard ſcholar: give it for the cauſe 
f Britiſh Midas“ dirty paws; 

Which whilc the ſenate ſtrove to ſcour, 
They waſt'd away the chemic power, 

While he his utmoſt ſtrength apply'd, 
To ſwim agair{t this pofwuler tides 
The geld ſpoil: ew off apace 3 
Flere fell a terfion, there a +lace; 

The terrent mercileſs imbibes 

Cormiſſuons, fperguifiter, and bribe, 

By their own weight ſunk to tne bottom; 
Muck good may do them that have caught *cm! 


] Ard Midas now neglefted ſtands, 


With aſſes? cars, and dirty hands, 


- ——ů—— ————————— 


AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG, 1711, 
| PEING THE INTENDED SPEECH OF 
A FAMOUS ORATOR AGINST PEACE“ 
A* Orator diſmal of A 
Who bas forty years let out his conſcience 
to hire, 
Out of zeal ſor his country, and wan! of a place, 
Is come up, vi & armis, to break the Queer's 
eace. 
He has vamp'd an old ſpeech; and the court, to 
thcir ſorrow, 
Shall hear him harangue againſt Prior to-morrow. 
When once he begins, be never will flinch, 
But repzats the ſame note a whole day, like 2 


| Finch. 


* The Lord Treaſurer having hunted a wiſh one 
evenirg that a ballad might be made on the Earl of 
Netting ham, this ſeng das geritten and frintes 

e xt mornmmng, | 


—T PE. ! 


S$SWIFrT?s 


THE SPEECH. 
WHEREAS, ne:20irhſlanding, 1 am in great 


pain 
To hear we are making a peace without Spain; 
But, moſt noble Senators, tis a great ſhame, 
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THE WINDSOR PROPHECY®*. 1711. 


WHY a holy black Swede, the ſor of Pal, 

With a im; at his chin, and a . f at 
his fob, 

Shall not ſee one & New-year*s-Cay in that year, 

Then let vld Erg/and mate good chear : 

W:ndſer}) and Briſſeærſ then fr all be 


There ſhould be a peace, while I'm Ne -- oin'd together in the Leæc-ccur tree. 


| Then 1-41] the tall blac“. Suventry Bird ' 


| ame. | - X 
The uke ſhew?d me all his fine houſe; and the | Speak againf pcace right many a word; 


Ducheſs 


From her cloſet brought out a full purſe in her 
clutches. 


I tall'd of a peace, and they both gave a ſtart; 
His grace ſwore by G—d, and her groc: let a f—t: 
My eng old-f:ſhior?d pecket was preſently crammꝰd; 


And ſome ſhall admire his conyirg wit, 

For many good greats his tongue ſhall Lit, © 
But, ſpiglt of the H ry that craco/s en all four, 
There fall be peace, pardie, and war no more, 
But £4rg/crd muſt cry alack and well-a-dax, 

If the ic be taken from the deuds/ea, 


And ſooner than vote for a peace II be damn'd, And, dear Frg/cnd, # aught I underſtond, 


But ſome will cry Twrn=ceat, and rip up old 
ſtories, 
How I always pretended to he for the Tories, 
] anſwer; the Tories were in my good graces, 
Till all my relations were put into place: 
But ſtill Pm in principle ever the ſame, 
And will quit my beſt friends, while I'm Ne- 
gut. 0 
When T and ſome others ſubſcribed our names 
To a plot for expelling my maſter King James; 
J vithdrew my ſubſcription by help of a ber, 
And fo might diſcover or gain by the plot: 
I had my advantage, and ſtood at defiance, 
For Daniel was got from the den of the lions : 
T came in without danger, and was I to blame? 


Beware of Carrots from. Nerr/umberlenc, 

Carrets ſown Tint a deep root may get, 

If fo be they are in Semer ſet : ; 

Their $$ Centres mark thou; for I havo been 
- told, 

They - /j.4/ſme when young, and eiſer when old. 

Root out theſe Carrete, O thou, whoſe name 

Is backwards and forwards always the fame ; 

{| And keep cloſe to thee always that nome, 

Which backwards and forwards is almoſt the 

ſame. 
And Erglond, would thou be 
Bury thoſe Creta under a H.). 


* It is ſaid that Queen Anne had nominated Dr. 


| Sevift to an Engliſh biſhoprick;, which wa oppoſed 
For, rather than harg, I would be Net=in-game. 4 3 Fr z #1 
I ſwore to the Queen, that the Prince of Ha- e 


nover 
During her ſacred life would never come over: 
I made uſe of a trete ; that ©& an heir to invite, 


« Was like Reeping her monument always in 
light.“ 


But, when I thought proper, I alter'd my note; 


And in her own hearing I boldly did vote, 


That her Majeſty ſtood iu great need of a Tutor, 


And mutt have an „ or a hu Coadjutor : 
For why; 1 would fain have put all in a flame, 


of Semerſet, <evho , prevailed or: his grace to go 
evith her to the queen to | * « fide the nemiratiaa, 
eic her Mojefly refuſed; but the ducheſs falling 
on her krees, and flewing the above prothecy to her 
Maje"y, the biſlogrick was given to another, See 
„100. 

. + Dr. . Reöinſen, biſhop of Briftel, one cf 
| the plenipotertiaries at Utrecht 

1 He was dean of Mirdſer, and lerd *rivy=ſeal, 
$ The New Stile {<ohich <oas net ſed in Great. 


| . Pri. ain and rrelard till 171 1) wn..s then obſer ved 
Becauſe, for ſome reaſons, I was Ner-in-game. — n n, parts of Eurete, The biſto' ſet ext from 

Now my new bene factors have brought me about, Erg land the Latter ed of Tecember, 0.8.3 and, on 
And 1 Al vote 2gaiaſt Peace, .ru Spain, or c 


eur, 


A arrival at Utrecht, by the vari- tien of the ftile, 


| he 9 'enewhat it a. 
Though the Court gives my nepherus, and brothers, four ' Farw..r y jonewhat Nun e 


and couſins, 


And all n. y whole family, places by dozens ; 

Yet, ſmce I know where a full=;#r/e may be 
found, 

And hardly pay eizhteen-pence tax in the pound; 

mw the Tories have thus diſappointed my 

opes, 

And will neither regard my figures nor trees; 

I'll; cect againt peace while DiſmaPs my name, 
be a %, Whig, waile I am I7t-fr-game, 


| 4luding to the derery and biſhoprick bein 
poſſeſſed by the ſame er ſon, then at Utrecng, 

** Z.rl of Nettingh.m, 

+4. The ducke's of Semer et, 

tf Thomas Thyrre, of Lengleate, eſgy, a gertle« 
man of very great e. ate, married the above lady 
after the Venth of fer fin huſ and, Henry Coven 
diſh earl of Ogle, orly ſen te Henry duke of News 
caſlle, to c fhie had been betrothed in her Infancy, 

$5 Court Leni ng ſmar k, 
| | II Ars * 
(*) Lady Asian“, mai den rame d, Hill, - 


* 


s WITT T's 


282 


EPIGRAM EXTEMPORE, BY DR. sWir r. 


(OF Privin Europe fafcty Ties 3 

—— 2 5 | 
Harley nds upon your x ill: 
Think what you ſave, or what you kill. 


. EPIGRAM. 1712. 
A 282 cudgel d ono day by his 
WiC, 
He took to the ftreet, and fled for his lite : 
Tom's three deareſt triends came by in the 
ſquabble, 
And ſav d him at once from the ſhrew and the 
rabbie; © 
Then ventur'd to give him ſome ſober advice— 
But tom is à perſon of honour ſo nice, 
Too wie to take counſel, too proud to take 


warning, 
That be ſent to all three a challenge next morn- 


Three duels be fought, thrice ventur'd his Life ; 
VEL and was cudgel'd again by his 


CORINNA. 
(the year I dare not tell) 


. 1 pr A play*d the midwife*s part; 
Into the world Corinna fell, 
And he endow*d her with his art. 
But. Cupid with a Satyr comes: 
Both ſoftly to the cradle creep 
Both ſtroke her hands, and rub her gums, 
While the poor child lay fat aſleep. 
Then Cupid thus : This little maid, 

Of Love ſhall always ſpeak and write. 
And I pronounce (the Satyr ſaid 
The world fall feel her ſcra 
Her talent ſhe difplay*d betimes ; 
For in twice twelve revolving moons, 
She ſeem*d to laugh and ſquall in rhy mes, 
And all her geitures were lampoons, 


At ix years old the ſubtle jade 
Stole to the pantry-door, and found 
The butler with my lady*s maid : 
And you may ſwear the tale went round. 


She made a ſong, how little miſs 
Was kiſs d and ſobber'd by a lad: 
And how, when maſter went to p—, 
Miſs came, and peep'd at all he had. 


At twelve a wit and a coquette ; 
Marries for love, half whore, half wife; 

Cuckolds, elopes, and runs in debt; 

- Turus authoreſs, and is Curlls ſor life, 


1712. 


and bite. 


* Inſcrited to the phyſician coho attended Mr, 
Har ley cu he lay wounded, See Fcur nal ts Ciel. a. 


Feb. 19, 1711-13. N. | 


POEM $ 


TOLAND'3 INVITATION re DISMAL, 
To dine with the CArLvrs-K HA Cros“. 
Imitated from Fora cr, lib. I, epiſt. g. 


» deareſt Diſmal, you for once can dine 
Upon a ſingle di i, and tavernewine, 


Toland to you this invitation ſends, 


To eat the calves- head with your truſty friends, 
Suſpend awhile your vain ambitious hopes, 
Leave hunting aiter bribes, forget your tropes, 
To-morrow we our my ic fe +: prepare, 
Where thou, our late t freſelyec, f.. alt thare : 
When we, by proper ſgas and ſymbol:, tell, 
How, by Me hands, & rey.:l tr..iter fell; 
The meat ſhall repreſent the yrs head, 
The wine his blood exr f red. ceſſors ſ ed; 
Whiltt an ladung hymn ſome artiſt ſings, 
We toait, „ (onfuſon to the race of kings! 
At monarchy we nobly ſhew our ſpizht, 
And talk , feels call treuſen all the night. 
Who, by diſgraces or ill-fortune ſunk, 


| Feels not his ſoul enliven'd when he s drunk? 


Wiae can clear up Godolphi 
And fill Jack Smith with s to keep his place: 
By force of wine, ev'n Scarborough is brave, 
Hal grows more pert, and Somers not ſo grave; 
Wine m give Portland wit, and Cleveland 
enſc, 
Montague learaing, Bolton nee 2 
Cholmondeley, when drunk, can never loſe his 


wand; 
And Liucoln then imagines he has land. 

My provincet;, to ſee that all be right, 
Glaſſes and linen clean, and pewter bright; 
From our n:y/ter ious c/ub to keep out ſpies, 
And Tories (dre. like waiters) in diiguiſe, 
You ſ:alt be coupled as you bett approve, 

Sc ated at table next the men you love. 
Sunderland, Criord, Boyle, aud Nichmond 


Grace, | 


S Hampden ff. all hare Walpole 


Wharton, unleſs prevented by a whore, | 
Will hardly fail: aud there is room for more. 


But I love clbow-room whene*cr I drink; 
And honeſt Llarry i is too apt to flink. 
Let no pretence of buſmeſs mabe you fiay 
Yet take one word of counſel by the way. 
If Guernſey calls, ſend werd you re gone 
abruad ; 
He U teaze you with King Charles and Bi! op 


* 


Laud, 
Or make you faſt, and carry you to prayers : 
But, if he will break-in, and wal'; up airs, 
Steal by the back-docr out, and lave him there; 
t hen order Squaſh to call a backncy-chair, 


* This poem, and that wr ich follows fry are tærs 
of the ;erny fu er met / cer in Se? e, Fe rw is 
Stella, Aug. 7, 1712. They are here priied fron 
folio copies in the Lanbetk Library, N. 

T Right Ex. Hemy Tolle, mentioned twice 
before, 
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PEACE AND DUNEIREK: 
Being an excellent new SoxG upon the Surren” | 
der of Dux K IRR to General HIII. 1712. 
To the Tune of « The King ſtall enjoy his own 

again.“ | 
PIGHT of Dutch friends and Engliſh foes, 
8 Poor Britain ſhall have peace at lait: 


Holland got towns, and we got blows ; 
But Dunkirk 's ours, we l hald it taſt ; 

We huve got it in a firing, 
And the Wuigs may all go ſwing, 

For among good trieuds 1 love to be plain; 
All tu-ir falſe deluded hopes 
Will or ought to end in ropes : 

Laut te Queer. ſhall en ey her own aug ain, 


IT. 


Sunderland 's run out of his wits, 
and Diſmal double-Dii mal looks; 
W harton can only ſwear by fits, 
And ſtrutting Hall is o.] the hooks ; 
Old Godolphin full of ſpleen 
Made / e moves, and Joſt his gween ; | 
Harry look'd tierce, and ſhonk his ragged mane » 
But a Prince ot high renown | 
Swore he *d rather loſe a crecan, 
Than the Queer fheuld erjey her exon ,. 


IIL. 


Our merchant-ſt.ips may cut the Line | 
And not be ſnapt by privateers; 
And commoners wt.o love good wine, 
Will drink it now as well as peers : 
Landed- men ſr.all have their rent, 
Yet our ftocks riſe cer. ter cert, 
The Dutch ſrom hence ſhall no more millions 
drain : 
We ll bring on us no more debts, 
Nor wich hangrupts till Gazettes ; 
And the Queer ſiall ercy her ozon vgan, 
VI. 
The towns we took ne'er did us good ; 
What 6gnihed the French to beat? 
We ſpent our money and our blood, 
To make the Dichmen proud and great: 
But the Lord of Oxford ſwears, 
Dunkirk never i all bz th-irs, 
The Dutch-hearted Whigs may rail and com- 
Wait > | 
But — Englitmen may £fll | 
A good hcealtu to General Hill; 


For the Queen now enjoys her own again, 


— — 


lll 
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HORACE, BOOK 1 Er vn 
Addreſſed to the Earl of Oxronp, 171 8 


ARLEY, the nation's great ſupport, 
Returning home one day from churt, 
(His mind with public cares H, | 
All Furope's buſineſs in its brealt) 
Vor. V. 


POEM $ 28 3 
Obſerv'd a parſer near Whitehall 
C heapening old authors on a ftall. e 


The prien was pretty well in caſe, 

And ſhew d {ome humour in his face; 

Look'd with an caſy, careleſs mien, 

A perfect itranger to the ſpleen ; 3 
Of ſize that might a pulpit 111, 
But more inclining to 1: ſtill. 

My Lord (who, it a man may ſay *t, 

Loves miſehieſ better than his meat) 

Was now diipos'd to crack a jeſt, is 
And bid friend Lewi>* go in queſt, 

(This Lewis is a cunning ſhaver, 

And very much in Harlcy* favour) 

In queſt who might this e be, 

What was his name, of what degree; 2 


| If poſſible, to learn his ſtory, 


Ard whether he were Whig or Tory. 
Lewis his patron*s humour knows, 
Away upon hi- -rrand goes, 
And quickly did the matter ſift; 25 
Found out that it was Doctor Swift, 
A clergy man of ſp-cial note 
For ſhunning thoſe ot his own coat; 
V hich made his brethren of the gown 
Take care betimes to run him dowa : 83 
No libertine, nor over nice, 
Addicted to no fort of Ace, 
Went where he pl-as'd, faid what he thought; 
Not rich, but od no mau a groat : 
In ſtate opinions a / mode, 3s 
He hated Wharron, lite a toad, 
Had given the fa#icr many a wound, 
And libeFd all the erte round: 
Kept company with men of wit," 
Who often fatha'd what he writ : 40 
His works were hav:d in every ſtreet, 
Nut ſeldom roſe above a ſheet ; | 
Of late indeed the paper-tiamp 
Did very much his genius cramp : 
And ſince he could not ſpend his fire, 45 
He now intended to r=tire, 
Said Harley, « 1 deiir2 to know 
« Trom his own mouth if this be ſo 3 
« Step to the DoGor ſirait, and ſay, | 
« d have him dine with me to-day,” 50 
zwift ſcendd to wonder what he meant, 
Nor would bet my Lord had ſent: 
do never herd once to fiir ; 
wt coldiy ſaid, „ Your ſervant. Sir!“ 
« Docs he refuſe me: Rarky cry'd 55 
„He docs, will: infolence aud pride.“ 
dome few days after, Harley ſpics 
The Doctor faſten*d by the eyes 
At Charing-crof: among the rout, 
Where paiated monſters are hung out: 
He pulPd the ſtring, and itopt hi. coach, 
Rec*:oring the Doctor to approach. 
ift, who could neither fly nor hide, 
Came ſucabing to the chariot ide, 
Aad ofter'd many a lame excuſe ; 6g 


- 


| He never meant the leaſt abuſe — 


« My Lord—the honour you deſign 'd— 
« Extremely proud—but I had dia'G— 


| * Er ſmus Lewis, efq. the treaſures ſecretary, 
N n | g 
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I'm ſure I never ſhould negleft.. 

« No man alive has more re as 

« Well, I ſhall think of that no more, 

« If you *I be ſure to come at ſour.”” 
The Doctor now obeys the ſummons, 

Likes both his company and commons; 

Diſplays his talent, ſits till ten; 

Next day invited comes aga'n ; 

Soon grows domeſtic, ſeldom fails 

Either at morning or at meals : 

Came early, and late; 

In ſhort, the gudgeon took the bait. 

My Lord would carry on the jcſt, 

And down to Windſor takes his gueſt. 


Swift much admires the — air, 
And longs to be a care there; 
In ſummer round the park to ride; 


In winter, never to retulc. 
A canen ! that % a place too mean 
No Doctor, you Mall be a Ln; 
Two dozen canons round your tall, 
And you the tyrant o*cr them all: 
You need but croſs the 1-7 car, 
To live in plenty, power, aud caſe. 
Poor Swift departs ; and, what is worſe, 
With borrow d money in his purſc, 
leagues, 
| dlefs Tatigues. 

8 him now a Deus complete, 
Demurely lolling in bis ſeat ; 
The ſilver verge, with decent pride, 
Stuck underneath his cuſhion-file : 
Suppeſe him through all vexations, 
Patents, in nents, abjurations, 
—— and tenths, and chapter-treats ; 


payments, fees, demands, and chcati— 
105 


(The wicked laity*s contriving 
To hinder clergymen irom thriving). 
Now all the Doctor's money 's fpeit, 

is tenants wrong him in his rent; 

he farmers, ſpiteſulLy combiu'd, 
Force him to take his tith-s in kind: 
And Parviſol“ diſcounts arrears 
By bills for taxes and :2pairs. 

Poor Swift, with all his loſſes ven d, 
Not knowing where to tura him next, 
Above a thouſand pounds in debt, 
Takes horſe, and in a mighty fe-. 
Rides day and night at ſuch a rata, 

Re ſoon arrives at Harley”: gate; 
But was ſo dirty, pale, and thin, 
ld Read+ would Lardly let him in. 

Saidl Harley, « Welcome, Rovercid Dean ! 
« What make; yaur worſt:ip Jook to lean? 
c Why, ſure you won't ape ar in town 
et In that old wiz and ruſty gown ? 

I doubt your heart is ſet on pelf 

& So much, that you neglea yourſelf, 

« What! I ſuppoſe, now ftocks are high, 
« You ve ſome good. purchaſe in your cye? 
« Or is your money out at vſe P? 

% Truce, good my Lord, I beg a truce,” 1 

(The De dor in a paſiion ery'd) 

« Your rallry is miſapply'dy « * 
* The Dear agent, a Frencl mam. SWIr 3 
+ The Lord Tre-ſurer': per ter. 
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* Pray leave me where you found 


POEM S. 


« Exper ie ne I have dearly bought, 


Tou know I am not worth a grant: 


« But you reſold to have your zeſt 3 
« .And *twas a folly to conteſt; 
© Then, fince you have now done 


135 


your worſt, 
me firſt » 


|' HORACE, BOOK M. 8AT, I. 


VE often wiſt'd that T had clear, 
For life, fix hundred pounds a-year, 
A handſome houſe to lodge a friend, 
A river at my garden's end, 
A terrace walk, and half a rood 
Ot land ſet out to plant a wood, 


95 


30 


L“ Direct my plough to find a treaſure !”? 


No matter where the moncy s found, 


Well, now I have all this and more, 
I aſk net to increaſe. my ſtore ; 
« Rut here a grievance ſeems to lie, 
All this is mine but till I die; 
© I cati't but think twould ſound more clever, 
To me and to my be irs for ever. 
© If I ne%cr got or loſt a groat, 
© By any trick, or any fault; 
And if I pray by reaſon's rules, 
© And not like forty other fools : 
As thus, “ Vouchſafe, oh gracious Maker ! 
« To grant me this and t'other acre ; 
« Or, if it be thy will and pleaſure, 


19 


13 


20 

« But only what my ſtation fits, 

Aud to be kept in my right wits, 

© Preſerve, Almighty Providence! 

© Juſt what you gave me, competence: 

© And let me in theſe ſhades compoſe 

« Something in verſe as true as proſe ; 

© Remov'd from all tht? ambitious ſcene, 

Nor puft *d by pride, nor ſunk by ſpleen.” 
In ſhort, I'm porſectly content, _ 

Let me but live on this ſale Trent; 

Nor croſs the Channel twice a year, 

To ſpend fox months with ſtateſmen here, 
] mufi by all means come to town, 


39 


| *T3s for the 1ervice of the Crown. 


« Lewis, the Dean will be of uſe ; 
Send for him up, take no excuſe.“ 
The toll, the langer of the ſeas, 
Great Minitters peer think of theſe ;,. 
Cr let it coſt fe hundred pound, 


35 


It is hut ſo much more in debt, 
And that they ner confider'd yet. 

« Good Mr. Dean, go chaizge your gowny 
& Tet my Lord know you re come to town.” 
I horry me in baſte away. 
Not thinking it is levee-Gay 
And fnd his honor in a pound. 
Hemm'd by a triple circle round, 
C h:quer*d with ribbons hlue and green : 
How ſhould i thruft myſelf between? 
Some .wag obſcreres me thus perple-*d,. 
And, ſmiling, whifpers to the next, _ 
I thought the Dean had been too proud, 
To juttle here among the craud!” : 
Another, in a ſurly ft, 
Tells me 1 have more zeal than wit, 


45 


33 


- 
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« So eager to expreſs your love, 

« You neer. conſider whom you ſhove, 
« But rudely preſs before a duke.“ 

J own, 1 'm pl-as'd with this rebuke, 
And take it kindly meant, to ſhow — 
What I defire the world ſhorid know. 

I get a whiſper, and withdraw: | 
When twenty fools I never faw _- 
Com: with petitions fairly pena? d, 
Petring I would Nad their friend. 

This humbly offers me his caſo | | 
That begs my interett for a place — 
A hundred other men's affairs, | 
Like bees, are humming in my cars. 
« To-morrow my a eomes on; | 
% Without your help, the cauſe is zone" 

The duke expects my lord and you, | 
About ſome great affair, at two— 

« Put my lord Bolingbroke in mind, 
« To get my warrantquickly {gud ; | 
« Conner, tis my firſt requeſt,” — 

Be ſatisfy*d, I'll do my beſt. 

Then preſently he falls to teaze, 

« You may for certain, if you pleaſe ; 

« I doubt not, if his lordſtip knew 

« And, Mr. Dean, one word from you——"" 

Tis (let me ſee) three yoars and more, 

(Octobee next it will be four) 

Since Harley bid me firſt attend, 

And choſc me for an humble friend; 

Would take me in his coach to chat, 

And queſtion. me of this and that; 

As, „ What 's o*clock?? And, « How ?s the 
« wind? ? 

« Whoſe chariot 's that we left behind?“ 

Or gravely try to read the lines 

Writ underneath the country ſigns; 

Or, Have you nothing new to-day 

« From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay?“ 

Such tattle often entertains 95 
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My lord and me as far as Staines, 

As once a week we travel down 

To Windſor, and again to town, 

Where all that paſſes nter nos 

Might be proclaim'd at Charing-croſs, 
Yet ſome I know with envy ſwell, | 

Becauſe they ſee me us'd ſo well: 

« How thing you of our friend the Dean ? 

« J wonder what ſome people mean? 

« My lord and he are grown fo great, 

« Always together, tete a tete; 

« What! they admire him for his jokes? 

See but the fort me of ſome foll;-!” 
There flies abort a ſtrange report 

Ci fome expreſs arriv'd at court : 

I'm ſtopp'd by all the fools I meet, 

And catechis'd in every ſtreet. 

« You, Mr. Dean, frequent the great; 


— 


« Inform us, will the Emperor treat? | 


« Or do the prints and papers lic ? 
Faith, Sir, you know as much as I, 
Ah, Doctor, how you love to jeft ! 
« *Tis now no ſecret“ I protet 

Tis one to me. Then tell us, pray, 
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They land amaz'd, and think me grown 


| Thi: cloſeſt mortal ever known, 


Tis in a fea of folly toſt, 
My chnicett hours of life are loſt; 
Yet always withing to retreat, 
Ch, could I ſes my country feat ! 
There leaning near a gentle brook, 
Sleep, or peruſe ſonic ancient book: 
And there in ſwe-t oivion drown 
Thuſe cares that hauut the court and town“. 
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THE AUTHOR UPCN HIMSELF, 1713. 
[fee off tie fr! lines are wantirg.] 
EF I @ @- S&T ea S. © SS S 


Tk Bo AL . 77 ow a oe 


By an cl purſied 

A crazy prelatef, and a royal prudeft ; 

By dull diviges, who loo! with envious eyes 
On every genius that attempts to riſe ; 

And, pauling Oer a pipe with doubtful nod, 
Give hints that poets n&er believe in God: 
So downs on ſcholars as on wizards look, 


And take a folio for a conjuring book. 


Swift had the ſin of wit, no veniaF crime ; 
Nay, *tis affirm'd, he ſometimes dealt in rhyme + 
Humour and mirth had place in all he writ; 

He reconciPd divinity and wit; 

He mov'd, and boy'd, and talk'd, with too 
much grace 3 i 

Nor ſhe wd the pc ſen in his gait or face 3 

Deſpis d luxurious wines and coſtly meat, 

Vet ſtill was at the taizles of the great; 


| Frequented lords, ſaw theſe that ſaw the Queen 3 5 


At Child'sgę or Truby's$ never once had been; 
Where town and country vicar? flock in tribes, 
Secur*d by numbers from the laymen's gibes, 
And dca! in vices of the graver ſort, 
Tobacgo, cenſure, coifee, pride, and port, 

But, after ſage monitions from his friends, 


| His talents to employ ſor nobler ends; 


To better judgmeats willing to ſubmit, 
He tur as to politicks his dangerous wit, 

And now, the pubtic intereſt to ſupport, 
By Harlry ditt invited comes to court; 
In favour grows with miniſters of i. te; 
Admitted private, when ſuperior wait: 
Aud Harley, rot aſtam'd hi choice to own, 
Ties Him to Windfor 1: his coach alone. 
At Winder Swilt no ſooner cat app ar, 
Bit St. jahn comes and whi pers i, hi- car: 
The Waiters ſiand i: ranks ; the. yecmen cry, 
M. . 155; „ 65 bc a due were Pat ig by. 

Now Finch! alarms tas Lords: he hears for 

CLCiully 8 

This dangerous prieft is got behind :e curtain. 
Finch, ſad for tediou elocution, proves 
That Swift oils many a ſpring which Harley 


moves. ; 


* See the reſt of this ſatire among Pope*s Prems, 
+ Dr. Sur, archbiſhop of York, 


« When are the troops to have their pay? 
And, though I ſolemnly declare | 
I know no more than my lord mayor, 


Hee-Heuſer much frequented by the Cler . 


1 Q. Arne, 
f De Ear! f Ditting lum. See abrve fo» 28 
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Walpole and Aiflabie#, to clear the doubt, 
Inform the Commons, that the ſecret 's out: 

& A certain doctor is obſerv'd ot late 

« To haunt a certain miniſter of ſtate ; 

« From whence with half an eye we may diſ-o- 


ver 
« The peace is made, and Perkin muſt come 
over.” 


* 


They thought it was an old man's mag got : 
Ard ſtrove by turns to break the fagght : 
In vain ; the complicated wands 


| Were much too ſtrong for all the ir hands. 
f See, ſaid the ſire, how ſoon 'tis done; 

| Then took and broke them one by one, 
So ftrong you U be, in ric: dit.ip ty'd ; 


So quickly broke, if you divide, 


York is from Lambeth ſent, to ſhew the , Keep clote then, boys, and never quarrel: 


A dangerous treatiſeÞ writ againſt the ſplecn ; 

Which, by the flyle, the matter, aud the driit, 

"Tis — 2 could be the work of none but 

i 

Poor York ! the harmleſs tool of others* hate; 

He ſues for pardovy, ald repents tho late. 

Now, angry Somerict$ her ver geanc> vows 

CmSwift's reproaches tor hey © * + #* * 

From her red loc':s her mouth with venom fills ; 

And thenoc into the oval car jails, 

The Queen incens'd, his ſervices forgot, 

Leaves him a victim to the vengeful Scot || 

Now through the realn» a proclamat on ſpread, 

To fix a price on his devoted head. 

While innocent, he ſcorns ignolle flight; 

His watchful friends preſerve him by a ſle ight. 
By Harl-y* favour once again he ſhines ; 

Is now careſ:%d by candidate divines, 

Who change opinions with the changing ſcene ; 

Lord! how were they mittalen in the Dean! 

Now Delawarr** again familiar grows, 

Aad 8 Swift's ear thruſts his powder'd 

The Scattiſh nation, whom he dert offend, 

Again apply that Swiit would be their friend. 
By faction tir*d, with grief he waits awhile, 

His great contending friends to recoucile, 

Performs what- friend/hip, juſtice, truth, re- 

quire : | ; 
What could he more, but deceitly retire ? 


Tus FAG GO. 


WRITTEN WIEN THE WINISTRY WERE AT 
VARIANCE, 


1713. 
BSE. RWE the dying father ſpeak : 
Try, lads, can you this burdle break? 
Then bids the youngeſt of the . e 
Tatze up a well-bourd keap of iticks. 


* They beth fjeke againgi him in tne Heufe of 
Commens., : F 
Þ+ Tief a Tub. \ 
He ſent a meſſage to aſt Scoi to tar gon, 
See the Windſor Prephecz, p. 281. 
; Tie Duke of Argy/!. | | 
¶ Fer coriting * The Pubic Spirit of Whigs,” 
* Ther lerul treaſurer ef rhe hruſect old, avne c 
tieuſly avoided Swift eokillſt the proclamation was 
ie ng. : | 
+4 He enn wifited by rte Scottiſh ler ds more than | 
ge. 


| 


Here ends the fable and the in- ral. 


hi, tale may be apply'd iu {ew words 
To trcaſurers, comptrollers, ſtæwards; 

And others who in foelemn fort 
Appear with flender wards at court; 

Not twwly join'd to keep their ground, 
But laſku g one another round: 

While wite mea think they ought to fight 
With quoirfere iff1 inftead of ute > 

Or coniiable with  .f of peace | 
Should come and mace the clattering ceaſe, 
Which now ditturli the Queen aud court, 
And gives the Whig? aud rabble ſport. 

In hiftory we never found 
The Conſutls? Faſces were unbhound: 

Theſc Romans were too w iſe to think ont, 
Except to laſh ſome grand delinquent. 
How wauld they bluſh to hear it ſaid, 

The Prztor broke the ConſuPs head! 

Or Conſul, in his purple gowns 

Came up, and knock'd the Prætor down ! 

Come, Courtiers : every man his ſtick ! 

Lord Treafurer, for once he quick: 

And, that they may the cloſer cling, 

Tale your blue ribbon for a firing. 

Come, trimming Harcourt®, bring your mace z 
And ſqueeze it -in, or quit your place : 
Diſpatch, or elſe that raſcal NortheyF 

Will undertake to do it for thee : 

And, be aſſur'd, the Court will find him 
Prepar'd to leaf Yer „icli, or bind em. 

To make the bundle ſtrong and ſafe, 
Great Crmond, lend thy GeneraPs Haff: 
Aud, it the (roſer could be cramm'd in, 

A fg for Lechmere, King, and Hambden! 
You ' then defy the ſtrongeſt Whig 

With both bis hands to bend a twiz ; 
Though with united ſtrength they all pull, 
From Somers down to Craggs and Walpole. 


2 èn 


CATULLUS DF LESBIA. 


* ESBIA for ever on me rails, 
To talk of me ſhe never fails. 
Now, hang me but for all her art, 
1 nd, that I have gain'd her heart, 
My proof is thus: I plainly ſce, 
The caſe is juſt the ſame with me; 
I curfe her every hour fincercly, 


Yet, hang me but I loye her dearly, 
* Terd Chancellcy. | 


{ Sir Edward Nor they, Attorney= General. 
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= 3-06 R Ws * 
Frem tle Frenc.,* 


Ino can hckeve with common ſenſe, 
N A tacon ſlice gives (354) O8cacc 3 
Or, how a kerry bath a charm 
Almig lay ve g-ance to diſarm ? 
NV rapt up in iaſeny divine, 
Dovs he revard on u hat we d: 


— ___ 


Cx a CURATE's COMPLAINT or 
HAFD DUTY. 


MARUCH'D three miles through ſcorching 
ſam, 

W ith zul in heart, and notes in hand; 
I rode tour more to Great St. Mary, 
Utung four lege, when two were weary : 
To turce fair virgius I did tic menu, 
In tae clate bands of pleaſing Hy men: 
di pd two babes in holy water, 
And purity'd their metner atter, 
Within an hour and ekc a halt, 
I preach thyee cougregations deaf; | 
Where thurdcring out, with lungs long-winded, 
I chopp'd ſo iatt, that iew there miaded, 
My emblem, thc laborious ſun, 
Saw all theſe mighty labcurs done | 
Before one race of his was run. 
All this perſorm'd by Robert H. wit: | 
What mortal clſc could cer go through it! 


— >——— — — oO 


A TRUE D FAITHFUL 
Id VENTO of the Goops belonging to 
DR. Swirr, Vicar of LARA cox; 
Len lending his Peuſe to the E ef Lu-, 


his Paulecce was re-. 


N oaken, broker. elbew-chair; 
A caudle-cup, without an car; 
A batter'd, ſhatter'd a": beditcad ; 
A box of dcal, without a lid; | 
A pair of tongs, but out ot joint; 
A back-ſword poker, without point; 
A pot that 's crack'd geroſs, around 
With au old knetted garter bound; 
Au iron lock, without a key 
A wig, with ha.. giag quite grown grey; 
A curtain wera to balf a firipe ; 
A air of bellows, wittout pipe; 
A dit which might good meat afford once; 
An Cid, ard an old Concordance 
A bottle-Dottom, wooden platter, 
Cue i; tor meal, and on. for water: 
TLere likewiſe is a copper &illet, 
Which runs as ſat out a; pou H it; 


ill 


X Is 
* Written extempore by a gentleman who vas re- 
Freved ry ſeme of Ai Ccinpurtgns for eating egg 
and bacon on a fu. 


* 
** 


A candleſtick, ſnuff- diſh, and ſave- all: 
Aru thus lis houſf old goods you have all. 


Thef to your Lordſt. ip as a riend, 8 


Till you have built, I freely lend: 
They N ſerve your Lordſt ip for a ſhift; 
Why not, as well as Doctor Swift? 
1 
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Written at Windſor, 1713. 


Pleadirg before the Cyprian Qucen. 
The counſel tor the fair began, 
Aecuting the falſe creature man, 
Tue brief with weighty crimes was 
On which the pleader much enlarg'd ; 
} That Copid now has loft his art, x 
Gr hlunts the poiat of every dart 
| His altar now no longer ſnokes, 
His mother's aid no youth invokes ; 
| This tempts freethinkers to refine, 

And briag in doubt their powers divine: 
Now love is dwindled to intrigue, 

And marriage grown a money-leaguc, 
Which crimes atorcſaid /<oir her leave 
Were Cas he humbly did conceive ) 
Againſt our ſovereign lady's peace, 

| Againſt the ſtatute in that caſc, 

Againtt her dignity and crown : 

Then pray'd an anſwer, and fat down. 

The hf with ſcorn beheld their foes : 
When the d-fexd.int*s counſel roſe, 
And, what no lawyer ever lack'd, 

With impudence own?*d all the fact; 


But, what the gentleſt heart would vex, 


Laid all the fault on t other ſex. 
That modern love is no ſuch thi 

As what thoſe ancient poets ſg ; 

A fire celeſtial, chaite, refin'd, 
(Corcciv'd and kindled in the niind 

' Which, having found an cqual fame, 
{ Unites, and both become the ſame, 
In different breaſts together burn, 
Together both to aſhes turn. 

But women now feel no ſuch fire, 
And only know the greſs defrre, 
Their paſhons move in lower ſpheres, 
> Where*cr caprice or folly ſteers. 

A dog, a puwrrot, or an ape, 

Or ſome worſe brute in human 
Ingroſs the fancies of the fair, 

The few {oit moments they can ſpare, 
| From vi! ts tg reccive and pay; | 

| From ſcandal, politicks, and play: 
From fans, and flounces, and 

From equipage and park-parades, 
From all the thouſand female toys, 
From every trific that employs 


— 


 al:y er preceptor, The ladys 
| Sun, 


IE ſnæpherds and the nymphs were ſeen 


CADENUS AND.VANESSA.®.- 


charg'd, 3 


Sa 


35 


45 


* Founded on an effer of marriage made by . 
. Miſs Varhomrigh to Dr. Swift, who vas occaſion 


unhappy ory is well | 
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The out or inſide of their heads, 

Between their toilet; and their beds. 
In a dull ſtream, which moving flow, 

You hardly ſee the current flow ; 

If a ſmall breeze obſtruct the courſe, 

IN whiris about, for want of forces, 

And in its narrow circle gathers 

Nothing but chaſi, and firaws, and feathers, 

The current of a female mi-d 

Stops thus, and turns with every wind 

Thu* whirliag rou+.d together draws 

Fonls, fops, and rakes, for chafi ard ftraws, 

Hence we corclude, no women's hearts 

Are won by virtue, wit, and parts: 

Nor are the men of ſenſe to Flame, 

For br:afs incapable of flame; _ 

The fault muſt on the —_—_ plac'd, 

Grown ſo corrupted in their tate. | 
The pleader, having ſpoke his beſt, 

Had witneſs ready to atteſt, 

Who ſairly could on oath depoſe, 

| When queſtions on the fact aroſe, 

That every article was true; 

Nr further theſe de! ment fre. 

Therefore he humbly would infiſt, 

The bill might be with coſts diſmiſs'd. 


The cauſe d of ſo much weight, 
That Venus, from her 1 t-ſeat, 
Deſir*d them not to talk ſo 


Elſe ſhe muſt interpoſe a cloud: 

For, if the heavenly folk ſhould know 
Theſe ings in the courts below, 
. That mortals here diſdain to love, 

She neꝰ er could ſhew her face above; 
For gods, their hetters, are too wile 
To value that which men deſpiſe. 

And then, faid ſhe, my ſon and I 
Muſt ſtroll in air, twixt land and ky; 
Or elſe, fot out from heaven and earth, 
Flv ta the fea, my place of birth; 
There live, with daggled mermaids pent, 
And keep on fiſh perpetual Lent, 
But, fince the caſe appear id ſo nice, 
She thought it heſt to tate advice. 

The Muſes, by their King's permiifiion, 
Thou ch f-=5 to love, attend the ſeiGon, 
And on the right hand 150k their places 
In order; on the left, the Grazes : | 
To whom fre might her dowbts propoſe 
On all emerecnsies thai roſz, | 
The Muſes oft! were ſcen to frown ; 
The Graces half-a m look do.] n; 
And etwas obſerv'd, there were but few 
Of either ſex among the crew, 

Whom de or her aTeſſers kacw, 

The goddeſs ſon began to ſec, 

Thins: were not ripe for a decree ; 
aud ſ.id he mult confult her books, 
The {cer Flets, Bra tons, Cokes. 
Firſt to a dapper clerk ſhe beckon'd, 
To turn to Ovid, book the ſecond ; 
She then referr*d them to a place 

In Virgil v Didoꝰs caſe) : 

« for. Tibullus's reports, 

They never paſs'd for law in courts: 
be 
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70 


75 


85 
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For Cowley*s briefs, and pleas of Waller, 
Still their authority was ſmaller. 
There was on both ſides much to ſay : 
She *d hear the cauſe another day. 
Aud ſo the did: and then a third 
She heard it—there ſhe kept her word: 
But, with rejptuders or replies, 
Long bills, ard anſwers ſtuff d with lies, 
De mur, imparlance, and eſſoign, 
The parties ne er could iſſue join: 
For ſixteen years the cauſe was fpun, 
And then ſtood here it firſt hegun. 
Now, gentle Clio, ſing or ſay. 
What Venus meant by this delay. 
The goddeſs, much perplectd in mind 
To ſee her empire thus d-clin*d, 
When fra thi« grand debate aroſe, 
Above her wiſdom to comp-Tc, 
Conceir*d a projet in her head 
To work her ends; which, if it ſped, 
Would ſhew rhe merits of the 
Far better than conſulting laws. 
In a glad hour Lucina's aid 
Produc'd on earth a wondrous maid, 
On whom the Queen of Love was bent 
To try a new experiment. 
She threw her law. books n the ſhelf, 
And thus debated with herſcl:. ; 
| Since men alledge, neꝰ er can find 
Thrice b-guties in a female mind, 
| Which raiſe a fame that will endure 
For ever uncorrupt and pure; 
Tf *tis with reaſon they complain, 
This infant ſhall reſtore my reign. 
I 'l ſearch where every virtue dwells, 
From courts incluſve down to cells ; 
What preachers talk, or ſage* write; 
Theſe I will gather and unite, 
| And repreſent them to mankind 
Collected in that infant's mind. 


ers, 

A ſprig of amaroanthine flowers, 

In rear thrice infuſes bays, 

Three times rend in Titan's rays ; 
| Then calls the Graces to her aid, 


From whence the tender ſi in aſſumes 

A ſweetneſe above all perfumes : 

From whenc? a cleanlineſs remains, 

Incapable of outward Rains : 

From whence that decency of mind, 

So lovely in the female kind. 

Where not one careleſs thought intruder, 

Leſs modeſt than the ſpeech of prudes 

Where never bluſh was call'd in aid, | 

That ſpurious virtue in a maid, 

A virtue but at ſecond-hand ; 88 

They bluſh, becauſe they underſtand. 
The Graces next would act their part, 

And ſhew'd but little of their art; 

Their work was half already done, 

The child with native beauty ſhone ; 

The outward form no help requir'd : 


| Exch, breathing og her Grice, infpir'] 


And ſprinhles thrice the new-born maid : 
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This faid, the plucks in heaven's high-bow- 
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That gentie, ſoft; engaging air, 

Which in old times adorn'd the fair: 

Aud ſaid, „ Vaneſia be the name 

« By which tl. ou ſhalt be known to fame; 

« Vaaciia, by the god: inroll'd: 

« Her name on carth ſtall not be told,” 
But till the work was not completsz ; 

When Venus thought on a deceit, 

Drawn by her doves, away ſhe flies, 

And finds out Pallas in the ſkies. 

Dear Pallas. I have been this mora 

To ſee a lovely infant born; 

A hoy ia youder iſle below, 

80 like my own without his bow, 

By beauty could your heart be won, 

You * ſwear it is Apolio's fon : 

But it ſhall ne“ er be faid, a child 

Sn hopeful has by me been ſpoi'd ; 

I lave enough beſ des to ſpare, 

And give him wholly to your care. 
Wiſdom 's above ſuſpecting wile : 
The Queen of Learning gravely ſmiles, 

Down from Olympus comes with joy, 
Mittakes Vaneſſa for a boy; 

Ihen ſows within her tender mind 
Seeds long un hnowu to womankind; 
For manly boſoms chic dy ft, | 
The ſeeds of knowledge, judgment, wit. 
Her foul was ſuddenly endued 

With juſtice, truth, and fortitude ; 
With honour, which no breath can ſtain, 
Which malice muſt attack in vain ; 

With open heart and bounteous hand, 
Nut Pallas here was at a ſtand ; 

dhe knew, in our degeuerate days, 

Mare virtue could not live on praiſe ; 
"That meat muſt be with money bought: 
du: thoreiore, upon ſecond thought, 

J .cus*d, yet as it were by ſtealth, 

Some iazall regard for fiate and wealth; 
Of which, a+ ſhe grew up, there ſtaid 
A tinfture in th: prudent maid : 

Sno manayd her eſtate with care, 

Yet lia'd turee fhotmen to her chair. 

Er, leſt he ſhould neglect his ſtudies 
Lis. a your g heir, the thriſty goddeſs 
(For fzar yourg maſter ſhould be ſpoil'd) 
Would uſe him like a younger child; 
Ad, after long computing, found 


JH come to Juſt five thouſand pound? 
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The Oucen of Love was pleas'd, and proud, 


To ſee Vaneſſa thus endow?d ; 
Sh: doubted not but ſuch a dame 
Through very breaft would dart a flame; 
That every rich and lordly ſwain 
With pride would drag ahout her chain; 
That ſchalaus would forſake their books, 
To tudy bright Vane ſſa's looks; 
As the advanc'd, that woman kind 
Would by her model form their mind, 
And all their conduct would be try%d 

By her, as an unerring guide; 2» 
Ciending daughters oft? would hear 
Vaneſſa's praiſe rung in thei ear; 

Miſs Eætty, when tic doe: a ſault, 
Letz fall h-. knife, or ſpills the (alt, 


— 
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« *Tis what Vaneſſa never did“ ““ 
180 | Thus by the nymphs and fwains ador'ds 
My power fall be again reftor'd, © 
Aud happy lovers bleſs my reign— £. = . 
So Venus hop*d, but hop 


4 


* +&+ 


Will thus be by her mother chid, - + .« 


** 


d in vain. 7 
For v hen ia time the Martial Maid 


But ig the poets we may find 


A hole tome law, time out of mind, 
Had been contirn?'d by Fate* decree, 
That gods, of whatſoe'er degree, 
Reſume not what the mſelves have given, ace 
Or any brother-godin heaven; a 
Which kceps the peace amot g the gods, 
Or they muſt always be at odds: 

Ard Pallas, if ſhe broke the laws, 

Muſt yield her foe the ſtronger cauſe ; 

A ſhame to one ſo much ador d 

For wiſdom at Jove*s council-board, 

Be ſides, the fear*d the 
Would meet with better friends above. 
And though Ne muſt with grief remect, 
To ſee a mortal virgin deck*d 

With graces hitherto unknown 

To female breaſts, except her own 

Yet ſhe would act as beſt became 

A goddeſs of urſpotted fame, 

She knew, by augury 
Venus would fail in her deſgn: 

She ſtudy*d well the point, and found 
Her foe* concluſ ors were not ſound, 
From premiſes erroneous broug 

And therefore.the d:duQtion 's nought, 
And muſt have contrary effects 

To what her treœacherous foe expects. 


divine, 


ht; 


In proper ſeaſon Palas meets 


unt wet, that men commence 


Ide goddeſs thus pronounc'd her doom: 


When Jol Vane ſſ in her bloom 
Advanc'd, like Atalanta's ſtar, | 
| But rarely ſcen, and ſeen from far: 
In anew world with cactica ſtept, 
Watcb'd all the 22mpany the Rep 
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n of Love - 
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27 250 
Found out the trick that Venus playd, » ©. 
She ſakes her helm, ſne knits her brows, ad 
And, {,r'd with indignation, vows, 
To-morrow, cre the ſetti g ſun, 
She'd all undo that ſhe bad done. 
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The Q:ca of Love, whom thus ſhe greets 25g 
(For gods; are by Homer told, 

Can in eeleſtial language ſecid): 

Per dious grddeſs ! but i valn 

You for md this project in your bra's ; 

A projet ſor thy talents ,, 

V'rh much decsit ard lde un. 

Thou hat, acaheu falt quickly ſee, 
Deceiv'd thyſchf, infleattof me: 

For how can itfaverily wiidom prove 

An inſtrumert w earthly love ? 3 
Know it thb 
Thy votaries, fog 2warit.of ſenſe? 

Nor all VaadGatd2zhe theme 

To manage thy #kgriveqchene : 

She I prove the gtcatefiioii.thy foes ; 
vd yet ſcorn to interpaſt, 1 
But, uſing neither ſ:illeer fare, 
Leave a *1ings to their natural courſe, 
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They aſk d her, 
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Well knowing, from the books ſhe read, 

What dange 

Would m at the Park appear, 

Kor ſaw the play -houſe twice a year ; 

Yet, not incurious, was inclin'd 

To know the converſe of mankind, 

- Firſt iſſued from periumers? ſhops, 

A croud of faſhionabl- _ : 
how ſhe lid the play: 

Thendgold the tattle of the day; 

Adu fought laſt night at two, 

About a lady — ou know who ; 

Mention da new Italian come 

Either from Muſcovy vr Rome ; 

Gave hints of who and who 's together; 


- 


Then fel] a talking of the weather; 


Laſt night was ſo extremely fine, 
The ladies walk'd till after nine ; 
Then, in ſoft voice and ſpeech-abſurd, 
With nonſenſe every ſecond word, 
With fuftian from exploded plays, 
They celebrate her beauty's praiſe ; 
Run oer their cant of flupid lies, 
And tell the murders of her eyes. 
With ſilent ſcorn Vaneſia ſat, 
Scarce liſtening to their idle chat ; 
Further than ſometimes by a frown, 
When they grew 
At laſt he ſpitefully was bent 


To try their wiſdom's full extent; 
And aid ſhe valued nothing leſs 


Than titles, figure, ſhape and dreſs ; 
That merit ſhould be chicfiy plac'd 

In judgment, knowledge, wit, aad taſte ; 
And theſe ſhe, offer d to diſpute, 

Alone diftinguiſh'd man from brute :; 
That preſent times have no pretence 

To virtxe, in the noble ſenſe 

By Greeks and Romaus underſtood, 

To periſh for eur country's good, 

She nar ud the ancient heroes round, 
Lxplläin'd for what they were renown'd ; 
Then ſpoke with cenſure or applauſe 
Cf foreign cuſtoms, rites, and laws 3. 


7 arouga nature and through art ſhe rang'd, 


And graceiully her ſubject chang'd ; 


In vain! her hcarers had no ſhare 


In all ſhe ſpoke, except to ſtare. | 
Their judgment was, upon the whole, 
— That lady is the dulle it ſoul l— ' 


Then tipt their focchead in a jeer, 


As who ſhould ſay—She wants it here ! 
She may be handſome, young, and rich, - 


7 
' 


But none will burn her for a witch ! 
A party net of glittering dames, 
From round the purlieus of St. James, 


Came carly, out of pure good will, 
Ta ſee the girl in diſhabille, 


Their clamour, lighting from their chairs, 


Grew louder all the way up ſtairs ; 

At entrance loudeſt, where they found. 
The room with volumes litter*d round. 
Vaneſſa held Montaigne, and read, 
Whilſt Mrs. Suſan comby'd her head. 
They call'd for tea and chocolate, 

And ſell into their uſual chat. 


to pull them down. 


s paths young virgins tread: 
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j 
Diſcourſing, with iinportant ſace, 


Shew*d patter; ju't from India brought, 
And gravely aik'd her what ſte thought, 
Whether tle red or green were beit, 

And what they co? Vareſla gueſe'd, 

As came into her taacy tri! ; 

Nam'd half the rates, and lis'd the worſt. 
To ſcandal next—W hat autrward thing 


Was that lat Sunday in the ring? 


I'm forry Mopſa breaks ſo faii ; 

I faid, her face would never h't. 

Corinna, with that youthſul air, 

Is thirty, and a bit to ſpar- : 

Her fondneſs for a ceriaii Earl 

Began when I was but a girt! 

Pb illis, who but a month ago 

Was marry*d to the Tunbridge- beau, 

I faw coquetting Yother night 

In public with that odious knight ! 
They rally'd next Vanefia's dreſ;: 

That gown was made for old Queen Pe, 

Dear Madam, let me ſee your head: 

Don't you intend to put on red ? 

A petticoat without a hoop ! 

Sure, you are not aſham'd to ſtoop ! 

With handſome garters at your kaces, 

No matter what a fellow ſees. 

© FP] with diſlain, with rage inflam'd, 

Both of herſelf and ſex aſham'd, 

The ny mph ſtood tent out of ſpight, 

Nor would vouchſafe to ſet them right. 


| Away tic fair detrattors went, 


And gave by turns their genſures vent. 
She 's not ſo ha dſame in my eyes: 
For wit, 1] woader wher it li-! 


But why proclaiai acr for a toat? 
A baby fac: ; no life, no airs, 


But what ſhe lard at country-fairs 3 
4 Scarce knows u hat dif ercice is Letw<en 


Rich Flanders lace and Colbertcea. 

I Il undertake, my little Nancy 

In flounces hath a better fancy! 
With all her wit, I would not aſk 
Her judgmert, how to buy a maſk. 

| We b<gg%4 her but to patch her face, 
She never hit one proper place; 
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Becomes the creature well enough. 


Which every girl at five years old 
| Can dv as ſooa as ſhe is told. 5 
] own, that out-of-fahhion ſtuff 


The girl might paſs, if we could get her 

To know the world a little better. 

{ To krone the world ! a modern phraſe 

For viſits, ombre, balls, and plays.) 
Thus, to the world's perpetual d ame, 

The Queen of Beauty loſt her aim ; 

Too late with grief ſhe urderiiood, 

Pallas had done more harm than good; 

For great examples are but vain, ' 

Where ignorance begots diſdain, 

Both ſex23, arm'd with guilt and ſpite, 


9 20 | Againſt Vance ſſa', power unite : 


Jo copy her, jew nymphs. aipird ; 


Her v;rtucs fewer ſwalns admir'd, 


On ribboas, faus, and gloves, aud lace; 


She 's fair and cl:a1, and that 's the moſt ; | 
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80 ftars beyond a certain height 
Give mortals reither heat nor light. 
Yet ſome of · ither ſex, endow d 
With gifts ſupc rior to the croud, 
W ith virtue, Kc ledge, tate, and wit, 
Ste condeſcended to admit: 
With pl-a{ng arts ſhe could reduce 
Meu's talonts to their proper uſe; 
Aud with addreſs each genius h. Id 
To that u herein it mott exceIPd ; 
Thus, walling others? wiideo mn kauen, 
Could pl ate them, aud imyrove her own, 
A modeſt youth ſaid ſToncthig now 
Sue plac*d it iu tas Aroagel view. 
AL humble worts fic Rruve to raiſe 
Would not be prai-*.l, yet loy'd to praiſe, 
The learned met wita ſree approach, 
Altho: 7h thy came not in a coach: 
dome el rgy too ite would allow, 
Nor quarrui'd at their aw rd bow 3 
Nut this was ler t adenus“ ſake, 
A gowaman of a diſferzut make ; 
Whom Pallas, once Vaneſſu's tutor, 
Had tix'd oa for her cha-ſjutor. 
But Cupid, full of mi:chief, longs 
To vindicate his mother wroz gs. 
Oa Pallas all attempt, are van: 
One way he on to g.ve her pain; 
Vows on Vaio Ta's cart to take 
Duc vengeauce:, tor ner patrou's ſake, 
Tho#: carly ſees by Venus ſown, 
Ja ſpite of Pallas, now were grown; 
And Cupid hop'd they would improve 
Dy time, ald ripeu iato love. 
The boy made uie of all his craft, 
Ja vaia diſchargi g many a fait, 
Poiutyd at culouch, lords, and beaux: 
Cadzin\ys ward dot tac blows; 
Fer, phycing nil fome book betwixt, 
The darts were ia the cover fix'd, 
Or, often bluzited and recoiPd, . 
On Pliitarch's Morals ftruch, were ſpoil, 
The Queen of Wiſdom could wrelce, 
But nut prevent the Fates“ lecrce ; 
Aud lunan caution tries in vaia 
To break that adamaiitine cin. 
V.meſſa, though by Pallas taught, 
By Love none ark Fl tho: ght,. 
Sear2hin.g in boos dur wiidom's aid, 
Was, in the very F arcly, betray'd. 
Cupid, though all huis darts were loſt, 
Vet itil] reiolv'd to pare no coſt; | 
He could not aoiwer to his ame 
The triumphs of that fiubborn dame, 
A uymph % hard to be ſub.lued, 
Who neither was cuquette nor prude, 
] bnd, ſaid he, ſhe wants a Doctor, 
Both to adore her, and inſtruct her: 
I'll give her what ſhe moſt admirec, 
Among thoſe vencrable ſre. 
Cadenus is a ſubje tit, 
Grown old in politics and wit, 
Car:\-'4 by miuiſtcrs of tate, 
Of half manki. d the Ercal a. d ha e. 
vol. V. 
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What. “er vexations love attend, 

She need no rivals apprehend. 

Her ſex, with univerſal voice, 

Muſt laugh at her capricious choice, 

Cadenus many things had writ ; 

Vanefſa much etcem?d his wit, 

And call'd for his poetic works: 

Man time the boy in. ſecret lurks ; 5 

Aid, while the book was in her hand, 

The urchin from his privite ſtand 

Took aim, ard ſhot with all his ſirength 

A dart of ſuch prodigious ler-gth, 

It pierc'd the feeble volume through, 

Ard deep trans fx d hr boſo:n too, 

Some lines, more mov ing than the reſt, 

Stuck to the point that pierc'd her breaft, 

And, borne directly to the heart, 

With pains unknown, increa>'d ber ſmart. 
Vaneſia, not in years a ſcore, 

Dreams ot a gow a of torty-four 3 

Imaginary charms can find 

In eyes with rcading almoſt blind: 

( adenus wow no more appears 

Decliu'd in health, advanc'd in years, 

She fancies mack in his tongue 

Xo farther looks, but thinks him young. 

What mariner is not afraid 

To veiiture in a ſhip decay'd ? 

What planter will attempt to yoke 

A ſapli:.g with a falling oat: ? 

As years increaſe, it e brighter ſhines : 

Cadenus with each day declines : 

Aud he muſt fall a prey to time, 

While ſhe continues in ber prime. | 
Cadenus, common forms apart, 542 

In every ſcene had kept his heart; 

Had ſ ghd and larguiſh'd, vow'd and writ, 


519 


81 


525 


$25 


For paſlime, or to ſhew his wit. 


But books, and time, and ſtate affairs, 
Had ſpoil'd his f̃actionahle airs :; 

He aow could ſe, eſteem, approve, 
But under ſtood not what was love. 

His conduct might have made him ftyP4 
A ;athcr, and the nymph his child. 
That innocent delight he too 

To fee the virgin mind her books 

Was but the maſter's ſecret joy 

in ſchool to hcar the fine t boy. 

Her knowledge with her fancy grew; 
Sbe hourly preſsꝰ ior ſomething new 3 
Iiieas came into her mind | 
So att, hi- leſſons lagg'd behind: 

3h: reaſon'd, without plodding long, 
Ner ever gave her judgemeut wrong. 
But now a ſudden change was wrought: 
he minds no longer what he taugit, 
Cadenus was amaz'd, to find 

Such mar bs of a dittracted mind: 
For, though te ſeem'd to liſten more | 
To ail he ſpoke, than er beſorc, * 
He found ler thoughts would abſcnt range, 

Yet gueſ-*J wot whence could ſpring the czar g*, 
And rſt ne modeſfly conjetur-s | 


545 


$30 


$55 


His pupil might be tir d with le Aures 3 n 
920 . 5 


| uk 


292 


Which help'd to mortify his pride, 
Yet gave him not the heart to chide ; 
But, in a mild de ſected firain, 

At laſt he ventur'd to complain; 
Said, ſhe ſhould be no longer tcas'd, 


Might have her freedom when ſhe pleas'd ; 


Was now conviuc'd he ated wrong, 

To hide her from the world fo long, 

And in dull ſtudies to engage 

One of her tender ſex and age; 
That every nymph with envy own'd, 


How ſte might ſhine in the grund monde ; 


And every ſhepherd was undone 
To fee her cloifcerd like a nun. 
This was a viſionary ſcheme : 
He wak'd, and found it but a dream; 
A project far above his il ill; 
For nature muſt be nature 0 ill. 
If he were bolder than became 
A ſcholar to a courtly dame, 
She might excuſe a man of letters : 
Thus tutors often treat their betters: 
And, ſince his talk offeniive grew, 
He came to take his laſt adieu. 
Vaneſſa, fill'd with juſt diſdain, 
' Would ſtill her dignity maintai:', 
Infirucied from her early years 
To ſcorn the art of female tears. 
Had he employ*d his time ſo long 
To teach her what was right and wrong 3 
Let could ſuch notions entertain 
That all his lectures were in vain? 


She own'd the wandering of her thoughts; 


But he muſt anſwer for hor faults, 
She well remember'd to her coſt, 
That all his le ſſons were not loft. 
Two maxims ſhe could ſtill prociuce, 
And ſad experience taught their ub: 
That virtue, plzas% by being ſhown, 
Knows nothing which it dares not own 3 
Can make us without fcar diſcloſe 
Our in moſt ſecrets to our foes: 
That common forms were not deſ.gn'4 
Directors to a noole mind. 
Now, ſaid the nymph, to let you ſec 
' My actions with your rules agree; 
That I can vuigar forms de ſpiſe, 
And have no ſecret: to diſguiſe: 
I knew by what you ſai and writ, 


How dangerous things were meu of wit; 


You caution*d me ag2'n#t thoir charms, 
But never gave inc _ equal arms; 
} Your leflons ſound the wea eſt part, 


Aim'd at the head, but reached the heart. 


Cadenus felt within him riſe 
Shame, diſappointnzent, guilt ſurprize. 
He knew ot bow to reconcile, 
Such language with ber uſual ſtyle: 
And yet her words were ſo expreſt, 
He could not hope ſhe ſpoke in jeft. 
His thoughts hack wholly been confin'd 
To torm and cultivate her mind, 
He hardly knew, till he was tokd, 
Whether the :ymph were young or old; 
Fad met her in a public place, 
Without diſtinguiſming her faces + 


570 


575 


595 


605 


610 


675 


620 


630 


635 


$SWwW1iFrT'Ss POEM 8. 
* 


Much leſs could his declin irg age 
Vase ſſa's carlict thoughts engage ; 
And, if her youth indificrence met, 
His perſon mutt contempt beget ; 
Or, grant her parton be ſincere, 
How ſhall his innocence be clcar? 
r were all ſo ſtrong, 

The 


| 


Would ay he made a treacherous uſe 

Of wit, to {Uattcr and ſeduce: 

| The town would ſwear, he had betray*d 
By magic ſpells the harml-fs maid : 

And every beau would have his jokes, 

That ic were like other folks ; 

Aud, when Platonic flights were over, 

The tutor turd a mortal lover! 

So tender of the yourg and lair! 

It ſhewꝰd a true paternal care — 

Lire thouſand guinca in her purſe! 


Fardly at length he {lenc2 broke, 
And fai.ter*d every word he ſpoke ; 
Interpreting her complaiſance, 

Juſt as a man ſans conſequence. 

She rallied well, he always knew: 
Her mauner now was ſomething new 3 
And what ſhe ſpoke was in an air 
As ſericus as a tragic player, 

But tho who aim at ridicule 
Should tx upon ſome certai rule, 
Which 7airly hints they are in ; 

FIſ- he muſt enter his proteſt ; 

For, let a man be ne*cr fo wiſe, 

He may be caught with ſober lies; 
A fcicnce which he never taught, 
And, to be free, was dearly bought; 
For, tare it in its proper light, 

"Tis juic what oxcombs eall bete. 

But, not to dw. Þ ontιν⏑is minute, 
Vas, eſia finifr.?d the diſpute, 

Brought weighty arguwe..ts to prove 
That reaſon was her guide in love. 

She thought he had himſelf de ſerib'd, 
His dofizives hen Tre firſt iImbib'd ; 
What he had planted, now was grown 3 
Fii: virt es Fe night call here wa 

As he approves, as he diſlit cs, 

Love or coutempt ner faucy urikes. 
Self-love, in nature rootcd tatt, 
Attends us firſt, and leaves us lai ; 
Why ftc lizes him, admire not at her; 


— 


* 


How was her tutor wor, t to praiſe 
The geniuſes of ancicut days! 
(Th: fe authors he fo oft? had nam?*1, 
For Tearnirg, wit, and wiidom fand) 
Was ruck with bee, e:'cem, and awe, 
For rerſous whom he never ſaw, 
| St. ppoſe Cadenus flourif d then, 

He u adorc ſuch go like men. 

If one ſhort volume could compriſe 

All that was witty, karu'd, and w es 

Pow would it be eſteem'd and read, 

Although the writer long were dead! 
| If ſuch an author were ive, 


How all would for his irca@t ip ſiriee, 


world mutt think him in the wrong; 


The Doctor might have fancy d worſe am 


She loves herſelf, and that „tlie naaticr. 
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And eome in crouds to ſee his face! 
Ard this ſhe takes to be her caſe. 
Cadenvs anſwers every cad, 
The bnok, the author, and the ſriend; 
The utmot her deſ res will reach, 
Is but to Lern what he can teach: 
His converſ is a ſyftew fit 
Alone to fill up all her wit; 
Waile every paſſion of her mind 
In him is ce ter'd and coafin'd, 

Love can with ſpeech inſpire a mute, 
And taught Vance ca to diſpute, 
Tl:is topick, never touch'd bejore, 
Diſplay'd her elou-nce the more: 
Her knowledge, with ſuch pains acquir'd, 
By this new paſſiou grew infpir*d; 
Through thi, ſhe made all objeAs pais, 
Which gave a tinQure ver the mass; 
As rivers, though th:y bend and twine, 
Still to the fa their courſe incline ; 
Or, 2: philohphers, who find 
So: ne favourite ſyſtem to their mind, 
Ju every point to make it fit, 
Will force all nature to ſubmit. 

Cadenus, who could neꝰer ſuſped 
His le ſſans would have ſuch effect, 
Cr be ſo artfuily apply d, 
Inſenſibly came on her fide. 
It was an unſoreſeen event; 
Things took a turn he never meant. 
Whoe er 1 in what we prize, 
Appears a hero in our eyes: 
Each girl, when pl-as'd with what is taught, 
Will nave the teacher in her thought, 
When Miſs delights in her ſpinnet, 
A fiddler may a fortune get; 
A blockhead, with mclodious voice, 
Ta boarding-ſchools may have his choice 
And oft” the dancing-maiter's art 
Climbs from the toe to touch the heart. 
In learning let a nymph delight, 
The pedaut gets a miſtreſs by 't. 
Cadenus, to his grief and fame, 
Could ſcarce opp2.c Vane ſſu's flame 
Ard, though her arguments were ſtrong, 
At leaſt could hardly with them wrong. 
Howe*er it came, he could not tell, 
But ſure ſt:2 never ta!k'd ſo well. 
His pride began to interpoſe 
Preferr?d before a croud of beaux! 
So bright a ny mpb to come uniought! 
Such wonder by his merit wrought! 
* Vis merit muſt with ber prevail! 
He'never knew her judgment fail! 
She noted all ſhe ever read! 
And bad a moſt diſcerning head ! 

'Tis an old maxim in tne ſchools, 
That {attery 's the food of fools 3 
Yet now and then your men of wit 
Will condefc2::d to take a bit. 

$1, when Cadenus could not hide, 
He choſe to juſlily, his pride; 
Connruing the paſſion ſhe had ſhown, 
Much to her p: aiſe, more to his own, 
Nature ja him had merit plac'd, 


In ber @ moſt zudicious tafic, 
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Lore, hitherto a tranſient gueſt, 
Ne'er held poſicſfion of his breaſt ; 
So 104g attending at the _ 
Diſduia'd to enter in fo late. 

Lete why do we one paſſhon call, 
Wbean *®tis a compound of them all? 


In al! their cquipages meet; 
V here pleafures mix'd with pains appear, 
Sorrow with joy, and hope with fea”; 
Wöbercin his dignity and age 
Forb:d Cadet us to engage. 
But frienditip, in its greateſt height, 
A coritant, rational delight, 
On virtuc's baſis ſix d to laft, 
When love allurements long are pat, 
Which gently warms, but cannot burn, 
He gludly offers in return; 
His want of paſſion will redeem 
Wrh gratitude, reſpect, eſteem; 
With that devotion we beſtow, 
When goddeſſes app ar below. 
While thus Cadenus entertains 
Vaneſſa in exalted firains, 
The nympb in ſober words intreats 
A truce with all ſublime conceits : 
For why ſuch raptures, flights, and fancies, 
To her who durit not read romances ? 
In lofty ttyle to make replies, 
Which he had taught her to deſpiſe 2 
But when her tutor will affe& 
Devotion, duty, and reſpect, 
He fairly abdicates the throne ; 
The government is now her own; 
He has a forfeiture jacurr'd ; 
She vows to take him at his word, 
And hopes he will not think it ſtrange, 
If both ſt od row their tations change, 
The uymph will have her turn to be 
The tutor and the pupil, he : 
Though ſhe already can d:ſcern 
Her ſcholar is not apt to lcarn ; 
Or wants capacity to reach 
The ſciznce ſhe def gns to teach: 
Wherein his genius was bclow 
The fl. iR of cvcry common. bcauy 
Who, though he cannot ſpell, is wiſe 
Enough to read a lady's eyes, 
And will each accidental glance 
Interpret for a ki. q advance, 
But what ſucceis v aneſiu met, 
Is to the world a ſecr:* yet. 
Wether the nyravi, to plcaſe her ſwain, 
Jalks in a high romantic ſtroin; | 
Ur whether ne at laic do ſeerds 
To act with Ieis 1. rophic end+; 
Cr, to compound the butnecſs, whether 
They tem per love ard berks together 
Mutt ever to mankind he told, 
Nor © all the contcious Muſe unfold. 
Mew:t1.e the muurnful Queen of Love 
Led but a Mary Lfc above. 
She verturss wow tc leave the ſkies, 
Grou o by Va.icſia's conduct wile ; 
For, trough by o perverſe event 


Pallas lad crelz'd her firſt intent; 
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Where hot and cold, where ſtarp and ſweet, 
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Though her was rot obtain'd ; 

Vet had the much experience gain d, 835 
And, by the profed vainly try*d, 

C'ould bett r now tho cafe decile, 

Fhe gave due notice, that both parties, 

Coram Regina, prex* dic Martin, 

Fhonld at their peril, without fail, 840 
(om and appear, a d ſave their bail, 

All met; and, ſilence tbrice proclainid, 

One lawyer to each i de Was nau'd. 

The judge diſrover d in her face 

T.cſentments for her hte diſgrace: 845 
And, full of anger, frame, ad grief, 

Nor ſpend their tim e to few their reading; 

She 'd have a ſummary procecding. 

dhe gather*d under every head £50 
"The ſum of what each lawyer ſaid, 

Gave her own reaſons laſt, and then 

Pecreed the cauſe againſt the me», 

But, in a wcighty caſe like this, 
To ſtew ſhe did not judge amis, $55 
Which evil tongues might elſe report, 

She made a ſpeech in open court; 

Wherein ſhe grizvou:iy —— 

th- 


« How ſte was cheated by the ſwains 3” 
On whoſe petition (humbly ſhewing, 860 


That women were not worth the wooing, 

And that, unleſs the ſex would mend, 

The race of lovers ſoon muſt end 

s She was at Lord knows what cxpence 

f To form a nymph of wit ad ſenſe, 865 
« A model for her ſex de ſignu'd, | 

« Who never could one Jer find, 

« Che ſaw her favour was miſfhc'd ; 

« "The fellows had a wretched taite ; 

« She needs muſt tell them to their face, 870 
66% They were a ſtupid, ſenſeleſs race; 

« Aud, were ſte to beg in again, 

« She *d-ftudy to reform the » en : 

« Or add ſome grains of folly more 


«© To w:men, thun they had beicre, 875 


C To put them on an egual fo; 
« And this, or nothing elie, would do 't. 
& This might their mutual fancy ſtrice, 
& Since every being loves its Jide. 
„But now, repenting what was done, 880 
4. She leſt all buineſs to her ſo.1; 
She put the world in his poſſc on, 
6. And let him uſe it at di ſurotion.“ 
The cryer un order'd , i imiſs 
The court, ſo made his la © ves / 685 
The goddeſs would no longer wait; 
But, ring from her chair of ttate, 
Leit al! below at i x and hen, 
Harneſs'd her doves, and few to 1:24ven, 


To LOY Es. 
N all I with, how happy ſh-wl4 1 be, 
I Thou grand Dclud cy, were it not for thee ! 


* Feund in Al. F. 1homy gs Cot, after ir 
de, in the lan- Ig of Dr, Cavs 7 


So weak thou art, that fool, thy power deſpiſe; 
And yet 1 ftroag, thou triumph'it o'cr the 
wile, 
Thy traps are laid with ſuch peculiar art, 

Th.y catch the cautious, let the raſh depart, 
NMoſt nets are fd by v ant of thought and core : 
Rut too much thiaki!g brings ns to thy ſrare ; 

VV here, held by thee, in 1avery we ſtay, 

And throw the pioa 25 part of life away. 

But, hat does moſt wy indignation move, 
Diſcretion ! thou wert ne“ er a fr. ct. d to love: 
Thy chief deligh. is to defeat thote arts, 

By which he kindles mutual fa mes in hearts 3 
While ti blind Hitering God 35 at hi: play, 
Thov ſteal'ſt his goldereprinted darts away ; 

| Thoſe darts which never fail; and in thr ſteal 
(onvey'it malizcaut arrows tipt with lead: 
The heedleſs God, ſuſpeding no deceits, 

| Shoots = and thinks he done wondrous 
| ent z 

But the poor ny:nph who feels her vital; burn, 
And from her ſteptird can find no return, 
Lame-onts, and rages at the power divine, 

AW hen, curit Diſcretion ! all the fault vas thine ; 
© upid and Hymcn thou hait ſet ut odds, 

And bred ſuch feuds between thoſe kindied gods, 
That Venus cannot reconcile her ſons ; 

When one appears, away the other runs. 

The former ſcales, wherein he us'd to poiſe 
Love againſt love, and equal joys with joys, 
Are now fIPd up with avarice and pride, 
Where titles, power, aud riche:, 1.ill ſubſide, 
Then, gentle Venus, to thy father run, 
Ad te! him how thy children are undone; 
Prepare hi; bolts to give one fatal blow, 

| And firize Diſcretion to the ſhades below. 

_— —— -Äꝑ——— — 


ODE TO SPRING. 
BY 4 LADY. F 


IL, lust ing goddeſs, beauteous Spring, 
Who, ig thy jpcund train, doſt bring 
Loves god Graccs, ſmiling Hours, 
Nalmy breczes, fragrant flowers; 
Come, with tints of roſeate huc, 
Nature's faded charms renew. 
Let why fhoul:l I thy preſence hail ? 
To me no more the breathing gale 
Comes fraught with ſweets 3 no more the roſs 
With ſuch tranſc<ndent beauty blows, 
A3 when C adenus bieſt the ſcene, 
And ſrar'd with me thoſe joys ſcrene ; 
When, uapereciv'd, the lambent Cre 
Ci frienditip kindled now de“ re: 
Still linening to his toneful tongue, 
The truth, which angels might have ſung, 
Divive, impreſt their gentle ſway, 
A: tweetly fole my ſoul away. 
oY 


+ N, ard the next eve have been aſcribed *v 
Fart To, 
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My guide, inſtrucor, lover, friend, 
names I) i on: idea blend; 

Gh! fill conjoin'd, your incenſe riſe, 

And waft ſweet odours to the Ries! 


9 E 
To WISDOM, 
BY TIE SAME. 
H, Palla: ! 1 invoke thy ail! yo 
Vouchſafe to hear a wretched maid, 
By tender love depre ; 
Tis j tt thou ToulPi heal the ſmart 
Iatlicid by thy ſubtle art, 
A d calm Ny troubE-d brea?. 
N random- ſhot from Cupid's bow, 
But by thy ;uidance, ſoft and flow, 
It ſuak withia my heart; 


Thus, Love being arm'd with Wiſdom's forc:, 


Ir: va'u | try to ttop its courſe, 
zu vain repcl the dart. 


o zoGdſs ! break the fatal league ;' 

Let Love, with Folly and Iutrigue, 
More fit aſſuciates find ! 

And thou alone within my breaſt, 

0! dcign to ſoothe iny griets to reſt, 


„ And heal my tortur'd mind. 


A REBUS. By vanessa. 


the name of the mau“ who his miſ- 


treſs deny*d, 
And 1-1 the ft of it be only apply*d 


To join withthe prophet} who David didchide; 
Ther fay what a horſe 15 that runs very fatt?; 
And that which d-ſerves to be firſt, put th- 
Spell all then, and put them together, to find 
The Name and the Virtue: of him I deſigu'd. 
Lik. the Patriarch in Egypt, he's vers'd ia the 


late; 


Like the Prophet in Jewry, he's ſree with the 


great 


* 


Lize a racer he flies, to ſuccour with ſpeed, 


When his friends waut his aid, or deſert is in need. 


THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 


r nymph who wrete this in an amorous fit, 
cannot but envy the pride of her wit, 


Which thus the will v2nture profuſely to tarow 


On fo men 2 defigr, and a ſubhect fo low. 


For mea:%s har deu, and her ſubjec as mean, 


The #r{ but a Rebus, thc laſt but à Dean. 


A Dean 's but a parſon: and what is a Rebus? 


A thing never known to the Muſes or Phobus. 


The corruption of ver ; for, when all is done, 


It is but a faraphy aſe macle on a pun, 
But a genius like her's no ſubic& can Rifle, 


I fhews and diſcovers itſelf through a trifle. 


. 


+ Swift. 


{ 


or 
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By ing this rifle, I quic' 1 | 
F= ben 30 I 
Rich ladies will furniſh their garrets with tuff, 
Whichothers for mantuas would think fine enough: 
So the u that is laviſt.ly thrown away here, 
Might furniih a ſ-cond-rate fert a year. . 
rhus much for the verſe ; we proceed to the next, 
Where the Ny mph had entirely forſaken her text : 
Her {ne panegyric g are quite out of ſeaſon, 
And what fre deſcribes to be merit is treaſen : 
The changes which faction has made in the ſtate, 
Have put the dea. politicks quite out of date: 
Now no on regards what he utters with freedom, 
Aud, ſhould he write pamtlleta, no great man 
would read em; 
And ſhould 20-7:7 or deſert ſtand in need of his aid, 
Ibis racer would prove but a dull-founder'd jade, 


HORACE, B. 11. CDE 1. PARAPHRASED. 


Addreſſed to Ricrand STEELE, Eſq. 1714. 

« En qui promittit cives, urbem fibi curz, 

Imperium fore, & Italiam, & delubra deorum. 
Hon. 1 Sat. vi. 34 


2 thou irt reſolv'd, as IT am. told, 

Some ſtrange arcana to unfold, 

_ ith the help of Buckley's pen, 

Ta vamp/the good old cauſe again, 

Which thou (ſuch Burnet's ſhrewd ade s) 5 


| Muſt furbiſh up, and nickname Criſu. 
Thou pompoully wilt let us know 


What all the world knew long ago, 

(E'er {1:ce Sir William Gore was mayer, 

And Harley {I'd che Commons“ chair) 1s 
That we a German Prince muſt own 

When Anne for heaven reſigas her throne, 

But, more than that, thou It keep a rout 
With—who is „ad who is cut ; | 


| Thov It rail devoutly at the peace, 13 


And all its ſecret can ſes trace, 

The bucketeplay twixt Whigs and Tories, 
Their ups and downs, with fiity ſtorics 
Of tried, the Lord of Oxford knows, 


And errors of our Plenipoes. 20 


Thou ?It tell of leagues among the great, 
Portending ruin to our ſtate ; 


And of that dreadful coup d*%clar, 

Which has afforded thee much chat. 

The Queen, forſooth, /deſp otic ) gave 25 
Twelve cercnets without thy leave ! 

A breach of liberty, *tis own*d, 

For which no heads have ct aton'd ! 

Belicve me, what thou $ undertaken 

May bring ia jeopardy thy bacon 3 20 
For ——— wits, and fools, 

Should never meddle with edg*d tools. 

But, ſince thou irt got into the fire, 

Thou muſt no longer deal in ſurce, 33 


Nor pump to cobble wicked verie ; 


Until thou ſt.alt have casd thy conſcience, 

Of ſpleen, of politicks, and nonſenſe; 

And, when thou *ſt bid adieu to cares, 

Aud ſettled Europe? gr aftairs, 4s 


2095 
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Twill then, perhaps be, worth thy while 
For Drury-Lane to ſhape thy ſtile: 
« To make a pair of jolly ſellou s, 
The ſon and father join, to tell us 
« How ſon may ately diſobæy, 45 
% And fathers r:ever ſhould ſzy nay 3 
« Py which wife conduct they grow friends 
« At laſt—2d fo the firxry eds“. “ 
When firſt 1 &new thee, Dich, thou wert 


RH] d ior ill in Fau.ius? art, 8 


Which made thy cloſet much frequented 

By hug or laſiew— ome repented 
Their Iuctlets chnice or lhufande —nthers, 
'Impati-at to be lixe their mothers, 

FP:-ceiv*d from tee profound directions 55 


+» Hlew bett to fetth- their afie& ins. 


+» Suppoling thou haft 7*4 witli Hunter) 


aus thou, a friend to the dittreſs'd, 

Lidſt in thy calli.g do thy beRt. 
But now the Scuate (i thing i, 

And thou at Stochbridge wert wn 7 60 

Auſt fel thy cloquencs and 1, 

4 vprove thy ſche mes, thy wit atimirey 

Ile with immortal bencur crown, 

Vc bil, Ptrierelihe, thou It ſtrut and frown, 
What though by enemies 'tis faic, 65 

The /zarel which adorns thy head, 

Muſt one day come in competition 

By virtue of ſome ſy petitien: 

Yet mm for that; hope ſtill the heſt, 

Nor let ſuch cares diſturb thy reſt. 70 
Mcthinks I hear thee loud as trumpet, 

As bag-pipe ſnrill, or oyſter- ſtrumpet; 

Methinks I ſee thee, ſpruce and {nc, | 

With cout embroider*&richly fle, 

And dazzle all the i7o/- faces oo 

As through the 2 thy worfhip paces; 

(Though this I ſpeak but at 4 venture, 


Mithinks 1 ſee a black ga rdereut 

Attend thy coach, and hear them ſhout 80 
In approbation of thy tongue, 

V.auch (in their ſtyle) 1: ; wrely bung, 


| Now! now you carry all zeſore you! 


Nor dares one Jacobite or Tory 
Freteud to anſwer one ſyllable, 85 
Except the ma: chleſs hero Abel. 

What though her bighneſs and her ſpouſe 
Ja Antwirph een 2 fragal houſe, 
Vet, rt corgetful of a friend, : 
They N ſoon enable ther to ſpend, 90 
If to Macartueyj thou wilt toaſt, 
And to hifi f, e g- 
Now manſully thou M run a tilt 


„ On fees, for all the blood they ve ſpilt, 


* Tists ſid te be a plet of a comedy ewvith 
ec) Mr, Sterle has leng threatened tue too. 
Sw1FT -I ſome particulars it ewould apply to 
. Ve Carſcicut Levers.” 

Aue evere ſome teſer able grounds for this re- 
Petri, I, Ade had aclually a lateratory at 
Feger. 
rA Reger. 

E Here e Late of Marlleremh then reſided. 


L Deutz a, idearinnyy ws Filled Duke Hamilton. 


| 
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| « For maſſacres, and racks, and flames, gg 
« For lands enricld by crimſon ſtreams, 

&« For incuiſ.tions taught by Spain, 

« Cf which the Chrittian werld complain.“ 

Dick, we agree—a!! *: true thou ?*it ſaid, 

As tbat my Muſe is yet a raid, 108 
But, i! 1 ray with treedom talk, 

All this is foreign to thy walk: 

Thy cciæ, has perbaps a knack 

At trodę ing in a beaten track, 

Bui is tor a as fit 105 
As mine for politicks and wit. 

Thon ict us hh in t me grow wiſe, 

Nor ligher then our talcuts riſe ; 

To ſome (ig cellar let *' repair 

From dus aid whts, and drown our che; 116 

Nowa 9 wWath ale a quart, 

Now venture at a pint of port, | 

With which inſrir'd, we ll club each night 

Shrine terer ſanmet to indite, 

And with Jom D*Urey, Philips, Dennis, 113 

zmmortalize our Dolls and Jenneys, 


HCRACE, BOCK I. EF. v. 


Jons Dex xis the ſheltering Poct's IX vtTA- 
Trios to Ricuanp STEELE, the ſccluded 
Purty-riter, and Member, to come aud live 
with him in Tux Mir, 1714. 


Fit to be bound up with Tus C1818. 


thou canſt lay aſ.de a ſpendthrift's air, 

And condeſcend to fe:d on homely fare, 
Such as we Miuters, with ragouts unſtor'd, 
Ma, in defiance of the law, afford; 

Quit thy patrols with Toby's Chriftma*-box, 5 
And come to me at The Two Fighting Cocks: 


Siuce printing by ſubſcription now is grown 


The ſtaleſt, idleft cheat about the town; 
And ev'n Charles Gildon, who, « papitt bred, 


Is practifing thoſe beaten paths of crvitug, 
And for new levies on Propoſal: muſing. 


place; 
But what are Jofty buildings in thy caſe ? 
Wat 's a fine hovſe embelli9:%d to proſuſon, 15 
Where ſhorlder-dabbers are in execution? 
Gr whence its ti morous tenant ſeldom ſallies, 
But apprehenſwe of inſulting bailifis ? 


| This once be mindful of a friend*s advice, 


And ceaſe to be improvidently nice; 20 


| Exchange the proſpects that delude thy ſght, 
From Highgate*s ſteep aſcent, and, Hampitcad's 


height, 
With verdant ſcenes, that, from St. George's field, 
Move durable and ſaſe enjoyments yield. 
ere I, ev'a I, that ne*er till now could find 23 
Faſe to niy troubled and ſuſpicious mind, 
But ever was with jealoutes poſſeſs'd, 
Am in a ſtate of indolence and reſt ; 
Fear;ul no more of Frenchmen in diſguiſe, 
Nor looking upon ftrangers as on ſpies, 39 


* This and the preceding perm arc printed frem 
; cope Tr ris Lambert Librovry, K. Iz, 23 295 385 4ols, 


Has an alarm againſt that worſtip frrcad, 10 


is true, that Bloomſbury Square 's a noble 


. (( ompo Tos us 
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But quite diveſt:d of my former ſpleen, ; And with much malice, nih'd with little ſuire, 
Am unprovot'd without and calm within: Explode the wits 6a t'other fide © tht water. 96 
And h:re 1 U wait thy coming, till the ſun „ bas my Lord Godalpliu's ſpeci il 2race 
Shall it: diurnal courſe completely run. I. veted me wit a gucen'-waiter's plc., 
Think not that thou of ſturdy butt ſhalt fail; 35 | I! I, debarr'd ar ſeſtival deli guts, 

My landlord's collar 's itock'd with beer aud ale, Am aG al Nd to ſpend ti perquiſtes ? 


100 
With every ſort of malt that is in uſe, Ie but a ſhort remove «rom being mad, ' 
And every county's generous produce. Mh at a time of Jubilee is zd; | 
The re«dy (or here (hriſtiag with is ſick, And, lic a gripi g uſurer, does ipare ˖ 
Which makes us ſcldom treſpa!: upon tick) 40] His 1n0..cy to be 1qua: der'd by his heir ; 1 
Initantly brings the choice: li urs out, Flutter'd away in liveries a. d i:; coaches 103 | 
Whether we all: for hom2-br. wid or for Bout, Aud waſny {rt of ennie debauche. 
For mead or cy der, or with dainties fed, A; for my part, hate tue world may toink, | 
Ring for a flaſk or two of white or red, IU bid adiru to gravity, and drink; f 
Such as the drawer will wot fail to ſwear 45 | Aud, though I can't put off a woeful mein, 
Was drunk by Pilkington when third time mayor. - Will be all mirth aud cheerfulueſs within: 110 
That name, methiaks, ſo popularly known As, in deſpiglit of a cenſo ious race, 
For oppoſition to the church and crown, I moſt incontinertly ſuck my Face. 
Might make the Luſtar ian graps to paſs, What mighty projects docs wot he deſ gn, | 
And almott give a ſanct ion to the glai> ; 59 | Whoſe ſtomach flows, aud braiu turns round | 
Eſpecially with thee, whoſe haity zeal with wine ? 4 
Agaiuſt the late rejected commerce 61:1 Vins, powerful wine, can thaw the frozen cit, | 
Made thee riſe , like an avdavicus ell, Aud tfaſhioa him to humour and to wit: 3 
T: de the ſpeaker honour, not thyſ. U. Makes even S**** to diſcloſe his art, 


But, if thou ſoar'ſt above the common prices, | By racking every ſecret irom his heart, 
By virtue of ſubſcription to thy Criſis, 56 | As he flings off the ſtateſman's fly diſguiſe, 
And nothing can go down with thec, but wines | To name the cuekold's wife with whom he lies. 
Preſs/d from Burgundian and Campanian vines, | Ex*n Sarum, when he qwaffs it ſtead of tra, 120 
Bid thein be brought; for, though I hate the] Fancics himſelf in Canterbury's fee 3 

French, And Ss , when be carouſing recl:, 

T love their liquors, as thou lov'ſt a wench; 62. Imagines that he has regai sd the ſeals: 
] Elſe thou muſt humble thy expenſe taite, W###+*+#, by virtue of its juice, can fght, 123 


And, with us, hold contentment for a feaſt. And Stanhope of commithoners make liglit. 
The nre's already ligated; and the maid Wine gwes Lord William aptitude of parte, 
Has a clean cloth upon the table laid, And ſwells him with his family*s deſerts : 
Who never on a Saturday had firuck, 65 | Whom can it not make eloquent of ipecch ? 
But for thy entertainment, up a buck, Whom in extreme't poverty not ric! ? 130 


Think of this ef grace, which by your leave Since, by the mean of the prevailing grape, 
Suſan would not have dane on Vaiter Eve, The #* 41 can Lezhmere's warmth nl ape, 


Pad ſhe not been inforn. d over and over, But ta! -ſza>-0*zr, by its inſpiring bountie:, 
Twas for thi ing2uious Author of The Lover. 50 | Can qualify himſelf in ſeveral countie wm 
Ceaſe therefore to beguile thyſelf with hopes, | What I have promis'd, thou may*®!t ret aur, 

Which i» no more than making fandy ropes, Shall faithrully and gla-lly be procur'd. 
And quit the vain purſuit of loud applan e, Noy, I'm already better hun my wo -.!, 


That mult bewilder thee in fattion*s cauſe. New plates and Enives atloru the jovial bourd x 
Pry*thee w nat ist to thee who guides the tate? 75 3 And, left thou at their gu ſhouldit make wor 
Why Dunkirks demalition is fo late? jaces, 
Cr why her Majeſty thinks fit to coaſe The girl has ſcower*d. the pots, and waft'd the 
The dia ot wer, à d huſh the world to peace? glaſſee, 
Tue clergy too, wit tout thy aid, can tell Ta'en care fo excellently wall to clzan 'em, 
What tævt. to chooie, and oa what topicks dW; | That thou may tee thine own dear picture in m. 
Aud, uiüutructed by thy babbling, teach 31 Moreover, due proviſior has bern made, 
7 heir nocks, c2leſtial happineſs to reach, | That converſation may not be Hetray*d; 
| Rater let ſuch poor ſouls as you aud 1 I have no company but Winnt is proper 
Say that the hoiydays are drawing nigh, 
And tiiat :- :norrow's ſun begins tac week, 85 


147 
To ſit with the moſt flagrant Whig at ſupper. 


There 's not a man among them baut mun pleaſe, 
Which will abound with fore of ale and cake, Since they re as like each gther as are PCcas, 
Weh hams of bacon, and with powder'd beet, | Tola dane Harz have jointly ſent re word, 
Stuſt d to give feld-itincrants relief. They'll 25mey and Kennet thin! s to make a third, 
Theti 1, who have within theſe precin&s kept, | Provided I: *as no other invitation, 151 
And ne*cr beyond the chimney-ſwezper's Kept, | From men of greater quality and tation, 
Will take a looſe, and venture to be ſeen, Room will for Oldmixon and —s be left; 
Since tu ill be Sunday, upon Shanks's green; But their d. lcorrſcs ſmell too much of theft: 
There, with grected looks and phraſe ſublimc, There would be no abiding in the room, 157 
Ts talk of uni: y of place aud tu]. | Should tv: ſuch ignorant pretonders come, 
SELL Y PET” 2 | 
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However, by this truſty bearer write, 

If 1 ſhould any other ſcabs invite; 

Though if I may my ſerious judgment give, 
I'm w for King s number tve : 160 
That was the ſtint in which that monarch fix'd, 
Who would not be with noiſmeſs perplex'd : 
And that, if you It agree to think it beſt, 

Shall be our tale of heads, without one other 


gueſt. LC i at 
„ 1 we notläng more, now this is ſaid, to 
ſay, 165 
But to 4 & thou t inſtantly away, 
And leave the duties of thy preſent poſt, 
To ſome well - iIl}d retainer to a hott ; 
Doubtleſs he Il carefully thy place ſupply, 
And o'cr his grace's borſes have an eye, 
While thou, who t flunk througa poſtern more 
} than Once, 
Doſt by that means avoid a croud of dune, 
And, croffing oer the Thames at Temple-ftairs, 
Leav'ſt Philips with good words to chen their 
I cars, 
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TO LORD HARLEY, 


ox nis Manxnriace, 1713, 


AE ONG the numbers who ewploy 
Their tongues aud peas to give you joys 
Dear Harley ! generous youth, adn.it 
What tricadſhip dictates more than wit. 
Forgive me, when I fondly thought 
(By frequent obſervations taught) 
A ſpirit ſo inform d as yours 
Could never proſper in amours, | 
$ The God of Wit, and Light, and Arts, 
With all acquir'd and wvatural parte, 
Mnoie harp could tavage beats enchant, 
Was aa unicriunate ” wy 
Had Pacchus alter Dapliue reel d, 
The Nymph had ſoon been brought to yield: 
Or, had embroider d Mar purſucd, 
The Nymph would ne er have blen a prude. 
Teu thouſand ſootiteps, full in view, 
Mark out the way u here Paphne ew: 
For ſuch is all the ſex's flig hut, 
They hy from lcariing, wit, and light: 
They ny, and none can overtal. 
Zut tome gay cox tomb, or a rake, 

How then, dear Harley, could I gueſs 
That you ſhould meet, in love, ſucces ? 
For, if thoſe antient tales be true, 

Phobus was beautiſul as you: 

Yet Daphne never acid her pace, 
For wit and I-carnivg ſpoil'd his face, 
Aud, fince the ſame reſemblance hckl 
In gifts wherein you both excell d, 

I fancy d every rymph would run 
From you, as ſrom Latona*s ſon. 

Then where, aid I, ſhall Harley ſind 
A virgin of ſuperior mind, 

With wit and virtue to diſcover, 
And pay the merit of her lover ? 

This character ſhall Ca%endith claim, 


P OE v1 3, 


The chief amorg the — crowd, 

Of titles, birth, and fortune preudy 

(As fools are infolent ard vain) 

Madly afpir*d to wear her chain; 

But Pallas, guardian of the Ma'd, 

Deſcending to her charge's aid, 

Held ut Mcduſs's N aky locks, 

Which ftupiſy*d them all to tocks, 

The Nymph with indigr ation view'd 

The dull, the notfy, aid the lcd: 

For Palla, with 2cleſiial Eght, 

Had puri:y*d her mortal Iglu; 

Shew'd ker the virtues all combin'd, 

Freſh blooming, in yourg Harl y's wind, 

| Terreſtrial 6:ymplis, iy ſormcr a1 te, 

Diſplay their va: ious nets ſor hearts : 

Their looks are all by method ſt, 

When to be prude, and when coquette ; 

Yet, wanting ik Il and power 29 chool., 

Their only pride is to r. juſe. 

But when a goddeſs would beftow 

Her love oa ſome bright youth below, 

Round all tiie earth Q e cats her eyes; 

Ard then, d. ſcending ſrom the ics, 

Makes choice of him ſhe fancies beſt, 

Aud bids the raviſh'd youth be bleſ-'d. 
Thus the brigat Empreſs of the Mora 

| Choſe, tor her ſpouſe, a mortal born: 

The Goddeſs made advances firſt ; 

Fe what aſpiriag hero dur ? 

Though, lize a virgin of ſiſtcen, 

She bluſces wheu by mortals ſcen 3 

Stu] Vluſhes, and with ſpecd retires, _ 

When Sol purtucs her with his fires, 
Diana thus, Heaven's chaftet queen, 

Strucx with E. dy mion's graceful mien, 

Dowa ſrom ker tdver chariot came, 

And to the Shepherd own'd har fame, 
Ius Ca'zadiſh, as Aurora bright, 

And cha!ter than the Qucea of Night, 

Deſcended irom her ſphcre, to ſu. 4 

A mortal of ſupcrior kud, 


| IN SICENESS. 


Writted in IxtLa xD, October, 15:4. 


1 true— then why ſhould I repine 
To ſee wy life ſo faſt decliue ? 

But why obſcurcly here alonc, 

Where I am neither lov'd nor ;nown ? 

My ſtate of healta none care to learn 

My life is here no ſeuPs concern: 

And taoie with whom I now conver, 

Without a tear will terd my licarſc. 

Remov'd from kind Arbuthact's aid, 

Who k1ows his art, but not Lis trade, 

Preſerring his regard for me 

Before his credit or his ce. 

Some formal viiits, looks, and word, 

Mat mere hamanity attorde, 

I m.et perhaps rom three or four, 

From uh. I Guce eee d more 3 


Bora to retrieve her {cx's fame, 


þ 
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Which thoſe who tend the ſick for pay 
(an act as decently as they: 
But 110 obligi. g tender friend 
To help at my approaching end. 
My life is now a borden grown | 
Tooth-rs, ere it be my own, 
Ye formal weepers for the fick, 
In your latt off.ccs be quick; 
And fpare my abſent friends the grief 
To hear, y*t give me no r liet ; | 
Fxpir'd to-day, intomb'd ta- morrow, 
When known, will ſave a double-iorrow. 


THE FAB!E OF THE BITCHES, 
Written in the Year 1715. | 
On an ATTEmPeT to repeal the Tesr Acr. 


A BITCH that was full pregnant grown, 
By all the dogs and curs in town, 


Finding her ripeu'd time was conc, 
Her litter teeming irom her womb, 
Went here and there, and every where, | 
To find an eaſy place to lay-her. 

At length to Mulick's houſe “ ſhe came, 
And begg*d like one both bli::d and lame; 
« My oy friend, my dear,” ſaid ſhe, 
« You ſce *tis mere neceſſity 
«© Hath ſent me to your houſe to whelp 
« 1 N die, if you deny your help.” 

With fawnivg whine, and ruoiul tone, 
With artful ſgh and icigned groan, 
With couchant cringe, and flattering tale, 
Smooth Bawty q did ſo far prevail, 
That Mufict gave her leave to litter: 
But mark what follow*d—faith! the bit her. 

Whole baſkets full of bits and ſcraps, 
And broth enough to 1] her paps 3 
For, well the knew, her numerous brond, 
For wa. t of mill, would ſuck her blood. 

But when ſhe thought her pains were done, 
And now *twas high time to be gone; 
In civil terms, — My triend,” ſays ſhe, | 
« My houſe you ve had on courteſy ; 
« Ad now I carrefſtly de re. 
« That you wruld with your cubs retire : 
« For, ould you ſtay but one week longer, 
J ſhall be ſtarv'd with cold and linger.“ 

The gvet reply*d—<« My friend, your leave 
« T mutt a little longer crave ; 
« Stay till my tender cubs ca: find 
« Their way—for now, you ſce, they *re blind; 
But, when we ve gather*d ftrength, I ſwear, 
« We ' to our barn again repair.” 
The time pad oe; and Muiick came, 

Her kentiel once again to claim 


But Pawty, loi: to 7 ame and honour, | 
Set all her cubs at once upon: her; | 


Made ber retire, and quit her rig t, 
And loudly cry*d-—< A bite! a bite 

* The Church of England. . 
T4 Scotch name fer a bitch; alluding ge the Hei. 
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THE MORAL. 


Thus did the Grecian wooden horſe 
Conccal a ſatal armed force: _ 
No foo..cr brought within the walls, 
| But Ilium 's lott,- and Priam falls. 


HORACE, BOOK 111. ODE II. 
TU THE EARL OF OXFORD, 
LATE LORD TREASURER. 
Sent to him when in the Town, 1716. 
| © hl bleſt is he who for his country dies, 
Since Death purſucs the coward as he flies! 
The yout!; in vain would fly from Fate's attack, 
With trembling kaces and terror at his back ; 
Though Fear thould lend him pinions like the 


Virtue repuls'd, yet knows not to repine, 
But ſhall with unattaiated honour :: inc ; 
Nor ftoops to tai.c the , nor lays it down, 
Juſt as tle rabble plate to ſmile oi crown, 
Virtue, to crown her avourites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten paſiage to the ky 3 


| Where jove a ſeat among the gods will give 


To thoſe who die tor meriting to live. 

Next, iaithful Silence hath a ſure r-ward ; 
Witlun our breaf# be every ſecret barr'd ! 
Ee who betrays bis fri- d, ſtall never be 
Under ohe rooz, or in one f:ip, with me. 
For who with traitors would his ſafety truſt, 
Leſt, with the wicked, heaven involve the juſt? 


| And, though the villain "ſcape awhile, he feels 


Slow vc..geaucc, like a blood-hound, at his 
heels. 


Hr LIS; 


OR, 
THE. PRCGRESS OF LOVE; 1716. 


ESPCUN.DING Phyllis was endued 
With every talent of a prude: 
She tren bl-d when a ma drow car; 
Salute her, ard ſre turr.*d her car; 
Ii Ger againſt her you were plac d, 
dhe durit rot lool above your u aiſt: 
She ed rather take you to her Led, 
"Tha lt you ſee her dreſ her head: 
In church you hear her, through the croud, 
Reprat the atſc.u7fcr lo. d: 
To ckrrch, ſecure behind her fan, 
She durtt behold that monftcr mn; 
There pract id how to place her head, 
A d bit her lips to ma e them red: 
Oi, on the mat devoutly kneeling, 
Would lift her eyes vp to the cicling, —- 


Vor. V. 


* The enſign of tis Lord Treaſurer” office, 
P 


wind, 
Yet ſwifter Fate will ſeize him from behind. 
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And heave her boſom unawore, 
For neighbouring beaux to ſee it hare, 

At leugth a lucky lover came, 
And _—_ admittance to the dame. 
Suppaſe all parties now agreed, 
The writings drawn, the lawyer fee'd, 
The vicar and the ring beſpoke : 
Gueſs, how could ſuch a match be brove ? 
See then what mortals place their bliſs in ! 
Next morn betimes the bride was miffing : 
The mother ſcream'd, the father chid; 
Where can this idle wench he hid ? 
No news of Phy]! the bridegroom came, 


And thought his bride had f:ulk*d for ſhame 3 


Becauſe her father ud to ſay, 
The girl had juch i 6 ul Y 

Now john the butler muſt be ſent 
To learn the road that Phyllis went. 
The groom was wiſh'd to ſaddle Crop 
For john muſt neither light nor ſtop, 
But Bad her, where ſor'er the fied, 


For truly John was miffing too; 

The horſe and pillion both were gone ! 

Phyllis, it ſeems, was fled with john. 
Old Madam, who went up to ind 

What papers Phyl had left behind, 

A letter on the toilet ſees, 

To my wuch<honnur*d father theſe 

(CTis always done, romances tell us, 

When daughters run «way with fellows) 

Fill'd with the ehoiceſt common- places, 

By others us'd in the like caſes, 

< That long ago a fortzne-teller 

Exact ly faid what now befel her ; 

* And in a glaſ had made her ſee 

« A ſer virg- Man of low degree. 

It was her fate, muſt be forgiven 

« For marriages evere made in heaven : 

His pardon begg'd : but, to be plain, 

« She d dot, if tere to de again- 

« Thank'd *twas neither ſhame nor fin; 

« For Jobn was come of ve Ain. 

Love never thinks of rich and poor: 

4 She d beg chi, John from cor to door, 

« Forgive her, if it be acrime ; 

« She Il never do t another time. 

% She ne'er before in all her life 

Once diſobey'd him, i nor v. 

« One argument the ſummid um all in, 

« The thing was dove, ard paſt rec! * 

« And therefore hop'd the ſhould recover 

« Hie f-vour, when his fafſion *- over, 

s She valued not what others thought her, 
« And was—his we obed*ert daughter.“ 
Fair maidens, all attend the Muſe, 
Who now the wandering pair purſues : 

Away they rode in homely fort, 

"Fheir journey long, their money ſhorts 
The loving cowple well be mir'd ; 

The horſe and both the riders tir d: 
"Their victuals had, their lodging worſe 3 
Phyl ary*d, and John began to curſe : 


| When frit ſhe ventur'd out with him; 


. 
$ 


Phy] wift*d that ſhe had ftrain'd a limb, 


John wi?! *d that he bad broke a leg, 
When fit for her he quitted Peg. 

But what adventures more hefel them, 
The Muſe hath now no time to tell them, 
How Johny wheedicd, threate *d, fawn'd, | 
Till Phyllis all her trinkets pawn'd : : 
How ortꝰ ſhe broke her marriage vows 
In kindneſs to maintain her ſpou'e, 

Till ſwains unwholeſome fpril'd the trade ; 
For now the ſurg-ons muſt be paitl, 

To whom thoſe pernniltcs are gone, 

IaC hri-tiar juſtice due to John. | 

When fnod ard raĩmeut new grew ſcarce, 
Fate put a perind to the farce, 

And with exact voetie jufiice ; 

For john was landlord, Phyllis hoſtef: ; 
They kept, at dtarnes, the (Id Rlue Boar, 
Are cat and dog, and rogve and whore. 


AD AUICUM ERUDITUM 


THOMAM SHERIDAN, 1717. 


ELICTX. Sheridan Muſarum, dulcis amice, 

| di tibi propitius Permef}: ad flumen Apollo 

Occurrat, ſeu te mimum corvivia rident, 

Æquivocoſque ſales ſpargis, ſeu ludere verſu 

Malles ; dic, Sheridan, quiſnam fuit ille deorum, 

| Que melior natura orto tibi tradidit arte m 

Rimandi genium puerorum, atque ima cerebri 

| Scrutandi ? Tihi naſcenti ad cunabula Pallas 

Aſtitit; & dizcit, mentis præſaga futurz, 

Heu, puer inſelix ! noſtro ſub ſidere natus; 

| Nam tu pectus eris ſme corpore, corporis umbraz 

Sed levitate umbram ſuperabis, voce cicadam : 

| Muſca ſemur, palmas tibi mus dedit, ardes 

crura. | 

Corpore ſed tenui tibi ound natura negavit, 

Hoc animi dotes ſupplcbunt; teque docer.te, 

Nec longum tempus, ſurget tibi dota juventus, 

Artibus egregiis animas inftrufta novellas, 

Grex hinc Pæonius venit, ecce, ſa/u!iſer orbi. 

Aft, illi cauſas orant ; his infula viſa eſt 

Divinam capiti nodo conſtringere mitram. 
Natalis te horzz non fallunt Fgna, ſed uſque 

Conſcius, expedias puero ſeu lætus Apollo 

| Naſcenti arriſt; ſwe illum frigidus horror 

' Saturni premit, aut ſeptem inflavere triones. 
Quin tu alte penituſaue latentia ſemina cernis, 

Qu=que din chtundendo olim ſub luminis auras 

Erumpent, promis ; quo ritu ſzpe puella 

Sub cinere heſterno ſopitos ſuſcitat ignes. 
Te dominum agnoſcit quocunque ſub acre 

natus ; 

Qu indulgentis nimium cuftadia matris 

Pe ſſundat: nam ſepe vides in ſtipite matrem. 
Aureus at ramus, venerand dona Sibylla, 

Tuner ſedes tanthm pate fecit Avernus; 

Szpe puer tua quem tetigit ſemel aurea virga 


Calumque terraſque videt, note mque profun- 
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HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE IX. 
1718. 


ADDRESSED TO ABP. KING, 


T TJ IRTUE conceab'd within our breaſt 
Is inactivity at beit: 

But never ſhall the Muſe endure 

To let your virtues lie obſcure, 

Cr ſußer Euvy to conceal 

Y our labours tor the public weal. 

Within your breaſt all wiſdom lies, 

Either to govern or adviſe ; 

Your ficady ſoul preſerves her frame 

In good and evil times the ſame. 

Palc Avarice aud lurking Fraud 

Stand in your ſacred pre ſence awd ; 

Your hald alone from gold ab{tain>, 

Which drags the laviſh world in chains. 
Him for a happy man I own, 

Whoſe fortune is not overgrown 3 

And happy he, who wiſely knows 

To uſe the gifts that Heaven beftows 3 

Or, if it pleaſe the Powers Divine, 

Can ſutter waut, and not repiue. 

The man who, infainy to un, 

Into the arms of death would run, 

That man is ready to defend | 

Wich lite his country. or his friend, - 


To Ma. DELANY, Nov. 10, 1718. 


you, whoſe virtues, I muſt own 

With ſhame, I have too lately knowu 3 
To you, by art and nature taught 
To be the man I long have ſought, 
Had not ill Fate, perverſe a d bliud, 
Plac'd you ia life too far behind; 
Or, what ] ſhould repine at more, 
Plac'd me in liſc too far before : 
To you the Muſe this verſe be ilows, 
Which might as well have been. in proſe ; 
No thought, no faucy, no ſublime, 
But ſimple topicks told in rhyme. 

Talzats for converſation fit, . 
Arc humour, breedi:g, ſe.:ſe, and wit: 
The lait, as boundleſs as the wind, 

Js well concciv'd, though not defir'd ; 
For, ſurc, by wit ie chiefly meant 
Applying well what we invent. 

What humour is, not all the tribe 

Ur logick- mongers can deſcribe ; 

Here nature ouly acts har part, 
Unhehyd by practice, books, or art: 
For wit and humour differ quite; 1 
That gives ſurprize, and this delight, 
Humour is odd, groteſuue, and wiid, 
Only by afſectatiou ſpail'd ; 

"Tis never by invention got, 

Men have it when they know it not. 

Our converſation to refine, 

Humour and wit muſt both combine: 
From both we learn to railly well, 
Wherein ſometimes the French excel. 
Voiture, in various lights, diſplays 
That icony which turus to praiſe: 


| 


His genius fit found out the rule 

For an obliging ridicule ; 

He fiatters with peculiar air 

The brave, the witty, and the fair: 

And fools would fancy he intends 

A ſatire, where he moiſt commer.ds, 
But, as a poor pretending beau, 

Becauſe he tain would make a ſhow, 

Nor can arrive at ſilver lacz, 

Takes up with copper in the place ; 

So the pert dunces of mani 

Whene*er they would be thought re fin d, 

As if the difference lay abſtruſe 

"Twixt raillery and groſs abuſe ; 

To ſhew their parts, will ſcold aud rail, 

Like porter Her a pot of ale. 

Such is that clan of boiſtcrous bears, 

Always together by the ears; 

Shrewd fellows and arch wags, a tribe 

That meet for nothing but a gibe z 

Who brit run one another down, 

And then fall foul on all the town 

SkilPd in the horſe- lau gh and dry rub, 

And calld by excelle ce The Gus. 

I mean your Butler, Daw on, Car, 

All ſpecial friends, and always jar. 
The mettled ard the vicious ſleed 

Dif er as little in their breed; 

Nay, Voiture is «5 like Tom Leigh 

As rudei.cſs is to A 
If what you ſaid I wit, unſpoke, 

4 3 a joke : 

Reproac not, hin 1 it, a friend 2 

For thoſe defects yaa + mend ; 

His lincage, calling, ſhape, or jenſe, 

if nam'd with ſcorn, gives juſt oficnce, ... 
What uſe in life to make men fret, 

Part in worſe humour than they met? 

Thus all ſociety is loſt, 

Men laugh at one another”s coft ; 

And half the company is teaz'd, F 

That came together to be plea=d : 

For all buftooas have mot in view 

To pleaſe themſelves by vexing you. 
You wonder now to {ze me write 

So gravcly on a ſubjeR light : 

Some part of what I here delign, 

Regards a friend“ of yours and mine; 

Who, neither void of ſenſe nor wit, 

Yet ſeldom judges what is fit, 

But iailies oft* beyond his bourds, 

Aud takes unmeaſurable rounds, 
Whea jeits are carried on roo far, 

And the loud laugh begi.:s the war, 

You Heep your countera:ce tor ſtame, 

Yet tiill you think your friend to blame: 

For, though men cry they love a ict, 

bis but when others ttand the tett ; 

And (would you have their 11-aaiag known) 

They love a je that is their on. — 
You muſt, although the poir t be nice, 

Bcſtow your iricad ſome good adviec: 


* Dr. Sicridan, 
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One hint from you will ſet him 

And teach hin how to be \- 

Bid him, like you, obſerve with care, 

Whom to be hard on, whom to ſpare ; 

Nor indiſtinctly to ſuppoſe 

All ſubjects like Dan Jackſon's noſc®, 

— ſtudy the obligiag jeſt, 

By reading thoſe who teach it beft ; 

For proſe I recommend Voiture's, 
For verſe (I ſpeak my judgment) yours. 
He I] find the ſecret out from thence, 
To rhyme all day without offence ; 

And I no more ſſ all then accuſe 
The flirts of his ill-manuner'd Muſe. 

If he he guilty, you muſt mend him; 

If he be innoceat, defend him. 


A LEFT-HANDED LETTER 
TO Da. SHERIDANT. 1718. 


Sin, 
DP 2 **. 


That we both aſt the prot of the claven and cow- 
dung ; 
We lye — ourſelves, and are ready to 


Vet *. — 80 wiſer than we were at firſt. 

Pudet hec opprobria, I freely mutt tell ye, 

Et dici potuiſſe, et non potuifſe re felli. 

Though Delany advis'd you to plague me no 


nger, 

Vou reply and rejoin Re Hoadly of Bangor. 
J muſt now. at one tting, pay off my 
How many to anſwer ? One, two, three, four. 
Nut, becauſe the three former are log ag paſt, 
1 ſhall, for method fake, hegia with the Ra, 
You treat me like a boy that knocks down his 

foe, 


Who, 1 gets up, demands the riſing 


Yet I know a young rogue, that, thrown flat 
on the ficil, 

Would, as he lay under, cry out, Sirrah! yield. 

80 the French, when our Generals ſoundly did 
* em, 

went triumphant to church, and ſang ſtoutly 

— Te Der. 


So the famous Tom Leigh, when quite run | 


aground, 
Comes 01 by out-laughing the company round. 
In every vile pampalict you 1 read the ſame 
fancies, 
Having thus overthrown all our further advances. 
My of: ers of peace you ill undzritood : 
Friend Sheridan, when will you know your own 
good? 
Nich war afterwards the ſubjed of feverdl 
poems by Jr. Swift ard others, 
+ The humeur of this ; cem is partly le“, by the 


iripoſ Mility of printing it left=runded as 2 Was 
ritten. 


Ss WIT T's 


ſoore: 
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'Twas to teach you in modeſter language your 
duty ; 
For, were you a dog, I could not be rude t'ye ; 
As a good quiet foul, who no miſchief intends 
To a quarrelſome tcllow, cries, Let us be friends. 
But we like Antæus and Hercules fght ; 
1he oftener you fall, the oſtener you write: 
| Ard I Il uſe you as he did that overgrown clown, 
IA {.rft take you up, and then take you dow: : 
And, 'tis your own caſe, for you never can 
wound 
The worſt dunce in your ſchool, till he 's heav's 
| from the ground. 
beg your pardon for uſing my left-hand, but 

I was in great — and the other hand waz em- 
ployed at the ſame time in writing ſome letters 
of buſineſs I will ſend you the reit when I have 
leiſure : but pray come to dinner with the com- 
pany you met here laſt, 


A MOTTO res Ms. JASON HASARD, 
WooLLEx-Drayer in Dort; 
Whoſe Sign was the Golden Fleece, 


ASON, the valiant of Greece, 
From Colchos brought the Golden Fleece ; 
We comb the wool, refine the tuff, 
For modern jaſon, that 's enough. 
Oh! could we tame yon <varchful#* Dragon, 
Old Jaſon would have leſs to brag on. 


TO Da. SHERIDAN. 1718. 
ATEER your predeceors taught us, 


] have a grent eſteem tor Plautus; 

And think your boys may gather there- hence 

More wit and humour than from Terence, 

But as to comic Ariftoplanes, 

The rogue too vicious and ton pro ane is. 

I went in vain to look for Eupolis 

Down in the Siraudf, juit where the New Pole 
is 

For I can tell you one thing, that 3 can 

(You will not find it in the Vatican). 

He and Cratinus u3%d, as Horace ſays, 

To tale his greateſt grandees for a es. 

Pocts, in thoſe days, us'd to venture high; 

But theſe are loft full many a century. 

hum you may ſec, dear friend, ex f ede he nee, 

| My judgment of the old C medians. 

Procced to Tragicks: trit, FE wripides 

(An author where I ſometimes dip a-days) 

Is rightly cenſur'd by the Stagirite, 

Who ſays his numbers do ut fadge aright. 

A friend of mine that author deſpiſos 5 


| 


So much, he ſwears the very bett piece 15, 
For aught he knows, as bad as Theſpis's ; 
And that a woman, in theſe tragedies, 
Commouly ſpeaking, but a ſad jade is. 


* Erg lard. 
'/ + oo elf may be true; bu? the rhyme eg 1 
; eme freue. 


Swirr. 


can SG reer 
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At leaft, I'm well aſſur'd, that no folk lays 

The weight on bim they do on Scphoclcs. 

But, above all, I prefer Æſchylus, ' 
Whoſe moving touches, when they pleaſe, kill 


us. 
And now I find my Muſe hut ill able, | 
To hold out longer in Triſtyllable. 
I choſe thoſe rhymes out for their difficulty : 
Will you return as hard ones if I call Yye ? 


STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY.. 
Marcn 13, 1718-19. | 


TELLA this day is thirty-four, 
(We ſha? 't diſpute a year or more): 
How-ver, Stella, be ot troubled, 
Altaough thy 1izc and years are doubled, 
Si. ce firft I aw thee at teen, | 
The hrigateſt virgin o the green 
So little is thy foro declia'd ; 
Mad up ſo larg ly ia thy mind. 
Oh, would it pl-aſe the gods to /* 777 | 
beauty, (ze, and year:, aid wit] 
No age could turuiĩſi out a pair : 
Of ny:nphs ſo —__; wiſe, and fair; 
With bal? the lu::re of your eyes, 
With half your wit, your years, and ſæe. 
A-'d then, befcre it grew too late, 
How ould I beg of gentle Fate ; | 
(That either nymph night have her ſwain) | 
To ſplit my worſhip too ia twain ! | 


* 
Dx. SHERIDAN TO Da. SWIFT. 1719. 


EAR Dean, fince in cr«--es and puns you 
and 1 deal, 
Pray why is a woman a ſeve and a riddle ? 
is a thought that came into my noddle this 
morning, 
In bed as I Jay, Sir, a-toſſi g and turning. 
You 'l find, if you read but a few of your hiſ- 
tories. 5 
All women as Eve, all women are my ſteries. 
To find out this riddle T know you U be cager, 
And make every one of the ſex a Be)phogor. 
But that will not do, for I mean to commend 
them : 
I ſwear without jeſt, I an honour inter d them. 
In a fieve, Sir, their antient extraction I quite 
tell, 
In a ridelle I give you their er and their title. 
This 1 dd you has | Hyd know what I 
mean, Sir? 
* Not I, by my troth, Sir ”—Then read it 
again, Sir. 
The reaſon I ſend you theſe lines of rhymes 
double, |; 
Is purely through pity, to ſave you the trouble 
Of > two hours for a rby:ne as you did 
ſt z — | 
* Pegaſus eanter'd it triple, and rid 
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As for my little nag, which T keep at Parnaſſus, 
W-th Phxbus*s leave, to run with his afits, * 
He goes ſlow and ſure, ad he never is jaded, 
While your fery iced is whipp*d, ſpurr'd, 

baſtiuaded. 


— — — 


TAE DEAN'S ANSWER, 


F reading your letter alone in my hackney, 

Your damnable riddle my poor braias did 
race r1gh, 

And when with much labour the matter I crackt, 

I round you mittaken in matter of fact. 

A woman 's no fieve (for with that you begin), 
Bicauſe fe lets out more than eber ſhe takes in. 
Aud that ſhe* a riddle, can never be right, 

For a riddle is dark, but a woman is Jig At. 
But, grant her a fieve, I can fay ſomething 
archer : 
Pray what is a man? he *% a fne linen ſearcher, 
Now tell me a thivg that waits interpretation, 
ſehn name for a“ maid, was the firſt man's 


[| damnation ? 


* will pleaſe to explain me this 

rebus, 

I ſwear from henceforward you ſhall be my 
Phebus. | 


From my huckrey=conch, Sept, 11, 
"1719, Pa 12 at neon, 


STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY, 1726. 


LL travellers at firſt incline : 
Where-e*er they ſee the faireſt ſign ; 

Ard, if they ind the chambers neat, 
And like the liquor and the meat, 
Will call again, and recommend 
The Angel-inn to every friend. 
What though the painting grows decay'd, 
The houſe will never lot its trade : 
Nay, though the treacherous tapſter Thomas 
Hangs a new Angel two doors from us, 
As hve as daubers' hands can make it, 
In hopes that ftrangers may miſtake it, 
We think it both a ſhame and fin 
To quit the true old Angel- inn. 

Now this is Stella's caſe in fact, 
An argePs face a little crack'd 
(Could poets or could painters fix 
How angels look at thirty-ſx) : 
| This drew us in at firſt to nd 
In fuch a form an arge/'s mind; 
And every virtue now ſupplies 
The fainting rays of Stella's eyes. 
See at her levee crouding ſwains, 
Whom Stella freely entertains 
With breeding, humour, wit, and ſenſe; 
And puts them but to ſmall expence 
Their miad ſo plentifully fills, 
And makes ſuch reaſonable bills, 
So little gets for what ſhe gives, 
We really wonder how ſhe lives! 


| * [ir Gin, Man«trap, 
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And, had her ſtock been leſs, no doubt 
She muſt have 2222 

Then who cau thiuk we I quit the place, 
When Doll hang out a newer face? 


Or aud light at C hloe*s head, 
With Boone — leaving to be ied? 
Then, Chloe, ſtill go on to prate 
Of thirty-ſix and thirty=cight; 
Purſue your trade oi ſcaudal-picking, 
Tour hints that stella is no chicken; 

' Your innuendos, when you tell us, 
That Stella loves to talk with fcllows : 
n 
A truth, or which your ſoul ſhould grieve 3 
That, ſhould you live to ſee the day 
When Stella's Incks muſt all be grey, 
When age muſt print a furrow d trace 

On every feature of her face; 
Though you, and all your ſcrſcleſs tribe, 
Could art, or time, or mature bribe, 
To make you look like Beauty's Queen, 
And hold for ever at fifteen; 
No bloom of can ever blind 
The cracks and wrinkles of your mind: 
All meu of ſenſe will paſs your door, 
Aud croud to Stclla's at fourſcore. 


TO STELLA, 
Who collcacd and tranſcribed his Po ms. 
1720. 
A* when a lofty pile is rais'd, 
We never hear the workmen prais'd, 

Who bring the lime, or place the ſtones; 
But all admire Inigo Jones: 
So, if this pile of ſcatter*'d rhymes 
Should be approv'd in after-tines ; 
If it both pleaies and endures, 
The merit and the praiſe are yours, 

Thou, Stella, wert no longer young, 
When firit for thee my harp was itrung, 
Without one word of Cupid's darts, 
Of killing eyes, or bleeding hearts: 
With Friendſhip and Eſteem poſleſt, 
I ne er admitted Love a gueſt. 

In all the babitudes of life, 
The friend, the miftreſs, and the wiſe, 
Variety we ſtill purſue, 
In pleaſure ſeek for ſomething new; 
Or elſe, comparing with the reſt, 
Take comfort, that our own is beſt ; 
The beſt we value hy the worſt, 
(As tradeſmen ſhew their traſk at firſt) : 
But his purſuits were at an end, 
Whom Stella chooſes for a friend. 

A poet ſtarving ia a garret, 

Conning all topics like a parrot, 
Invokes his Miftreſs and his Muſe, 
And ſtays at home for want of ſhoes : 
Should but his Muſe de ſcendiag drop 
A. Lice of bread and mutton-chop 3 


POEM 8. 


] Or kindly, when his credit 's out, 
Surprize him with a pint of ftout ; 

Or _ his broken ſtockiiig- ſaals, 

or ſend him in a peck of coals ; 

Exalted in his mighty mind, 

| He flies, and leaves the ſtars behind; 

{| Counts all his labours amply paid, 

Adores her for the timely aid. 

Or, ſhould a r make enquiries 

| Be t-1d the lodging, lane, and gn, 
The bowers that hold thoſe ry mphs divine 
Fair { tiloe would perhaps be found 


Wich footmen tippling under ground; 


| The charming Sylvia beating tlax, 

Her ſhoulders mark d with bloody tracks: 
Bright Phyllis mending ragged ſmocks ; 

{ And radia-t Iris in the 

"Theſe are the godde ſſes enroll 'd 

In Curls collect ion, new and old, 

Whole ſcoundrel fathers would not know em, 
If they ſhould meet them in a poem. h 
True poets can depreſs and raiſe, 

Are lords of infamy and praiſe ; 

They are not ſcurrilus in ſatire, 

Nor will iv panegyrick flatter. 

Unjuſtly poets we aſperſe; 

Truth ſhines the brighter, clad in verſe ; 
And all the fiftions they purſue, 

Do but inſmuate what is true. 

Now, ſhould my praiſes owe their truth - 
To beauty, dreſs, or paint, or youth, 
What Stoics call eoirhour owr power, 

They could not be inſur'd an hour: 
Twere grafting on an annual firck, 
That muſt our expectation mock, 

And, making one luxuriant ſhoot, 

Die the next year for want of root: 
Before I could my verſes bring, 

Perhaps you 're quite another thing. 

i $0 Mevius, when he drain'd his ſcull 
To celebrate ſome ſuburb trull, 

His 6milies in order ſet, 

And every crambo he could g:t, 

Had gone through all the comimon-places 
Worn out by wits, who rhyme on faccs ; 
Before he could his poem cloſe, 

The lovely uy inph had loit her noſe. 

Your virtues aicly I commeud ; 

They on no accide-ts depend: 
Let malice look with all her eyes, 
She dares not ſay the poet lyes. 

Stella, when you theſe lines tranſcribe, 
Left 7 ſhould take them for a bribe, 
Refolv'd to mortily your pride, 

I 'Il here expoſe your weaker Ide. 

Your ſpirits kindle to a flame, 

Mov'd with the ligateft touch of blame; 
And, when a friend in kindneſs trics 

To ſhew you where your error lics, 
Conviction does but more incenſe ; 
Perverſeneſs is your whole defc:ce ; 

Truth, judgment, wit, give place to ſpight, 
Regardleſs both of wrong and right; 
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Your virtue: all ſuſpended wait 

Till time hath oper*d reaſon*s gate: | 

And, what is worſe, your paſſion bends 

Its force againſt your neareſt friends, 

Which manners, decency, and 4 par: 

Have taught you from the world to hide: 

In vain; ior, ſee, your friend hath brought 

To public light your o. ly fault ; 

And yet a fault we often ind 

Mix'd in a noble geucrous mind; 

And may compare to & tna's fire, 

Which, though with trembling, all admire; 

The heat, that makes the ſummit glow, 

Enriching all the vales below. 

Thoſe who in warmer climes complain 

From Ph.: bus? rays they ſufter pain, 

Muſt own that pain is largely paid 

By ge: erous wines beneath a ſtade, 
Yet, when I find your paſſions riſe, 

And anger 1 in your eyes, 

I grieve thoſe ſpirits ſhould be ſpent, 

For nobler ends by nature meant. 

One paſſion with a difterent turn 

Makes wit inflame, or anger burn : 

$ the ſun's heat _ — powers 
ipens the grape, iquor ſours: 

— Ajax, when with rage poſſeſt 

By Pallas breath'd into his breaft, 

His valour would no more employ, | 

Which might alone have conquer'd Troy; 

But, blinded by reſentment, ſeeks 

For vengeance on his friends the Greeks, 
You think this turbulence of blood 

From ſtagnating preſcrves the flood, 

Which thus fermenting 1 

Exalts the ſpirits, ſinks the lees. 
Stella, for once you reaſon wrong; 

For, ould this ferment laſt too long, 

By time ſubli ding, you may find 

Nothing but acid let behind ; 

From paſſion you may then be freed, 

When peeviſhneſs and fpleen ſucceed. 
Say, Stella, when you copy next, 

Will you keep ſtrictly to the text? 

Dare you let theſe reproaches ſtand, 

And to your failing ſet your hand ? 

Or, it theſe lines your anger fire, 

Shall they in baſer flames expire? 

Whene*er they burn, if burn they muſt, 

They Il prove my accuſation juſt. 


TO STELLA. 


VisiTING ME IN MY SICKNLSS, 


1720“. 
ALLAS, obſerving Stella*s wit 
Was more than for her ſex was fit, 
And that her beauty, ſoon or late, 
Might breed conful on in the ſtate, 
In high concern for human-kind, 
Fix'd lencur in her infant mind. 


Ser tlie verſes en her Birth=Gay, 1723-4 


| 
| 


But (not in wranglings to engage 
With ſuch a ſtupid viciou: age) 
If honour 1 would here de me, 
It anfwers faith in things divine. 
As natural life the body warms, 
And, ſcholars teach, the foul informs ; 
So honour animates the whole, 
And is the ſpirit of the ſoul. 
Thoſe numerous virtues which the tribe 
Of tediovs moraliſts deſcribe, 
And by ſuch variovs titles call, 
True honour eomprehends them all. 
Let melancholy rule ſupreme, 
Choler prei. de, or blood, or 
It makes no difference in the caſe, 
Nor is complexion honour*s place. 
But, left we ſrovid for honour take 
The drunken quarrels of a rake ; 
Or think it ſeated in a ſcar, 
Or on a proud trium cars 
Or in the payment of a debt 
We lofe with ſharpers at picquet; 
Or when a whore in her vocation 
Keeps punctual to an aff gration ; 
Or — lich his lordi} ip ſwears, 
When vulgar kuaves would I-ſe their cars 3 
Let Stella's fair example preach 
A leſſon ſhe alone can teach. 
In points of honour to be 
All paT:ons muſt be laid aſde: 
Aſk no advice, but think alone; 
Suppoſe the queſtion not your own, 
How ſhall I act? is not the caſe ; 
But how would Brutus in my place? 
In ſuch a caſe would Cato bleed ? 
And how would Socrates proceed? 
Drive all obje&ions from your mind, 
Elſe you relapſe to buman-kind : 
Ambition, avarice, and luft, 
And fact ĩous rage, and breach of truſt, 
And flattery tipt with nauſcous fleer, 
And guilty ſhame, and ſervile fear, 
Envy, and cruelty, and pride, 
Will in your tainted heart preſide. 
Heroes and heroines of old 
By honour only were inroll'd 
Among their brethren in the ſkies, 
To which (though late) ſhall Stella rife. 
Ten thouſand oaths upon record 
Are not ſo ſacred as her werd : 
The world fall in its atoms end, 
Ere Stella can deceive a friend. 
By honour ſcated in her breaft 
She till determines what is beſts 
What indignation in her mind 
Againſt iailavers of mankind ! 
Baſe kings, and miniſters of ſtate, 
Eternal obhied s of her hate! 
She thinks that nature ne“ er deſ:gn'd 
Courage to man alone confin'd. 
Can cowardice her ſex adorn, 
Which moſt expoſes ours to ſcorn ? 
She wonders where the charm appears 
In FlorimePs affected fears 
For Stella never learn'd the art 


At proper times to ſercam and ſtarty 
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Kor calls up all the houſe at pight, 
Aud [wears ſhe jaw a thing in white, 
Doll never flies to cut her lace, 
Gr throw cold water in her ſace, 
Becu..ſe ſhe heard a ſudden drum, 
Cr found an carwig in a plum, | 
Her hcarers are amaz'd from whence 
Proceeds that fund of wit and ſeuſe; 
Which, thouga her m- deity would troud, 
Krea'.s lic tne fun behii d a cloud; 
While gracetulaeſs its art cot ec als, 
And yet through every motion nealé. 
day, telia, was Prometheus blind, 
An, forming you, mi ook your kiud ? 
No; *twas for you alone he tiole 
The tre that iorms a mavly foul z 
Then, to complete it every way, 
He moulded it with female clay: 
To that you owe the nobler lame, 
To this the beauty of your frame. 
How would ingratitude delight, 
And bow would cealure glut her ſpight, 
If 1 ſhould Stella's kindneſs hide 
In {lencc, or forget with pride! 
When on my bekly couch I lay, 
Impaticat both of night and day, 
Lamentiog in unmanly ſtrains, 
Call'd every power to caſe my pains; 
Then Stella ran to my relief 
With cheerful face and inward grief ; 
And, though by Heaven's ſevere decree 
She ſuters hoyrly more than me, 
N cruel maſter could require, 
From ſlaves employ*d for daily hire, 
What Stella, by her friendſtip warm'd, 
With vigour and d-light per or md: 
My fiaking ſpirits now ſupplies 
With cordials in her hands and eyes; 
Now with a ſoft and filent trad 
Unkterd ſhe moves about my bed, 
I ſec her taſte each nauſrous drauglit ; 
And fo obligingly am cavgit, 
T bleſs the hand from w hence they came, 
Nor dare dittort my face ior ſt ain. 
Pet pattern of true friends!] beware: 
You pay to dearly for your care, 
It, while your teuderueſs ſecures 
Ny life, it muſt cada::ger yours; 
For ſuch a tool was never found, 
Vi ho pulli'd a palace to the ground, 
Orly to have the ruius maile 


Materials fer an houſe decay'd. 


AN KLE G 
Ox Tus Drarn or DEMAR, rur Uev an;: 
Wno BIiED THE 6th or JuLY, 1720. 
3 all men by theſe P. eſenta, Death the 


tamer 

Ny werte ge hath ſeed the cor ſe of Demar : 
Ner can feur hundred thoulnd /'er ling ̃ ound 
Redeem him from his priſon under ground, 
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His heirs might well, of all his wealth pofſeſs's,_ 
Beſiow to bury him one iron cheſt. 

Plutus the god of wealth will joy to know 

His raithful fieward in the ſhades below. 

He walk'd the firects, and wore a threadbare 


cloak ; 
He din'd and ſupp'd at c of other folk : 
And by his looks, had he held out his palms, 
He might be thought an object t for alms. 


da, to the poor i; he refus d his pel, 
Ne us d them full as kindly as himſelf. 
Where er he went, be never ſaw his berrey+; 
Lordi, Age, and ſquiresr, were all his humble 
debtors ; 


Ard under 4rd and ſea the Triſh nation 
Were tor2d to own to him their g. aer. 
that could once have bali a ingdom boughy, 
In nal a minute i; ot worth a groat. 
Lis che from the cr could not ſave, 
Nor ali his 7»/ere + keep him from the grave. 
A golden monument would hot be right, 
Becauſe wo wiſh the earth upon him light. 

Oh London taver,,* ! thou haft 1»! a friend, 
Ihough in thy walls he n er did farthing ſpend; 
He rcucſh'd the pence, When others 1c the er; 

«The hand that {gud the m-rigage paid the ſhot, 

Old as he was, no vulgar rows. diccaſe 
On him could ever boaſt a er to ſe iz; 

« hen. _ weightd his gold, grim Death in 
pight | 

66 * his dart, which made three moidores 
ight; 

&« And, as he ſaw his darling »ercy fail. 

« Blew his laſt breath, to uk the lighter ſcale.® 

He who ſo long was current, twould be firange 

If he ſhould now be cr fd down ſince his ch ge. 

The ſex ten ſhall green ſods on thee beſtow 3 
Alas, the ſextor is thy banker now! 

A diſmal ban4er muſt that bankey be, 
Who gives no 67/1; but of mortality. 


EPITAPH ON A MISER. 


ENEATH this verdant Acc lies 
Demar, the eat and the wiſe, 
His heirs, that he might ſaicly reſt, 
Have put his carcaſe in a che ; 


| The very clef in which, they fag, 


His cher ſelf, his meren, lay. 


"©\nd, it his eis continue kind 


| 


To that dear fe/f he left behind, 
I dare believe, that four in five 
Will think his S Ter ha?f alive. 


TO Mes. HOUGHTON OF BORMOUNT, 
Upon praiſing her Huſtand to Dr. Swir rv. 


OU always are making a God of your 
Spouſe ; 
But this ncither Reaſon nor Coaſcicnce allows: 
* A tavern i» Dublin, where Demar kef?t her 
Mee. 1 Theſe feur lines were curitten by &tella. 
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Perhaps you will ſay, tis in gratitude due, 

And — "wg bezauſe he adores you. 
Your argument's weak, and ſn you will find ; 
For you, by this rule, muſt adore all mankind, 


VFRSES WRITTEN ON A WINDOW, 
At the De axmav-Houet, Sr. PaTriICKk's. 
RE. the gueſts of this houſe ſtill doomꝰd to 
A be cheat'd ? 
Sure, the fates have decreed they by halves 
ſhould be treated. 
In the days of good * john, iſ you came here to 
<11£ 
You had choice of govd meat, but no che «< of 
good wine. | 
Ja Jonathan's reign, if you come here to eat, 
You have choice of good wine, but no choice of 


good m:at, 
Oh, Jeve! then bow fully might all fdes be 
ens 


Would"? thou but agree to this humble reque ſt! 
Put both dcans in one; or, if that's too moch 

trouble, 
Inſtead of the deans, make the deanry double. 


ON ANOTHER WINDOW+#. 


BARD, on whom Pheœbus his ſpirit be- 
ſtow?'d, 

Re ſolving t acknowledge the bounty he ow'd, 

Found out a new method at once of confe ing, 

And making the mot of ſo mighty a bleſſing: 

To the God he'd be grateſul; but mortals ne*d 
chouſe, 

By making his patron pre ſide in his honſe ; 

And wiſ-ly foretaw this advantage from thence, 

That the God would in honour bear moſt of th? 
expence: 

$0 the bard he finds drink, and Izaves Phœbus to 
treat 

With the thoughts he inſpires, regardleſs of 
meat. 

Hence they that come hither expecting to dine, 

Arc always fobb'd off with ſheer wit and ſheer 
wine, | 


\ APOLLO ro Tut DEAN, 1720. 

12 triꝛſty, aud fo forth we let you to 
k:10w | 

We are very ill ud by you mortals below. 

For, fir ſt, I have often by che:ni:ts boen told, 

Though 1 nothing on t, t is I that make 

gold, 
Which when you have got, you ſo carefully hide 


it, 
That, fince I was born, I hardly have ſpy'd it. 
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Then it muſt be allow'd, that, whenever I ſhines 

I forward the graſs, and I ripen the vine; 

To me the good fellows apply for relief, 

wes | they could get neither claret nor 

Yet 4 and their victuals theſe curmude 
lubbards | 

Lock up from my fight in cellars and 

That I have an ill eye, they wie edly think, 

And taint all their meat, aud ſour all their drink. 

But, thirdly and laſtly, it muſt be allow*d, 

I alone can inſpire the poctical crowd : 

This is gratetully own'd by each boy in the 

college, | 

Whom if 1 infprre, it is not to my know 

This every pr tender to rhyme will admit, 

Without troubling his head about judgment or 


Wit. 
Theſe gentlemen uſe me with kindneſs and 
tre<dom 3 
And as ſor their works, when I pleaſe I may 
read em: 
They lie open on purpoſe on counters and ftalls ; 
And the titles I view, when I ine on the walls. 
But a comrade of yours, that rraitor Delany, 
Whom I for your ſak love bett-r than any, 
And, of »:y mere mot en. ud ſeci. / poo! grace, 
Intended in time to ſucceed in your place, ; 
On Tueſday the tenth ſeditiouſiy came 
With a certain falſe traitreſs, one Stella by name, 


| To the dean houſe, and on the nort.. glaſs, 


Where for fear of the cold I never can paſs, 

Then and _ vi garni, with a certain 
uten! 1, 

Of value fve © illings, in Engliſh a pencil; 

Did malieiouſ y, falſely, and traiterouſly write, 

Whilſt Stella aſoreſaid ftood by with a light. 

My ſiſter had lately depos'd upon cath, 

That ſhe Ropt in her courſe to look at them both; 

That Stella was helping, abetti ng, and aiding : 

And till, as he writ, ſtood ſmiliag and reading + 

That her eyes were as bright as myſelf at noon- 


day, 
But her graceful black locks were all mingled with 


grey; 
And by the deſcription I certainly now, 
'Tis the nymph that 1 courted ſome ten years 
ago; 
Whom when I with the beſt of my talents endue? 
on her pro:niſe of yielding, the afted the prude 
T aai ſome verſes were writ with felonious intent 
Direct to the ndrth, where I never yet went: 
That the letters appeared revers'd through t! 
e. 
But in Stella's bright eyes they were plac'd ur 
aguin ;; 
Werein the diſtinetly could read every line, 
vnd preſontly gueſs that the fancy was mine. 
Sue can ſwear to the perſon, whom oft' he 
ſeon 
At man between Kavin Street and Cc 
Green. 
Nw you ſee why his verſes ſo ſeldom are 7 
Thev r-afon is plain, they are none of his 


Dear Sterne was diſtinguiſhed for his hoſpita= 
* 7 By Dr. Delany, in ce mundtion with Stella. 
01. * 


And obſerve while you live, that no man 
To diſcover the goods he came honeſtly b 
T 
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on a thought, he will certainly ſtcal it. 
when he has got it, find ways to conceal it: 
all the fine thi::gs he kept in the dar\, 

one iu tea but what has my 


them be ſeen by the world if he dare, 

it appear that they *re all ft: len ware, 

the poem he writ on your ſaſh, 

I have ow got him under my lat ; 

ſer tranſcrib'd it laſt night to his ſorrow, 
publick fl. all fee 't, if 1 live till to- 

morrow. 
es © — aa around, it ſtall qu'c' ly be 
ſ 
In al parts of the globe where your language is 


He knows very well, 1 ne'er gave a refuſal, 
When he * ſorms that are 
uſual : 
But the ſecret is this; I did lately inte d 
To write a few verſes on you, as my friend: 
I ftudicd a fort. ight, before I could find, 
As T rode in my chariot, a thought to my mind, 
And reſolv'd the next wiutcr (for that is wy 
time, 
When the days are at ſhorteſt) to get it in rhyme; 
Tul then it was loch'd in my box at Parnaſſus; 
When that ſubtle companion, in hopes to ſurpaſs 
us, 
Con veys out my paper of hints by a trick, 
(For ] think in my conſcience he deals with Old 
Nick) 
And, from my own ſtock provided with topics, 
He gets to a window beyond both th- tropicks ; 
There out of my ſ gli, juſt agaiuft the ror 74 zone, 
Writes down my conceite, aud then calls them 
his own; 
And you, like a booby, the bubhle can ſwallow ; 
Now who but Delany can write lile Apollo? 
High treaſon by fiatute! yet here you object, 
He only ftole hits, but the verſe is cerrect; 
Though the thought be A puilo's, *tis fincly ex- 
preſs'd; 


] 


So a thief ſteals my horſe, and has him well 


dreſ-*d. 
Now, whereas the ſad criminal ſeems paſt re- 
ptancc, 


We Pherbus think fit to proceed to his ſentence. 

Since Delany has dard, like Prometheus his 
irc, ; 

To climb to our region, and thenee to ſteal fire; 

We ordcr a vulture, in ſrape of the ſrleng 

To prey on his liver, but not to be ſc -:n, 

And we order our ſfub{c&s of excry degree 

To believe all his verlc: wer written y me; 

And, under the pain or our higheſt di vleaſure, 

To call 2 ning luis but the rhyme ai the mca- 
ure. 

And lattly, for Stella, juf out of her prime, 

I'm too much revenged alrcady by time. 

In return to her ſcorn, I ſend her difaſes, 

But _ now be her friend whezever ſhe 

ates; 
And the gifts I beftow*®d her will find her a lover, 
Tho: ga ſbe lives to be grey as 4 badger all over. | 


| 


| 


SWwW1rT'sSs POEM S$. 


NEWS FROM PARNASSUS, 
BY DR. DELANY. 


ARNASSUS, February the twenty-ſcver:th, 
The Poets aſſembled here on the eleveath, 
Conven'd by Apollo, who gave them to know, 
He d have a vice geren t in his empire below; 
But declared that uo Bard ſH old this honour in- 
he rit, 
Till the reſt had agreed he ſurpaſe'd them in 
merit, 
Now this, you M allow, was a di fcult caſe, 
For cach Bard bi lie vd he 'd a right to th. place; 
So ſinding th? aſſembly grow warm in delzate, 
He put them in mis. d ot his Piu to. '% jute: 
"Twas ur; to no purpoſe, diſputes Lighcr roſe, 
Scarce Pher bus himielf could their quarrels com- 
poſe ; 
Till at length he d-termin'd that every Bard 
Chen. id (cach in his turn) b. patici.t)y heard, 
Firn, one who belicv'd he excclPFd in wan ſa. 
tion, 
Founds hi: claim on the dodtrine of man's tranſ- 
migration : 
« Since the ſoul of great Milton was given to me, 
I hope the convention will quickly agree,” 
« Agrec!” qunth Apollo: „from whence is 
this ſon] ? 
« I; he juſt come trom reading Pythagoras 21 


ſchool] ? 

« Be gone! Sir, you *ve got your ſubſcriptiovus 
in time, 

And given in return neither reaſon nor 
rhyme.” 


the next, ſays the God, « though now I 
« won't chooſe you, 
J N tell you the reaſon for which Ire ſuſe you: 


To 


« Love's goddeſs has oft* to ker parzizts com- 


6 plain'd , 
« Of my ſavouring a Bard who her empire dif. 
| 6 dain'd > 
« That, at my inftigation, a poem you writ, 
Which to beauty aud youth preferr'd judge» 
| « ment ad wit; 
«© That, to make you a Laureat, I gave the ſrſt 
« voice, 
« Infpiri:g the Rritous t? approve of my choice, 
« Tove ſeut hor to me, her power to try; 
« i he GeOdeſs of Bravty what God can deny? 
She tork:ds your preiermeut; 1 grant her de- 
& - 3:20, 
« Appcaſe the fair Goddeſs ; you then may riſe 
« higher.“ 


The next that appeared had hopes of ſuccecd- 


TA 
For he meriticd much for his wit and his Lreed- 
ir g. 


rwas wife in the Byitons no favour to ſhow him, 

He elſe might expect they ſhould poy what they 
oe him, 

And therefere they pruder:tly choſe to diſcard 

The Patriot, whoſe merits they would not re- 
ward, 

The God, with a ſmile, bad his favourite advance, 


% You were ſeut by Aſtræa her Eavoy to Frau 


LWLtsETH. 


« You bent your ambition to riſe in the fat» ; 


« great.“ 
en a Bard who had been a ſueceſ ful 
Tranſlator, | 
« The (o wention allows me a Ver hte or.“ N 
Says Apollo, « You mention the leaſt ot your 
&« merit ; 
« By your wor it appears you have much of 
& ry ſpirit, 
« I efteein you ſo well, that, to tell you the 
„ truth, ö 
c The gr.atet ohjzction againit you *: your 
« vouth: 
« Then be not concer 'd you are o hid aß de; 
« I; you live, you fl. all certaĩ ly oe day pre- 
4c cle.“ 
Another, low bending, Apollo thus grects, 
« iwas | tnugit your ſubjects to walk through 
« the ttreets.” 
« You taugnt them to walt“ why, they knew 
4 it befor? : 
« But give me the Bard that can teach them to 
40 ſoxr. 
« Whenever he claims, 'tis his right, I U con- 
4 feſs; 
« U ho lately attempted my fyle with ſucceeſ: ; 
&« Who writes lize Apollo has noſt of his ſpirit, 
« Ard therefore tis jun I dittiguiſh hs merit; 
« Who makes it appcar, by all he hat writ, 
« His judgment alone can ſet bounds to his 
« wit; 
« Like Virgil correct, with his own nat ve eaſe, 
** But excel even Virgil in elegant praiſe; 
« Who alm:ires the ancients, and knows ?tis 
« th-w due, : 
« Vet writes in a manner entirely new; 
© Taough none with more caſe their depths can 
% explor-, 
« Yet Whatever he wants he takes from my 
« ftors ; 
« Though I'm fond of his virtues, his pride I 
« can fee, 
« Ta ſcorniag to borrow irom ary but me; 
« It is owing to this, that, like Cynthia, his 
« lays 
« Eulighten the world by refletiag my rays,” | 
This faid, the whole audiznce ſoon found out 
his Ari.t 7 
The conv ation was ſummon'd in favour of 
Swift. 


N 
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——— — — ; 
, 


The RUN upon the BANKERS. 1720. K 


2 bold eneroachers on the deep 
Gaia by degrees huge tracts of land, 
Till Neptune, with one gong ral ſweep, 
Turns all again to barre., itrand. 
The multitude”s capricious pranks 
Are aid to repreſeut the ſeas 3 
Which, breacing banker « and the bark+, 
R:ſume heir pzon wheneer they pleaſe. 
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Money, the liſe- blood of the nation, 
« I rz.uſe you becaute you couid ttoop to be 


Cerrupts aud Nagrates in the veins, 
Unleſs a p: oper ciren!, (ion f 
Its motion and its heat ma utains. 


B-cauſc *tis /crdly not to pay, 
„ ber, and aidermen iu itate 

Like peers lev < cee Every day 
Ct duns attending at their gate. 


We wait our money on the nail; 
The banker s ruin'd if he pays: 

They ſcem to act au ancient tale; 
The 6irds are met to rip the gays, 


Riches, the wiſeſt monarch ſings, 
Make pinions for themiclves to fly 1 

They ny Ii e bats on PL chment wings, 
And geeſe their j/ver plumes ſupply. 


No money left for ſauandering heirsl 
i turn the lenders into debtors : 
The wilt of Nero now i- theirs, 
« That they had never known their letters. 


Conceive the works of midnight hags, 
Tormentiag fools behind their .acks : 

Tims bankers o'er their bills and bags 
Sit ſqueezing images of wax, 


Conceive the whole enchantment broke; 
The witches left in open air, 

With power no more than other folk, 
Expos'd with all their magic ware. 


So power ful are a bankers hills, 
Where creditors demand their due ; 
They break up couiiters, doors, a: d tills, 
Aud leave the empty cheits iu view. 


Thus when an earthquake lets in light 
Upon the god of gel and vll, 
Unable to endure the ! ght, 
He hides within his darkeſt cell. 


As when a chnſurer tabes a l-aſe 
From Sa'an for a term of years, 

The terant “ in a diſmal catc, 
Whene'er the Sey bend appears, 


A ute banker thus deſponds, 
From his own land ore lee; his fall; 
Tluy have hi: /er/, who have lus bonds 3 
»Iis lice the evritirg on the wall, 


How will the caitiic wretch be ſcar'd, 
W hen frſt he ids himfclt aware 


| At the laft trump? unprepar*d, 


Ard all his grand auCcecuni to male 2 


For in that univerſal ca 
Fu ba er will to Heaven be mou ters; 
They 'Il cry, „ne (frops, dpa us fall! 
« ( onc.al a.d cover us, ye cou ters!“ 
Whe:. cher hands the ſce fall hold, 
Ardth yi: „ern ange lt 
Prod uc'd with all their hills and gol“, 


« Wecigh'd in the balance, and found liglt h- 


310 


The DescnivyTion of an IRISH FF. AS T, 


Tranſlated almoſt literally out of the Original 
Inisu. 1720. 


RCURK”s noble fare will neꝰer he forgot, 
By thoſe who were there, or thoſe who 
were not. 
His revels to keep, we ſup and we dine 
On ſeven ſcore ſteep, ſat bullocks, and ſwine. 
Dſquebaugh to our feaſt i.. pails was brought up, 
An hundred at Icatt, ad a madd-r* cur cup. 
O there is the ſport ! we riie with the light 
In diſorderly fort from ſuoring all right. 
O how was I trick'd ! my pipe it was broke, 
My pocket was pick'd, I lott my new cloak. 
I'm ritied, quoth Nell, of mautic ad kerchert : 
Why 1 them well, the de*cl take the 
r, 


Boy, give us a cup: ah! this has ſoine ſavour. 
Orourkꝰ's jolly boys ne*%cr drearnt of the matter, 
Till, rous d by the noiſe and mul cal clatter, 
They bounce from their neſt, no longer will 


tarry 
They rife ready dreft, without one ave-mary. 
They dance in a round, cutting capers aud ramp- 


ing; 

A mercy the ground did not burit with their 
ſtampi: g. 

The floor is all wet with lœaps and with jumps, 

While the water and ſweat , pliſh-ſpla in their 
PUMPS. 

Bleſs you late and early, Laughlin O Enagin ! 

Ey my handy, you dance rarely, Margery Gri- 


nagir. 
Bring ſtraw for our bed, ſtake it down to the 


feet, 

Then over us ſpread the winnowirg ſheet : 

To ſtew I don't flinch, fIl the bowl up again; 

Then give us a piuch of your ſneezing, « ye.:zh. 

Good — what a ſight, a. ter all their good 
cheer, 

For people to fight in the midſt of their beer ! 

They rife from their feaſt, and hot are their 
brains, 

A cubit at leaſt the length of their ſæeans . 

What ſtabs aud what cuts, what clattering of 
ſticks ; 

What "ſtrokes on the guts, what baſtings and 
kicks ! 

With cudgels of oak woll harden'd in flame, 

An * heads broke, an hundred ſtruck 

me. 

* You churl, I I maintain my father built Luſk, 

The calile of Slain, and Carrick Prumruſk : 

The Earl of Kildare and Moynalha hi: brother, 

As great as they are, I was nurfi by their mother. 

Aft that of old madur; the I teil you who's 


who 
far up as Adam, fte knows it is true. 
* 4 evrcden weſel, 7 Hardkerchief. 


An Ir: A out, 


$ 271 Jer a wwaman, || Daggers or lor t- ſcvor di. 


| 


ö 


| 


$wirTt*'s POEM 8. 


Come . with that beam, if cudgels are 
carce 
& blow.on the weam, or a kick on the 2 ſe. 


AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG 


On a <SepiTious Paur nr“, 1720, 


To the Tune of “ Packingtor's Pound.“ 
rr and damaſks, and tabbies, ard 
wies 
Are by Robert Eallenti:e lately brovght over, 
Wich forty tuings more: now hear what the law 
ays, 
* will not wear them, is not the king's 
er. 
Though a printer and dean 
Seditiouſiy mean 
Our true Iriſt hearts from old England to wean; 
We'll buy Engl.ſh ! Ixs for our wives aid our 
daughters, 
In ſpite of his deanſhip and journeyman M aters, 
In E: gland the dead in woolen are clad, 
The dean aud his printer then let us cry fye 
on; 
To be cloath'd like a carcaſe, would make 3 
Teague mad, 
Since a living dog better is than a dead lion, 
Our wives they grow ſullen 
At wearing of woollen, 
And all we poor op-keepers muſt our horns 
pull in, 
Then we ll buy Engliſh ſilks for our wives and 
our daughters, 
In ſpite of his deanſkip and journeyman Waters. 
Whoever our trading with England would 
hinder 


, 
To inflame both the nations do plainh con- 
ſpire ; 
Becauſe Irifh linen will ſoon turn to tinder, 
And wool it is greaſy, ard quickly tales fre. 
Thereiore Ia re you, 
Our : oble gra. d jury, 


| When they ſaw the deau's book, they were in a 


| great fury : 
They world buy Englifh £1ks for their u ĩves and 
their daughters, 
In ſpite of his dean ip ard journeyman Waters, 
This wicked regue Materz, who always is fit 


ming, 
And . ceru, nobus fo of? has been calbd, 
Hencc forward 16 all print neither pamphblets nor 
line, 
And, if ſwearing can do't, ſl all be ſwingiegly 
mau ld: 
Ard as ſor the dean, 
You know whom I mean, 
If the printer will peach him, he l ſcarce come 
off clcaa, 
* Profe/als fer the un verſul uſe of TIrifſ: mars- 
factures, fer ciel Waters the grinter wa, ſever 2 
preſecuted. 
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Then we l buy Engliſh ſAks for our wives and Love with white - lead cements his wings : 


our daughters, 


White-learl was ſcut us to repair 


In ſpite of his deanſſüp and journeyman Waters, Two brighteſt, brittleſt, earthly things, 


THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY. 
1720. 


Wa ſrt Dana leaves her bed, 
Vapours aud iucams her ., dilgrages 
A :rowzy wriy=colrurd red 


Dit, O., nher cloud wimxicd face: 
But by degrees, waen mou ted high, 
Her arti..cial tac appears 
Down iron her WIC] in the my, 
Her {pots are gone, her valage cicars, 
Tu ixt cartuly ieinales and the moon 
All parallel, exactiiy run: 
It Celia 1rould appear too ſoon, 
Aus, the uymphb wouu ve uadone ! 


Te icc her from wer piliuw rue, 
Al £20 wg 3h cody dean, 
Crac.u lips, 10ul telus aut gummy eyes, 
Poor otreptoa ! www would be viatpacne ! 
Three colours vlaci., and red, and whiute, 
So graceiul in their proper place, 
Remove them to a di.. ercut eite, 
They form a frigatmul hideous tace ; 
For initance, when the lily ſkips 
Luto tae precincts ot tnc roſe, 
Au ales policthou of the lips, 
Leaving the purple to the noie ; 
So Celia went intire to bed, 
Au acr complexion iare and ſound z 
But, When ſhe roſe, white, black, and red, 
Tho..gh 1all in . gut, nad chaug'd their ground. 


The blac., which would not be coafin'd, 
A nure interior 1.atio.. ſecks, 
Leaving the tiery red beniad, 
Aud wivgles in her muddy checks, 
But Celia can with eaſe reduce, 
By help o peacil, paint, a.:d bruſh, 
colour to its place and uſe, 


Aud teach hcr caceks again to bluſh. 


She knows her curiy ſeli no more, 
But {1d wita admiration fRlands 
As other pai..ters oft? adore 
The workmanthip of their own hands, 


Thus, attcr (our important hours, 
Celia 's the wo.der of her f: 
Say, wich au. Ong the heaveuly powers 
Could cauſe ſuch marvelious cttects? 
Venus, indulgent to her kind, 
Gave wom-n all their hearts could wiſh, 
Wi-u irit fe taught them where to ind 
White-lead and Luitanian* diſh. 


* Fortag al. 


| 


— 


A lady's face, a. d China-ware. 


She ventures now tn lit the ſaſh; 
The window is her proper ſphere z; 
Ah, lovely nymph ! be not too raſh, 
Nor let the beaux approach too near. 
Tate pattern by your / ler. Mar : 
Delude at once and bleſs our ſght :: 
When you are ſ:en, be ſcen ſrom far, 
Ad chietiy chooſe to ftine by night. 


But art no longer can prevail, 
* en the materials all are gone; 
The beſi mecha ic hand mutt ail, 
Where aotai: g *s left to work upon. 
A1.tter, as wile logicians ſay, 
Ca. ot without a form ſub: ſt ; 
Ard ferm, ſay I as well as they, 
Mu:: fail, if ma/ter brings no griſt. 


And this i- :air Diaaa"s caſe : 
For all a trologers mainta n, 
Each ight a bit drops off her face, 
W he: mortals ſay ſhe 's in her wane 2 
While Partridge * wiſely ſhews the cauſe 
EA.cieat of the moon: decay, 
That Cancer with hi- poi Huous claws 
Attacks her in the “ way? ' 
But Gadbury, ia art profound, 
From her pale cee xs prete.:45 to ſhow, 
That ſwain EndymionfF is not ſound, 
Cr elſe that Mercury's her foe. 


But, let the cauſc be what it will, 
In half a mo:+th ttc looks ſo thin, 
That Tlamſiced can, with all his fx ill, 
Sec but her forchead and her chin. 
Yet, as ſhe waites, ſhe grows diſcreet, 
Till mid ight never ſhews her head: 
80 rotti g Cela H rolls the ſtreet, 
When ſober fol 5 are all a- bed: 
For ſure, if this be Luna's fate, 
Poor Celia, but of r1ortel race, 
In vain expects a loi-ger date 
To the materials of ker face, 
When Mercury her troſſes mows, 
To thi k of black-lcad combs i- vain; - 
No pai. t' ig can renore a ro/e, 
Nor will her zeerZ return again. 
Ye powers, who over love preſ de! 
Since mortal beauti:: drop ſo ſoon, 
If ye would have us well ſupply'd, 
+ Send us new nymphs with each ney moon 1 


* Partridge and Gadbury wrete each an erh. 


| mei, 


„Le of wiem Diana was feigned 


enan cured, 


t John Flamfleed, the celebrated afironemer 


179. 


* + 
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THE PROGRESS OF POETRY. 


farmer's gooſe, who in the ſtubble 
Has fed without reſtraint or trouble, 
Grown fat with corn, and ſitting ii ill, 
Can ſcarc* get oer the haru- door 1ill ; 
And hardly waddles forth to cool 
Her belly ia tae neighbouring pool; 
Nor loudly cac des at the door; 
For caciling ſhews the gooſe is poor. 

But, when ſhe muſt be tur dit + graze, 
And round the barren common ſtrays, 
Hardexerziſc and harder fare 
Soon mate my dame grow lank and ſpare: 
Her body light, ſhe tries her wings, 

And ſcoras the ground, and upward ſprings 
While all the pari h, as ſhe flies, 
Hear ſounds harmonious from the ſkies. 

Such is the poet freſ in pay 
(The third night's profits of his play); 
His morning-draughts till noon can ſ ill 
Among his brethren of the quill : 
With good roaſt heef his belly full, 
Grown lazy, foggy, fat, and dull, 
D-ep ſunk in pleaty and delight, 
What poet e'er could tage his flight? 
Or, ftuft*d with phleg m up to the throat, 
What poet eꝰer could ſing a 0 e? 
Nor Pegaſus could bear the load 
Along the high ccleftial road ; 
The ſteed, eſs'd, would break his girth, 
To raiſe the lumber from the earth. 

But vi w him in another ſcene, 
When all his drink is Hippocrene, 
His money ſpent, his patrons fail, 
His credit out for cheeſe and ale; 
His twro- years coat ſo ſmooth and bare, 
Through every thread it lets in air ; 
With hungry meals his body pin'd, 


Bis gute and belly full of wind; 


Aud, like a jockey for a race, 

His tleth rought dow: to tying caſe : 
Now bis exalted ſpirit loaths: 
Incumbrances of 50d ard cloaths 

And up he riſes, lite a vapour, 
Supported high on warns of paper; 

He i-ngir'g flies, and flying ſings, 

While trom below all Grub-ftreet rings. 


THE SOUTH-SEA PROJECT. 
1721. 
% Apporent rari rantes in gurgite vaſto, 


« Arina virum, tabulzque, et Troia gaza per | 


; undas.“ VIC. 


E wile philoſophers, explain 
What magick makes our money riſe, 

When dropt into the Southern main; 

Or do theſe jugglers cheat our eyes ? 
Put in your money fairly told; 

Pre «! be gone—'Tis here again: 
Ladies and geatlemen, behold, 

Here 's every picee as big as ten. 


POEM $% 
| 
Thus in a baſon drop a filling, 
Then Fll the veſiel to the brim ; 
You ſhall obſ-rve, as you are filling, 
The ponderous metal ſeems to ſwim. 
It riſes both in hul and height, 
Behold it ſwelling lie a ſop ;: | 
| The liquid medium cheats your ſigit ; 
Behold it mounted to the top ! 


In oc three hu» dred rhouſand pounds: 
J have in view a lord* eſtate, 

My mavrors all coutiguors round; 

| A coach and fix, and ſerv'd in plate l 

Thus, the deluded bankrupt raves ; 
Puts all upon a deſperate bet; 

Then plus ges in the Southern waves, 

] Dipt over head andears—in debt. 


| Sn, by a caleuture mitted, 

| The mariaer with rapture ſces, 

Ot the ſmnoth occan's azure bed, 
Enamel'd ficlds and verdant trees: 


With eager haſte he longs to rove 
In that 1a:;tatiic ſcc e, ar thinks 
| It muſt be ſome encha'-ted grove 3 
Ard in he leaps, and de cen he ſinks. 
| Five hur:dred chariot:, juſt beſpoke, 
{ Arc ſun! in theſe d-vouring waves, 
The horſe: drow:*d, the nar:.cfs trove, 
And here the owners lind th. ir graves. 


Like Pharaoh, by cdirefer: led; 
| They with their // e wel. t ſafe before 
His chariots, tumbling out the dead, 

Lay ſhatter'd on the gc- Sc. V ore. 


Nai d up on Hopes aſpiring plumes, 
{ The young adveuturer ver the deep 
| An eagle”; tight and ſtate aſſumes, 

And ſcorns the middle-way to keep. 


On paper wings he tales his flight, 

With wax the fer bound them faſt ; 
The var is melted by the height, : 
| And down the towering boy is caſt. 

A moralit might here explain 

The raſhnefs of the Cretan youth; 
| Deſcribe his tall into the main, 
And from a fable form a truth. 


His <e/»p are his paternal rent, 
He melts the evax at every lame; 
His credit ſunk, his money ſpent, 
n Southern Seas he Jeaver his name, 
Inform us, you that beſt can tell, 
Why in yon' dangerous gulph profound, 
Where hundreds and wh-re thouſands fell, 
Feels chicfly ficat, the wiſe are Crown'd? 


So have I ſeen from Severrn*s brink 

A flock of geeſe jump down together: 
Swim, where the bird of Jove would ſink, 
And, ſwimming, never wet a feather. 
But, Iaffrm, tis falſe in fact, | 

I irefcrs better know their tools; 
We ſce the nations credit crackt, 

Each knave hath made 3 thouſand fools, 


SWIFT“ POEM S. 


one fool may from another win, 

And then get off with money ſtor d; 
But, if a har; er once comes in, 

He throws at all, aud ſweeps the board. 
Az fiſhes on each other prey, 

The great ones ſwallowing up the ſmall ; 
80 fares it in the Southern Sea; 

The whale direfers cat up all, 


When tec is high, they come between, 
Making by ſecond-hand their offers; 
Then cunuingly retire unſeen, 
With each a million in his coffers. 
$0, when upon a moon- ſhine night 
An afs was driaking ata ?ream 3 
A cloud aroſe, and %opt the Tight, 
By intercepti..g every beam: 
The day of judgement will be ſoon. 
(Fries out a ſige among the croud) 
An aſs hath fwallow ed up the moon! 
(The moon lay ſale b-nind a cloud). 


Each peer ſubſcriber to the ſea 
Sinks down at o ce, and there he lies; 
Directors fall as well a> they, 
Their fall is but a trist to riſe, 
80 fi. es, riſing from the mai 1, f 
Can ſoar with moiſten'd wigs on high; 
The moiiture dry%d, they fink again, 
And dip their fias again to fly. 
Undone at play, the female troops 
Come h re their loſſes to retrieve ; 
Ride o*cr the waves in ſpacious hoops, 
Lize Lapland witches in a ſieve. 
Thus Venus to the ſea deſcends, 
As poets ſeign; but where 's the moral? 
I ſhews the Queen of Love intends 
To ſearch the deep for pearl and coral. 


The ſea is richer than the land, 

I h-ard it from my granzam's mouth; 
Which now T clearly underftand, 

For by the ſca ſhe meant the South, 


Thus by rector, we are told, 

« Pray, Gentlemen, belicve your eyes; 
Our 02:an s cover'd o'er with gold, 

Loo : round and ſec how thick it lies: 
Me, Gentlemen, are your affifters, 

We It come, and hold you by the chin, .” 
Alus! all is not gohl that gliſtzrs, 

Ten thoutand {nk by I:aping in. 
Oh! would thoſe patriots be fo kind, 

Her? in the derp to <2.1/: thetr hands, 
Then, li e Patol iz, we ſhould find 

Tae fra iadecd uad 2 6.ven . 
A ſhilling io the 6..:4 you ling; 

The i Iver takes a noliler hue, 
BV tung e virtue in the pring, 

And ms a guinea to your view, 
But as a guinea will not paſs 

At market for a farthing more, 
Sewn through a multiply ing-glaſs, 

Thay what it always did L-fors ; 


U 


So caſt it in the Set ern Seas, 

Or vi-w it through a e, bill ; 
Put on what ſpectacles you pleaſe, 

Your guinea % but a guinea ill. 
One nigat a fool into a brook 

Thus from a hilloch looking down, 
The #* / ter furs for guineas took, 

And #/ver Cyutiua for a crown. 


The point he could no longer doubt; 
He ra, be leapt into the Hood; 

There foraw1'd awhil:, ard ſcarce got out, 
All cover d oer with time and mud. 


« Upon the water cuſt thy bread, 

« And after many days thou It find it;“ 
But gold upon this ocean ſpread 

Shall fin), and leave no mark behind it. 


Thore is a gulyh, where thouſands fell, 
tore ll the LAI adver:turers cameos, 
che find, though deep as hell; 
A U. ge- Hey is the dreadful name. 

N: ic times a day it ebbs and flows; 
Yet h. that on the ſarface lics, 

Without a pilot ſeldom knows 

The time it falls, or when twill rife. 


Sul-ſeribers here by thouſands float, 
And joſtlæ one another down 
Each paddling in his lraky hoat; 
And here they fiſh for gold, and drown, 
« *Now bury'd in the depth below, 
« Now mounted up to azaven again, 
« They rec! ard ſtagger to and iro, 
« At their wits end, like drunken men.“ 


Mean time ſecure on Garraway y cliffs, 
A ſavage race by ſhipwrecks fed, 
Lie waiting for the ounder'd {kiffs, 
And firip the bodies of the dead. 
But theſo, you ſay, are factious lyec, 
From ſome malicious Tory's brain; 
For, Where Di: eher get a prize, 
The *wiſs aud Dutch whole millions drain. 
Thus, waer. by recs a lord is ply'd, 
Some cully ofter. wins a bet, 
| By venturi g on the cheating fde, 
Though got iato the ſecret Ict, 
While ſome build caſtles in the air, 
Direfers build them in the ſeas ; 
Subſcribe phi-lv ſee them there, 
For fools will ſes as wiſe men pleaſe. 


_— 


I Thus of by mariners arc ſhown 


(Unleſs the men of Kent are lyars) 
Farl Cd in's caſtles over own, 

And pala2:-roots, and ſtecple-ſpires. 
Mark where the fly Tire Ver, 

Nor to the ore approach tao nigh! 
Th: monſters ne le in the deep, 

To ſeize you in your patfing by. 


* Pſulm cvii, 


+ 4 c:ffre- cue in ' Change-dlley. 
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Then, lite the dogs of Nile, be wiſe, 
Who, taught by inftint how to ſhun 
The crocodile, that Vurking lie-, 
Run as they drink, and drink and run. 


Antzus could, by magic charms, 
Recover ſtrength whene*er he tell ; 
Alcides held bim in his arms, 
And ſent him 2 in air to hell, 


Recover ftrength and vigonr there: 
But many be tand arnther way, 
Suſpended for a while in air. 


1 * for tis you I warn, 

By long experience we "ave 

What vlanetrul'd when you w-re horn; 
We ſee you never can be drown'd, 


Beware, nor over-bul':y grow 

Kor — within vour cully?« reach 
For, i the ſea ſbould {nk fo low 

To leave you dry upon the beach, 


You U owe your ruin to your bulk: 
Your foes already waiting : and, 

To tear you lie a fc under d hulk, 
While you lie helpleſs on the ſand. 


Thus, when a whale has loſt the tide, 
The coaſters crowd to ſeize the ſpoil z 
The monſter into part: divide, 
And ſtrip the bones, and melt the oil. 


Oh! may ſome ce ern tempeſt ſweep 
Theſe /ocu/is whom our fruits have fed, 
That plague Diredfors to the 


deep, 
Driv'a from the Scar Sa to the Red / 


May he, whom Nature's laws obey; 

Who /*fr: the poor, and fir4s the proud, 
* Quiet the raging of the ſez, 

& And ſtill the madneſs of the crowd 


But never ſha'l our iſle have reſt, 

Till thoſe devouring ſwine run down, 
(The devil; leaving the poſſeſt) 

And headlong in the waters drown. 


The nation then ton late will find, 
Computing all their coſt and trouble, 
Director promiſes but wind, 
SoxthSex at balt a mighty bub5/e. 


* 


THE DOG AND SHADOW. 
O * cibum portans catulus dum ſpectat in 


undis, 
Apparet liquido prædæ meliorĩs imago : 
Dum ſpecioſa dizu damna admiratur, et alte 
Ad latices inhiat, cadit imo vortice præceps 
Ore cibus, nec non fimulachrum corripit una. 
Occupat ille avibus deceptls faucibus umbram ; 
Jlludit fpecies, ac dentibus agra mordet. 
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| TO A FRIEND, 


Who had been W many different 
1i1Eis. 


g =" Monarch may be ſtabb'd by 

night, 

And fretuns help the murderer in his flight; 

The vilet ruſſian may commit a rape, 

Yet fafe from injur*'d i; nocence eſcape 3 

And Calumny, by wor ing under ground, 

Can, unreveng'd, the greateft merit wound. 
What 's to be done? Shall Wit and Learning 

chonſe 

To live obſcure, a: d have no fame to loſe ? 

By Cenfvre frighte.! out of Honour's road, 

Nor dafe to uſe the i tz by Heaven beftow'd ? 

Or fearleſs enter in through Virtue" gate, 

And buy di:tin&ion at the deareit rate? 


BILLET to fle Co urAxv of Pratrne, 
1 incloſed is formed upon the 
ſtory of the Secretary's not ſuffering you 
to act, unleſs you would pay him 300“. fer ar- 
Tum 7, upon which vu got a licence from the Lord 
Mayor to act as ſtr ers. 


| The Prologue ſuppoſe, that, upon your being 


forbidden to aft, a company of country-ftrollers 
came and hired the Play-houſe, and your cloaths 
Ec. to act in. 


THE PROLOGUE. 


Our ſet of ſtrollers, wandering up arid down, 
Fearing the houſe was empty, came to town; 
And, with a lice »ce from o'r gond Lord- Mayory 
Went to one Griffith, formerly a player; 

Him we p*rſuaded with a moderate bribe, 

To ſpeak to Elrington and all the tribe, 

To let our company ſupply their places, 

. us out their ſcenes, and cloaths, and 
8. 

Is not the truth the truth? Lnok full on me; 

I am not Elriagton, nor Griffith he. 

When we perform, look ſharp among our crew, 

There's not a creature here you ever knew. 

The former folks were ſervants ta the king: 

| We humble ftrollers, always on the wing. 

Now, formy port, I think upon the whole, 


{| Rather than ares, a better man would ſtroll. 


Stay, let ws fee—Fhree hundred pouads a 

year, 

For leave to act in town! Tis plaguy dear. 

Now, here 's a warrant; Gallant«, pleaſe to 
mar x, 

For three thirt2en5 and Cxp2nc* to the clerx. 

Three hund ed pounds] Were I rhe price to fi 

The public ſhould heſtow the actors fx. 

A ſcore of gui eas, given und-r-hind, 

For a good word or ſo, we underſtand. 

To help an honeft lad that 's out of place, 

May coſt a crown or ſo; a common cafe : 

And, in a crew, tis no injuſtice thought 

To ſhip a rogue, and pay him nof a groat. 

But, in the chronicles of former ages, 

' Who ever beard of ſervants paying wages E 


«a AA «4 t@ ca” two .TD7M 4a 
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I pity Elrington with all my heart; 
Would he were here this night to act my part! 
I told him what it was t- be a ſtroller; 

How free we acted, and had no comptroller : 

In every town we wait on Mr, Mayor, 

Firſt get a licence, then produce our ware; 

We ſound a trumpet, or we beat a drum 3 

Huzza |! = ſchool- boys roar) the players are 
come 

Ard then we cry, to ſpur the bumptins on, 

Gallants, by Tueſday next we mutt be gone. 

] told him in the ſmoethet way I could, 

All this and more, yet it would do no = 

But Elrington, tears falli.g from his cheeks, 

He that has ſhone with Betterton and Wilks, 

To whom our country has been always dear, 

Who choſe to leave his deare ſt pledges here, 

Owns all your .avours, here intends to ſtay, 

And, as a itrolizy, act ia every play: 

And tne whole crew this reſolution takes, 

To live and die all ttrollers tor your ſa es: 

Not trighted with an ignominious ane, 

For your diſpleaſure is their only ſhame, 

A pox on Elrington's majeſtic tone! 

Now to a word of bufneſs in eur own. 

Gallants, next Thurſtay night will be our lat ; 
Then, without fail, we pack up for Beltatt, 
Loſe not your time, nor our diverſions miſs, 
The next we act ſhall be as good as this. 


_— 


— — 


E PIGR AM. 


REAT folks are of a finer mold; 
Lord! how pol tely they can ſcold ! 

While a coarſe Engliſh tongue will itch 
For whore and rogue, and dog and bitch. 


PROLOGUE to a Pray for the beneft of the 
DisrugssgDp MEAVERS. By Dr. SugRIDAN. 


Spoken by Mr. ELIAINGTORx. 1721, 


REAT cry and litile wook—is row become 
. Plague aad proverb of the Weaver's 
m: 

No wool to work on, neither weft nor warp; 
Their pocket: empty, and their itomachs ſharp. 
Provok'd, in loud complaints to you thy cry: 
Ladies, relieve the weavers ;z or they die! 
Forſake your tilks for ſtu!'s ; nor think it ſtrange 
To { ift your cloaths, fince you d-light in cha ge. 
One thiag with freedom 1 I] preſume to tell 
The men will lige you every bit as well. 

See, I am dreſid from top to toe ia ſtuff; 
And, by my troth, I think I m fine enough: 
My wiſe adirircs me more, and ſwears ſhe never, 
In auy dre, beheld me look fo clever. 

if a man be better in ſuch ware, 
What great advantage muſt it give the fair! 

r wool from lambs of innocence proceeds: 
Silzs come from maggots, callicoes from weeds : 
Hencc *tis by ſad experieac2 that we find 

ies in filks to vapours much inclin'd— 
And at are they but maggots in the mind? 
Vorl. V. 


| 


| 
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For which I think it reaſon to conclude 
That cloaths may change our temper lie our food, 
Chintzes are gawdy, and engage our eyes 
Too much about the party- c lourꝰd dyes : 
Although the luſtre is from you n, 
We ſee the rainbow, and ne glect the ſun, 
| How ſweet and innocent 's the country 

With ſmall exp nce in native wool array*d ; 
Who copies from the fields her homely green, 
While by her ſhepherd with delight ſhe 's ſeen! 
Should our fair ladies dreſs like her in wool, 5 
How much more lovely, and how beautiful, 
Witaout their Indian drapery, they 'd prove, 
Whilſt wocl would help to warm us into love ! 
Then, like the famous Argonauts of Greece, 
Ve *dall coatend to gain the Golden Fleece ! 


EPILOGUE, BY THE DEAN, 
Spoken by Mr. Geirerra, 


Wwe dares affirm this is no pious age, 
When charity begins to tread the tiage? 
When actors, who, at beſt, are hardly ſavers, 
Will give a night of beneFt to Weavers ? 
Stay—let me tee, how finely will it ſound ! 

Im r'mi:, from his Grace“ an hundred 

Peers, clergy, gentry, all are bene factors; 


A d th n comes in the ten of the actors. 


Treu, The actors freely gave a day 
The Poet had no more who made the Play. 

But whence this wondrous charity in Players ? 
They lear:t it not at Sermons, or at Prayers: 
Under the roſe, ſince here are none but friends, 
(To own the truth) we have ſome private ends. 
Si..ce waitizg-women, like exa*ting jadcs, 

Hold vp the prices of their old brocades z 

We i dreſs in a dure: made at home; 

Equip our H ard gereral at the CombF. 

We 'll rig from Meath«itreet Egypt's haughty 
queen, 

And Antony ſhall court her in rarren, 

In e filcon ſrail Hannibal he clad, 

And Scipio trail an Iriſh pwr, le pl. ud. 

In dr«ppet dreſt, of thirtzen peuce a yard, 

See Philip's ſo+ amid his Per' an guard; 

And proud Roxana, fir'd with jealous rage, 

With fifty yards of crape ſhall ſweep the ſtage. 

In ſnort, our kings and pri. ceſſes within 

Are all reſolv*d this project to begin; 

And you, our ſubje&s, when you here reſort, 

Muſt imitate the taſhion of the Court. — 

Oh! could I ſee thi: audience clad ia , 

Though money 's ſcarce, we ſhould bave trade 

enough : 
But cht e, brecades, and lace, ta ke all away, 
And ſcarce a crown is left to fee a play. | 
ge vou wonder whence this friendſhip 
pri. g3 
Between the 8 and us Play-houſe Kings; 
But Wit and Weaving had the ſame beginatug z 
Pallas firt taught us Poetry and Spinning; 
> Ar chbiſkep Arg. 


f 4 rect fameu fer Wiellen Manu factur es. 
r 
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And, next, obſerve how this alliance fits, | Ye knowing Fair, how eminent that hed, 


For Weavers now are juft as poor as Wits ; 
Their brother quill-men, workers for the ſtage, 
For ſorry fu can get a crown a page: 

But Weavers will be kinder to the Players, 
And fell for twenty-pence a yard of theirs. 
And, to your knowledge, there is often leſs in 
The Poet's wit, than in the Playcr's drefling. 


- 


A POEM, BY DR. DELANY, 
On the preceding Pre/egue and £, i/og ve. 


« Famine generi tribuantur,” 


Muſes, whom the richeſt {ks array, 
Refuſe to fling their ſhining gowns away : 
The pencil clothes the Nine in bright brocades, 
And gives each colour to the pictur'd maid ; 
Far above mortal-dreſs the ſiſte rs ſine, 
Pride in their Indian robcs, and mut be fine. 
And ſhall two Bards in concert rhyme and huff, 
And fret theſe Muſes with their Play-houſe fluff ? 
The Player in mimic picty may ſtorm, 
Deplore the Comb, and bid her Heroes arm: 
The arbitrary mob, in paltry rage, 
May curſe the Belles and Chintzes of the age : 
Yet ſlill the Artiſt Worm her Silk ſhall ſhare, 
And ſpin her thread of life in ſervice of the air. 
The Cotton-plant, whom ſatire cannot blaſt, 
Shall ro the favourite of theſe realms, and 
Like yours, ye Fair, her fame from cenſure 


grows, 
Prevails in charms, and flares above her foes : | 
Your injur'd plant fall meet a loud defence, 
And be the emblem cf your innocence, 
Some Bard, perhaps, Whole landlord was e 
Weaver, 
Penn*d the low Prologuc, to return a favour : 
Some neighbour Wit, that would be in the 
vogue, 
Work*d with his friend, and wove the Epilogue. 
Who weaves the chaplet, or provides the bays, 
For ſuch Wool-gathering Sonnettrers as theſe ? 
Hence 2 ye home=ſpun Witlings, that per- 
u 
Miſs Chloe to the faſhion of her maid. 
Shall the evide Hoop, that ſtandard of the town, 
Thus act ſubſervient to a Poplin Gowr. ? 
Who d ſmell of woe?! all over? *Tis enough 
The under-petticoat be made of ſtuff. 
Lord! to be wrapt in flannel juſt in May, | 
When the fields dreſs'd in flowers appear 00 
ay! | 
And ſhall not Miſs be forrer?7 as well as they ? 
In what weak colbur, would the plaid ap- 


| 


pear 

Work*d to kg quilt, or ſtudded in a chair! 

The ſkin, that vies with ſük, would fret with 
iff ; 

Or who could bear in bed.a thing ſo rough? 


— —— 


Where the Chintze diamonds with the Silken 
Thrcad, 

Where ruſtling curtains call the curious eye, 

And boaſt the fircaks and paintings of the ii; y ! 

Of flocks they *d have your matky ticking full ; 

And all this for the benert of worl ! 

« But where,” fay they, « ſhall we beſtom 

« theſe Weavers, 

« That ſpread our ftreets, and are ſuch pitcous 
« cravers ?” 

The Silk-worms (U rittle beings !) prone to fate, 

Demand their care to make their webs complete: 

Theie may they tend, their promiſes receive; 

Me cannot pay tee much for what hey give! 


ON GAULSTOWN HOUSE. 


BY DR. DELANYS®. 
1 fo old, and io ugly, and yet fo conve. 


nient, 
You re ſometimes in pleaſure, though often in 
in in N: 

'Tis ſo large, you may lodge a few friends with 
caſe in t 

You may turn and ſtreteh at your length if you 

leaſe in *t : 

'Tis fo little, the family live in a preſs in *, 

And poor Lady Bcuttyf has ſcarce room to dreſs 
in : 

'Tis ſo cold in the winter, you cant bear to lie 
mYz a 

And ſo hot in the ſummer, you re ready to fry 
in 't: 

Tis ſo brittle, twould ſcarce bear the weight of 
ating 

Yet & ſtaunch, that it kceps out a gr at deal of ſun: 

"Tis fo crazy, the weather with caſe beats quite 
through it, 

And you re fore d every year in ſome part to 
renew it. ' 

"Tis ſo ugly, ſo uſeful, ſo hig, and fo Hitt?» ; 

'Tis fo flaunch, and fo crazy, fo ſtrong, and fo 
brittle ; 

Ti at one time fo hot, ard another fo cold; 

It is part of the new, and part of the old ; 

It 55 jwſt half a blefling, and juſt half a cui ſe 

I with then, dear George, it were better or 

| worle, 


THE COUNTRY-LIFE. 


Par: of a Summer ſpent at Ge- Houſe. 
AJ IA, tell in ſober lays, 
How Geor ge, Nimf, Danf, Dean$, paſs 


| their days: 


6. Te feat cf George Rechfert, eſq. {father 74 


te Farl of Belvidere), where Dr. Sevilt and an 
agreeable jet of friends ſpent part of the ſummer of 
1721. 

+ Daughter te the Earl of Drogheda, and (he 
wife of Mr. Re:hfort, 


* .. Rec fert. 


* * * wc. 4 r R=_ .,.c ca eo 
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and, ſhould our Gaulficwn's art grow fallow, | So when the circle we have run, 

Yet Nepget quis car ui Gaile? Thc curtain falls, aud all is done. Co 

Here (by the way) by Gallus mean 1. 5 [ naght wave = ſeveral facts, 

Not Sheridan, but iricnd D.lauy. | Like ep:iodes between the acts; 

Regin, my Muſe. Firſt from our bowers | And tell wro laſes aud who wins, ; 

We ſalliy forth at ditierent hours: M ho gets a cold, who breaks his ſhins 3 

At ſeven the Dean, in night=gown dreſt, | How Dan caught nothing in his net, 65 

Goes round the houſe to wake the ret; 10 | And how the boat was overſet. 

At nine, grave Nim, and George ſacetious, Fer brevity I have retrench'd 

Go to the Dean, to read Lucretius 3 How in the lake the Dean was drench'd : 

At ten my Lady comes and hectors, It would be an cxplcit to brag on, | 

And kifles George, and ends our lectures; How valiant George rode o'er the Dragon; 90 

Nt ines dad Celle down halal. 4 Ard Gord his r, but Tot his hat — 
4 and ſcolds us GOW n Ard lav“. d 1O!t his 2 

W. i — there an hour or more, | Now Nim (no — e*cr could match him) 

AuG then all hands, boys, to the oar; Still brings us bare, when be can catch them: 

All, hetcroclite Dan except, How ſleiHully Dan mends his nets; 75 

Who neither time nor order kept, 20 Ho fortune fails him when he ſets: 

But, by peculiar whimties drawn, Or how the Dean dulights to vex 

Pocps in the ponds to look for ſpawn 3 The ladies, — — their ſex. 

Oerſces the work, or Dragon rows, I might have told how oſt' Dean Percivale 

— mars a text, or mends his hoſe 4 6 — 2 1 ; 80 
rut proceed we in our journal 25 | How havghtily he cocks his noſe 

At tua, — after, we — To tell what every ſchool- bo — 

From the four ele ments aſſembling, ; And with his tinger and his thumb, 

{> =p imp 5 rr POINT 
rom al s ſome deſcen ut e aid on | 
Some — the lake's re moteſt end: 30 | Nor how his wife, that female pedant, 4 

My Lord y and Dean the fire forſake ; Sbe ws all her ſecrets of houſe keeping 3 
Dan leaves the earthly ſpade and rake: For candles how ſhe trucks her dripping 3 
The loiterers quake, no corner hides them, oo harman to * _ miles for yeaſt, 
And Lady Betty ſoundly chides tbem.. o brew her ale, aid raiſe her paſte; 
Now Cs 5 — cad dinner 's done: 35 | Tell every thing that you can think of, 8 
( 

N I P X Y © 8 18 . 
1 —— — Aral g And — her dove — 4 ld he ws 3 
Dan, growing drowſy, like a thief How jowl:r how ld, ard what a (right 95 
8 a off t 426 1 beet 40 She had with drcans tue other night. 

trals off to doſe away ec; © i | 
And this muſt paſs for reading Hammond — But now, face I have gone ſo far on, p 
While George aad Dean go to backgammon. | A word or two of Lord Chief Baron | 
George, Ni, and Dean, fer out at four, And * wow little weight he ſets 
And then again, boys, to the oar. On all Whig papers and Cazettes; 100 


But when the ſun goes to the deep, 
(Not to diſturb him in his ſleep, 

Or maze arumbling ver his head, 
His candle out, a d he a- bed) 

We watch his motions to a minute, 
And leave the flood hen he goes in . 
Now flinted in the ſhortening day, 
We go to prayers, and then to play, 
Till ſupper comes; and after that 
We fit aa hour to drink and chat. 

Tis late—th2 ald and younger pairs, 
By Adam“ liglited, walk up ſtairs. 
Tue wary Loan goes to hi; chamber; 
Aad Ni m aud Dan to garret clamber. 


50 


Fut you, h are u ſcholar, know 


+ Bis brother, Mr. Jen Rect nt, ærle cb, 


called Nimred, from his great attachment to the 
hace, J Kew, Dariel & ckfony 

$ Dr. So77r. 

* 4 j/mall ut lo called. 


+ Mr. Rochfert*s father <vas Lord Ciief Baron 


of ihe Exchequer in Irclan!, 
; * Tie butler, 


* 
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Put for the politics of Pue, 

Thin s every ſyllable is true. 

And fince he ons the King of Sweden 
Is dead at laſt, without te, | 
Now all lis },ope are in the C zar: 
Why, Muſcovy is not ſo far: 

« Down the Black Sea, ard vp the Streights, 

« And in « month he “ at your gates; 
Perhaps, from what the pac et brings, 

4c By Chriümas we fall ſec ſtrange things.” 110 
Van ſhould T tell of pords and drains, 

Wat carps we met with for our pains ; 

O fparrows tam d, and nuts innumerable 

To cho the girls, and to conſume a rabble ? 

Il 
tow trant ent all thing are below, : 
How prove to change is human Life! 

Luft night arriv'd Cliem# and his wife 
This grand event hath broke ort meaſures 3 
Their reizn began with cruel ſeizures ; 

The Dean muſt with his quilt ſupply 

The bed in which thoſe tyrants lie: 


* Mr, Cement Barry. 
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Nim loſt his wig- block, Dan bis ; 
(My lady fays, fe cart ahord oe); 
George is balf-ſcar'd out of his wits, 
For Flem gets all the dainty bits. 
Hence ſorth expeti a difrerent ſurvey, 
This houſe will ſoon turr topiy-turvey: 
They talk of ſurther alterations, 


Which cauſes mary ſpeculatious. 130 


THOMAS SHERIDAN, CLERK, 


TO -GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN, ES 
July 15, 1921, at night. 
P have gov t' know, George®, Daa, Deanf, 
ard Nim 
That I ve learned how verſe ' compoſe trim, 
Much better b* half th'n you, n'r you, n'r him, 
And tht ] *d rid*cule their *nd your flam-tlim, 
Ay' bY” —_ p'raaps, ſays you, t's a m'rry 
whi 


m 
With bundance of mar! d notes Þ tht rim, 
So th't I ovght n't tor t? be moroſe nd t' look 
Think — your p' le put m' in a meagrim; 
Though 'n rep*tt%0;, day, 1 ppear ver? im, 
TH? laß bowl 't II 1% amis did in head © wim, 
So thꝰt 1 h'd ma ? aches 'n feu hb'd limb, 
Cauſ. thꝰ top of th bowl 1 h d oft u. d  fi:ims 
And bfdcs Dan? ſwears th't 1 hd ſwall wid 
ſ vr! brim- 
mers, 'nd that my vi*%ge *s cover'd oer with rd 
pimples : m'r'oer though m' ſcull were ( tis 
n't) 's ſtrong's tim- 
ber, 't muſt have ak d. Th? clans of th* c'l-dge 
. Sanh'drim, 
Prevnt ther humbP and *ſect rate | FP ; that 
E'17 am capt'n P'rr' Walmib', nd Long]/uks 
Timur). 


—— 


* 


GEORGE-NTM-DAN-DF.AN'S ANSWER. 


EAN. Sheridan! a ge” tle pair 
Or Gaulitown lads (tor ſuch they are), 

Beſides a brace of grave drvine:, 
Adore the ſmoothr e's of thy lines; 
Smooth as our baſon?: + Iver fined, 
Lre George had rabb'd it of its mud; 
Smoother than P:zafus? old Hoc, 
Ere Vulcan ccraes to make him new. 
The board on which we ſet cur a—s, 
I not ſo ſmooth as are thy verſcs, 
Compar'd with which (and that 's enough) 
A ſomething- iron itſelf is rough, 
Nor praiſe 1 leſs that cirevmciſion, 


By modern poets call'd clifon, 


* Ses. Rer. fert. + Mr. Fackſon, 
tr. & iff. J. Keekfert, 


4 
i Dr, F-mes Cc, ford, . ter card: biſlop of 
Cre. 


| 


' 


Nor can we think 
s t' ſay, D lan”, chlin, P. Ludi“, Die“ St wart, W 1 


| 


| 


| 
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With which in proper ſtation plac'd, 

Thy polifþ*d lines are frmly brac'd, 

This a wiſe taylor is not pinching, 

But turns at every ſcam and inching 

Or elſe, be fore, your broad-cloth breeches 

Will ne*%er he {mooth, nor hold their ſtitches, 

Thy vorie, like bricks, defy the weather, 

When ſmooth'd by rubbing them together: 

Thy words ſo cloſely wedg'd and ſhort are 

Like walls, more laiting without mortar : 

By leaving out the needleſs vowel:, 

You ave the charge of lime and trowels. 

One Itter it ill another locks, 

Each groov'd and dove-tail*1 li-e a box, 

Thy Nuſe is tuckt-up and ſuecinct; 

In chains thy ſyllables are linkt; 

Tuy words together ty*d in ſmall hanks, 

(%% the Macedonian phalaax 3 

Or like the zmbe of the Romans, 

Wich fercet foes could break by no means, 

The critick to his grief w I] fnd, 

How firmly theſe inderitures bind. 

Se, in the Ki dred painter” art, 

The © ortening is the vice# part. 
Phil-logers of tuture ages, 

How will th-y pore pon thy pages! 

Nor will they dare to break the joints, 

But help thee to be read with points : 

r elſe, to ie their learned labour, you 

May backward be perus'd like Hebrew, 

Where they need not loſe a bit 

Or of thy harmony or wit. 

Te make a work completely fine, 

Number and weight and meaſure join; 

Then all muſt grant your lines are weighty 

Where thirty weigh as much as ciglity. 

AY muſ allow your numbers more, 

here twenty lines exceed fourſehre; 

your meaſure ſort, 

here leſs tha: forty Al a quart, 

With Alexandrian ia the cloſe, 

Long, long, long, long, like Dan's long noſe, 


GEORGE-NIM-DAN.DEAN'S INVITATION 
TO THOMAS SHERIDAN, 


Gaulitown, Aug. 2d, 1721. 


EAR Tom, this verſe, which however the 
bepinning may appear, yet in the end's 

| ger! metre, 

I: ſent to deſire that, when your Auguft vacation 
come, your frien yu i meet lere. 

For why ſhould you ſtay in that filthy bole, I 
mean the city ſo / ea, | 

When you have not one friend left in town, or at 
2aſt n«t one that 's ] , Fe joker ew? ye? 

For, as for honeft John“, though I 'm not ſure 
oa 't, yet I'll be hang? 7, let he 

Be gone down to the couiity of Wexford with 

oY that great peer the Lord Angleſey. 


* Suppoſed to be Dr. Walmſley, 
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! but I forgot; perhaps, by this time you 

3 have ohe come to towu, but 1 don't know 
whether he be friend or foe, Delany; 

But, however, it he eome, bring him down, and 
vou © ail go back ia a fortuight, for I know 
there ds no el. ying we. 

Ob! I forgot too; I believe there may be one 
more: I mean that great fat joker, friin Lel. 
„ w, he 

That wrote the prologue®, ard if you Pay wra 
him, depend on 't, in the end he ?1/ form ye. 

Bring dowu Long Shanks J'm too; but, now 
J thi:: on 't, he *s notyet come from Ceurteqon, 
Ire; 

191 heard, a month ago, that he was down 
there a-ccurt irg Py Nn. 

However, bring down yourſelf, and you bring 
down all; for ta ſay it eve may Torture, 

In thee Delany's fpleen, Job's mirth, H- l am's 
zes, and the foft foul of amorous Femny, 


CE. n7er, 
POSTSCRIPT. 


1 had forgot to deſire you to bring down what I 
lay you have, and you'll believe me as lure as | 
u gu, and eur ith | 

I mcan, what no other mortal in the ui.iverſe can 
ban of, your own ſpirit or fun, and ern wo 7, 

And now I hope youll excuſe this rhyming, 
which I muſt ſey is (though written ſomæw hat 
at large trim ard cle un; 

And ſo 1 conclude, with bumble r-ſpets as 
uſual, Your moſt dutitul a d obedient 

|  Geokct-NineDa r-Dra x7 


— 


—_— 


— 
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TO GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN, Eſq, 
Upon his incomparable Ve rsEs, &c, 
By Dr. DRLA xv, in SyErIDArN's NamefF, 


Ii human chnpaund quadrifarious, 
Invin cible a Wight Briarcus! 
Hail! doubly-coubled mighty merry one, 
tronger tha trinl--body*d Geryon ! 
O may vour valiucſ- deign t excuſe 
Ihe praies cf a puny Muſe, 
Unable in her ute? High, 
To reacu thy huge ColoP an height, 
T* attempt to write Jive tace were frantic, 
Whoſe lines are, like thyſcl?, giga tic. 
vet Lt me ble, in humbler rain, 
Thy van, thy bold amby av sein, 
Pour'd out t' erich thy native ine, 
As Egyrt wort to he with Nile. 
Ch, how 1 joy to fee thee wander, 
In mary a wir ding looſe meender, 
In cir:liz.g mize, ſmooth and ſup le, 
Aud cating in a clin” guatruple 3 
* Ore ſ. eher by young , in 1729, b-fore 
H j In wen'e! Dr. Sher ur ( bal vi- 
ten a | rel: Ze fer 47 e ccc vas my. urexpecied!y 
erlerregionſl; lung ed ut, Ferry te proeguer are 
frivied in the i Supplenert to Swifts Works”? N. 


—_—_ 


i lige— yes, ?tis very like it, 


7 Theſe were all titten in cirtica. 
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Loud, yet agreeable withal, 
Like rivers rattling in their fall! 
Thine ſure, is poetry divine, 


| Where wit and majeſty combine; 


Where every line as huge as ſeven, 
If ftretch'd in length, would reach to Feaven s- 
Here all comparing would be fandering, 
The leaſt is more than Alexandrine. 
Againit thy vorſe Time fees with pain, 
He whet: hi» er vious ſcythe in vain ; 
For, thovgh irom thee he much may 
Yet much thou i:]] wilt have to ſpare, 
Thou hait alone the f ill to feaſt 
With Roman elegance of tate, 
Wuo haft of rhy-acs as vaſt reſources 
As Poimpey*s caterer oi courſes, 
Uh thou, of all the Nine i» pir'd! 
My langui.l foul, with teaching tir'd, 
How is it raptur'd, when it thinks 
On thy harmoaious ſet of cl-nks ; 
Each anſwering cath in various rhymes 
Li:.c Ecko to St, Patric ' chimes | 
Thy Muſe, majeftic in her rage, 
Moves like Statira on the ſtage 3 
And ſcarcely can one page ſuſtain 
The length of ſuch a flo ig train: 
Her train, of vari-gated dye, 
Shews lie Thaumantia': iu the fy 
Alike they glow, ali e they pleaſe, 
Alike impreſt by Phzbu ? rays. 
Thy v-rſ:—( Ye Cod I cannot bear ith 
To what, to what frall I compare it ? 
Tis like, what I have oft' heard ſpoke on, 
Toe famous ſtatue of Lancnon, 


The long, long firing, with which you fly kite, 
is live what you, and one or two more, 

Roar to yo ho“ in good. humour; 

And every couplet thou , writ 

C onclude ide Rattafewoh ttahewuhitF, 


— 


To Mr. THOMAS SFERIDAN, 
Upon his Verſes written in Circles, By Dr. Sw irrt. 


never was known that circular letters, 


By humble oompanions, were ſent to their 
betters: 
And, as to the ſubject, our judgment, e ere, 
Is this, that you argue like fools in a circle, 
But now ſor your verics;z we tell you, /mprimisy 
The ſegment ſo large *twixt your reaſon aud 
rhy me 15, 
That we wats all about, like a horſe in à pound. 
And, te:orewe {nd either, our nodeCles turnround, 
Sufficient it were, one word thin“, in your mad 
raut, | 
To give us your meaſures of line by a quadrant. 
But we took our dividers, and tound your -u d 
metre, 
In each {: gle verſe took up a diameter, 
But how Mr. Sheridan, came you to venture 
George, Dan, Dean and Nim, to place in the 
centre] ? 
A, Guben there is aremarkable famourecho, 
+ A. allaſur to the ſrund | pew by the echo. 
p Thar figeres were in the certre of the werſpr, 
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"Twill appear, to your coſt, you are fairly tre- 
paun'd. 

For the chord of your circle is now in their hand; 

Tle chord, ar the radius, it matters not whether, 

By which your jade Pegaſus, fixt in a tether, 

As her betters are us'd, ſhall be laſh d round the 


rings 
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ON DAN JACKSON'S PICTURE, 
CUT IN SLK AND PAPER. 


{ 
i by fair Lady Betty, Dan ſat for his picture, 
And defy'd her to draw him ſo oft as he 
2 2 4 her. ; 
Ke knew ſre d uo pencil or colouring by her, 


Three 1eNows with whips, and the Dean 8 therefore he thought he might ſately defy 


the ſtring. 

Will Haudcock declares, you are out of your 
compals, | 

To encroach on his art by writing of bombaſs ; 

And has taken juſt now a firm reſolution 

To anſwer your ſtyle without circumlocution. 

Lady Betty“ preſents you her ſervice moſt 

humble, 

And is not afraid your worſſt ip will grumble, 

That ſhe makes of your verſes a hocp for Miſs 
Tamf, g 

Which is all at preſent; and ſo I remain 


ON DR SHERIDAN'S 
CIRCULAR VERSES. | 


By. Mr. | George Rochfort. | 


Win mu ſick and poetry equally bleſt, 
A bard thus Apollo moſt humbly ad- 
dreſt: 
« Great Author of harmony, verſes, and light! 
« Affified by thee, I both fiddle and write. | 
« Yet unbeeded I ſcrape, or I ſcribble all day: 
« My verſe is negleted, my tune 's thrown : 
„4 away. 


« Thy ſubliitute here, Vice-Apolles\diſdains 


« To vouch for my numbers, or lift to my 


« itrains; | 

« Thy manual ſignet refuſes to put 

« To the airs I produce from the pen or the gut. 

« Be thou tken propitious, great Phorbus ; aud 
„ grell 

Relief, or reward, to my merit, or want. 

« Though the Dean and Delany tranſcendently 
cc ſhine, 

« Obriguatca one ſolo or ſonnet of mine! 


« With them I'm content thou ſhould make | 


« thy abode : 

« But viſt thy ſervant in jig or in ode. 

« Make one work im mortal; tis all I requeſt.” 

Apollo 100d plead ; and, reſolving to jet, 

F.ply'd, « Honeſt friend, 1%e conſder d thy 
«c caſc ; : 

« Tor diſize thy well-meaning and humourous 
« face. : 

« Thy petition I graut: the boon is not great: 

Thu works ſtall continue, and here 's the 
« receipt, 

« On rond-ans hereafter thy fiddle ſtrings ſpend: 

« Write verſes in circles; they never ſhall end. 


* "The lady of George Rechfort, Eſq. 
of Mis Themaſer, Lady Betty's daughter. 


her. 
Come ſit, ſays my Lady; then whips up her 
ſciſiar, 
And cuts out his coxcomb in ſilk in a trice, Sir. 
Dan fat with attention, and faw with ſurprize 
_— lengthen'd his chin, how ſhe hollow'd 
s eyes 
But — bimſelf with a ſecret conceit, 
That his thin lantery jaws all her art would deſeat. 
Lady Betty obſerv'd it, then pulls out a pin, 
And racies the grain of the ſtuff to his grin ; 
— roailed lk to reſemble his raw. 
ne, 
She raj d up a thread to the jet of his jaw-bone; 
Till at length in exacteſt proportion be roſe, 
From the crown of his to the arch of his 


— noſc. 
W Betty had drawn him with wig and 
'Tis certain the copy had out-done the original, 
Well, that 's but my outſide, ſays Dan with « 
va 


Pure 
Say you ſo, ſays my Lady; I we lin'd it with 
Paper. 
Pa rx. Drr ANN ſculp. 


ON THE SAME PICTURE 


ARISSA draws her ſciſſars from the caſe, 
b To 1 the lines of poor Dan Jaclſon's 
ce, 
One ſloping cut made ſorehead, noſe, and chin; 
A nick produc'd a mouth, and made him grin, 
Such as in tayJors? meaſure you have ſcen. 


Rut ill were wanting his grimalkin eyes, 


or which grey worſted- ſtocking paint ſuppli-3. 
hy —_— thread through needle's eye con- 
vey? 
Transferr'd itſclf into his paſte-board head. 
How came the ſciſfars to be thus out-done? 
The needle had an eye, and they had none. 
O wondrous force of art! now look at Dan 
You ll fwear the paſte- board was the better man. 
60 3 1 ſays he, « the head is not fe 
full!“ 
Indeed it i behold the paper ſkull. 
| Tuo. Sur tba ſcu'p. 


| ON THE SAME PICTURE. 
As evil genius in a tri 

D App d him of his coin at dice. 

{ Chloe, obſerving this diſgrace, 


x Gee © Apellc e the Bean, p. 307, 
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1 - 


On Pam cut out his rueful 
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Sw1irT?*s 


By G—, ſays Dan, *tis very hard, 
Cut out at dice, cut out at card! 
G. RocnronT, ſculp. 


ON THE SAME PICTURE. 


LST you three merry poets traſſie 
To give us a deſcription graphic 

Of Dan's large noſe in modern Sapphic: 
] ſpend my time in maki::g Sermons, 
Or writing libels on the Germans, 

Or murmuring at Whigs' preferments. 
But when I would find rhyme for Rochfort, 
And look in Engliſh, French, and Scotch fer et, 
At laſt I'm fairly forc'd to hotch for it. 

Bid Lady Betty re-oll-& her, 

And tell, who was it could direct her 

To draw the face of ſuch a ſpectre. 


] muſt conſeſs, that as to me, Sirs, 
Though I ve'er ſaw her held the ſciſſars, 
I now could ſafely ſwear it is hers, 

Tis true, no noſe could come in better: 
is a vatt ſuhject ſtuff d with matter, 
Which all may handle, noue can flatter. 


Take courage, Dan; this plainly ſhows, 
"That not the wiſeſt mortal knows 
What fortune may befall his noſe. 


fhew me the brighteft Iriſh toaſt, 
V ho from her lover &er could boaſt 
Above a ſong, or two at moſt; 


J or thee threc poets now are drudging all 
Topraiſe the che2ks, chin, noſe, the bridge and all, 
Foth ot the picture and original. 

Thr nofe* length and ſame extend 


So far, dear Dan, that every friend 
Tries who ſhall have it by the end. 


And future poets, as they riſe, 
Shall real with envy and ſurpriſe 
1by noſe out. ning Czlia's eyes. 


Jox. Swirr. 


DAN JACKSON”S DEFENCE. 


Ny verſe little hetter you ' ad than my face is» 
A word to the wiſe vf picura peefir,”? 


12 merry lads, with envy ſtung, 
Becauſe Dau's face is better hung, 
Combia'd in verſe to rhyme it dow n, 3 5 
Ard in its place ſet vp their m n; 

A: ii they id run it down much better 

By number of their feet in metre, 

Or that its red did cauſe their ſpite, 

Wiich made them draw in black and white, - 
De that as will, this is mot true, 2 7 
They were iaſpir'd by what they drew. 
Let them ſuch criticks know, my "ae 
Cives them their comelineſs ad grac? 2 


= 2 


ww 4 


And then the ladies, I f uppoſe, 
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Whilft every line of face does bring 
A line of grace to what they ſing. 
But yet, methinks, though with diſgrace 
Both to the picture and the ſace, 

I ſhould name them who do rehearſe 
The ſtory of the pifture-farce ; 

The Squire, in French as hard as ftone, 
Or ſtrong as rock, that 's all as one, 

On face, on cards is very briſk, Sirs, 
Becauſe on them you play at whiſk, irs. 
But much I wonder, why my crany 
Should euvy'd be by De-cl-any : 

And yet much more, that half-name ſake 
Should join a party in the freak: 

For ſure I am it was not ſafe 

Thus to abuſe hie better balf, 

As I ſhall prove you, Dan, to be, 

Di viſim and conjunctively. 

For if Dan love not Sherry, can 

Sherry be any thing to Dan ? 

This is the caſe whene*%er you ſee 

Dan makes nothing of Sherry ; 

Or ſhould Dan be by Sherry o*erta%en, 
Then Dan would be poor Sherridaae ; 
'Tis bard then he ſhould he 

By Dan with by his ſide. 

But, if the caſe muſt be ſo hard, 

That faces ſuffer by a card, 

Let eriticls cenſure, what care I? 
Back-biters only we deiy : 

Faces are free from iujury. 


MR. ROCHFORT”'S REPLY. 


OU fay your face is better hung 
Thau ours —by what? by noſe or tongue 
In not explaifng, you are wrong | 
to us, Sir. 
Becauſe we thus muſt ſtate the caſe, 
That you have got a hanging face, 
Th' untimely end 's a damn'd diſgrace | 
of nooſe, Sir. 
But yet be rot can down : I ſee 
A w.aver will your hangman be; 
You U only hang in tapeitry 
with many. 


Will praile your longitude of noſe, 
For latent charms within your clothes. 
dear Danny. 


Thus will the fair of every age 

From all parts make their pilgrimage, 
Worſhip thy noſe with pious rage g 
of love, Sir. 
All cheir religion will be ſpent 

About thy woven monument, 

And not oue oriſon be ſent | | 

| to Tove, Sir. 
You the fare'd idol will become, 

As gardens grac'd in ancient Rome, 

Ey matrons worſhip'd in the gloom 


of nigbe. 
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o bappy Dan! thrice happy ſure ! 
Thy fame for ever ſhall endure, 
Who after death can love ſecure 


So far I thapght it was my duty 
To dwell upon thy boaſted beauty ; 
Xow — 6. 


at fight. 


To that party where you carry on 
This paradox, 1 
In your opinion are all one. 
How can, Sir, 
A man of reaioning ſo profound 
So ſtupidly be run aground, 
As things fo differently to confound 
t' our ſenſes? 


Except you judg'd them by the knock 
Of near an equal hardy block: 
Such an experimental ſtroke 2 
conv :'nces, 
Then might you be, by dint of reaſon, 
A proper judge on this occai on; 
Vainſt ſeeling there 's no diſputation, 
is 
Therefore to thy ſuperior wit, 
Who made the trial, we ſubmit ; 
They hcad to prove the truth of it 
we wanted, 


In one aſſertion you re to blame, 
Where Dan and Sherry 's made the ſame, 
Endeavouring to have your name 
re finꝰd, Sir. 
You I ſee moſt groſsly you mĩſtook: | 
If you conſult your ſpelling- ook, 
(The better half you lay you took) 
you 'l] pd, Sir, 
S, H, E, -- and R,. I, i, 
Both put together make Sherry; 
D, A, N, Dar—makes up the three 
ſyllables, 
Dun is but one, and Sherri two; 
Tuen, Sir, your choice will never do; 
Therelore I've tura'd, my friend, on you 


DR. DELANY'S REPLY. 


SSIST me, my Muſe, whilſt 1 labour to 
| limn him: 

Credite, Piſencs, i/ti tabule per fimilem. 

You look and you write with ſo different a grace, 
Ty your verſe, though I did not your 


ce. 

And to him that thinks rightly, there 's reaſon 
enough, 

*PCauſe one is as ſmooth as the other is rough. 

But 2 I'm amaz'd you ſhould thiak my 

| {gn a 

Was to rhyme down your noſe, or your harle- 
quin grin, (. 

Which you yourſelf wonder the de'cl ſhould 
malign, 


* — 


X 


Is this the way you take your glaſs ? 
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And if *tis ſo ſtrange, that your menſterſhips 


crany ' 


Should be envy'd by him, much leſs by Delany. 


Though I own to you, when I conſ der it itriter 
T epvy the painter, although not the picture. 


And juũly e 's euvy'd, ſunce a fiend of Hell 
Was never drawn right but by her and Raphael. 
Next, as to the charge, Which you tell us is 
true, 
That we were inſpir'd by the ſubject we drew; 
"nfſpir'd we were, and well, Sir, you knew it, 
Yet not by your noſe, but the fair one that drew 
it: 
Had your noſe been the Mu'e, we had ne*& been 
inſpir'd, 
Though perhaps it might juſtly *ve been ſaid we 
were fr'd. 
As to the diviſion of word: in your ſtaves, 
Like my countryman's horn-comb, into three 
halves, 


| I meddle not with t, but preſume to make 


m 
You call 4 Dar one nalf, and t'ther half Sherry x 
Now if Dan * a hall, as you call *t oer and oer, 
Then it can't be deny'd that Sberry 's two more: 
For pray give me leave to ſay, Sir, for all you, 
That Sherry *: at Ic aſt of double the value. 
But perhaps, Sir, you did it to fill up the verſe : 
So crouds in a concert (like aftors in farce) 
Play two parts in one, when ſcrapers are 


ſcarce, 


| But be that as *twill, you Ul know more anon, 


Sir, 


When Sheridan ſends to Merry Dan anſwer, 


SHERIDAN'S REPLY. 


EE merry lads yu own we are; 
is very true, and free from care; 
But envious we cannot bear, 
believe, Sir. 
For, were all forms of beauty thine, 
Were you like Nercus ſoit and ne, 
V/e ſhoul:l not in the leaſt repine, 
or orieves Sir, 
Then know from us, moſt beauteous Dan, 
That roughnef e“ !::comes a man; 
'Tis women ſhould be pale and waa, 
and taper. 
And all your triding beaux and fops, 
Who comb their brows, and leck their chops, 
Arc but the ofispring of toy-ſhops, 
meer vapour, 
We now your morning-hours you paſs 
To cull and gather out a face; 


Forbear it. 
Thoſe loads of paint upon your toilet, 
Will never mend your face, but ſpoil it; 


It looks as & you did par-boil it: 
F * Drink claret. 
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Your checks, by ſleeking, are ſo lean, 

That they *re like Cynthia in the wane. 

Or brezt of gooſe when tis pick d clean, 
or 


See what by drinking you have done : 
You *ve made your phiz a ſkeleton, 
From the long diitance of your crown 
tꝰ your gullet! 


A REIOIN DER, 
BY THE DEAN, IN JACKSON'S NAME. 

mn with ſaying grace and prayer, 

I haſten down to couutry air, 
To read your auſwer, and prepare 

| reply tot. 

But your fair lines ſo groſsly fatter, 
Pray do they prai:e me, or beſpatter? 
I muſt ſuſpect you meaa the latter 


Ah l fly-boot!} 


It muſt be ſo! what elſc, alas, 
Can mean by culling of a face, 
And all that ſtuff of toilet, glaſs, 
and box-comb ? 
But be 't as twill, this muſt graat, 
That you re a dawb, whilſt I but paint; 
Then which of us two is the quaint- 
er coxcomb ? 
I value not your jokes of nooſe, 
Your gibes, and all your foul abuſe, 
More than the dirt beneath my ſhoes, 
nor fear it. 
Yet one thing vexes me, I own, 
Thou ſorry ſcare- row of ſkin and bone: 
To be call'd lean by a ſkeleton, 
who d bear it? 
Tis true indeed, to curry friends, 
You ſeem to praiſe, to make amends, 
Aud yet, before your ſtanza ends, 
you flout me 
gut latent charms beneath my cloaths ; 
For every one that knows mc knows 
That I have nothing like my noſe 
about me, 
I paſs now where you ſleer and laugh, 
*Cauſe I call Dan my better half! 
Oh there you think you have me ſafe ! 


But hold, Sir. 
Is not a penny often found 
To be much greater than a pound ? 
By your good leave, my moſt profound 

and beld, Sir, 
Dan 's noble mettle, Sherry baſe ; 
So Dan 's the better, though the leſs :; 
An ounce of gold 's worth ten of braſs, 


dull pedant ! 
As to your ſpelling, let me ſee, 
If SH#, raakes fer, and RI makes ry, 
Good ipelli. q- maſler! your crany 
has lead ou *t, 
Vor. V. 


4 


L 


| 
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ANOTHER REJOINDER, 
BY THE DEAN, IN JACKSON'S NAME. 


REE. days for anſwer I have waited ; 
I thought an ace you *d ne%er have bated : 
And art thou forc'd to yield, ill-fated 


? 
Henceforth acknowledge, that a noſe 
Of thy dimenſion 's fit for proſe; 
But every one that knows Dan, knows 
. thy maſter, 
Bluſh for ill-ſpelling, for ill-lines, 
And fy with hurry to r amines ; e 
Thy fame, ius now declines, 
y thy genius n 


hear with ſome concern you roar, 


And flying think to quit the ſcore 
By clappiag billets on your door 
and poſts, Sir. 
Thy ruin, Tom, I never meant; 
I'm griev'd to hear your baniſhment, 
But pleas'd to find you do relent 
| and cry on. 
J maul'd you, when you look'd ſo hluff, 
Put now I Pl ſceret keep your ſtuff; 
For know, proſtration is enough 
to tif lion, 


SHERIDAN'S SUBMISSION. 


BY THE DEAN. 


« Cedo dan, miſer> cognoſcens præmia rixz, 
« $i rixa eſt, ubi tu pulſas, ego vapulo tantum.“ 
POOR Sherry, inglorious, 
To Dan the vidoriou "2 
Preſents, a: *tis fitting, 
Petition aud greeting. 


TO you viftorious and brave, 
Your now-ſt.bdued and ſuppliant flave 
Mott humbly ſues for pardon ; 
Who when I fought ſtill cut me down, 
And when I vaniſhed ficd the town, 
Purſued and laid me hard on. 
Now low!y crouch'd I cry peccav;, 
And proitrate ſupplicate j «wr ma ie: 
Your mercy Ircly on: 
For you, my <0:.queror and my kings 
In pardoning, as in puniſhing, 
Will ſhew yourſelf a lion. 


Alas ! Sir, I had no def-yn, 
But was unwarily drawn in; 
For ſpite I ne%er had avy : 
Twas the damn'd *ſquire with the hard name 3 
The de*el too that o- d me a ſhame, 
The devil and Delany ; 


They tempted me tꝰ attach your highneſe, 
And then, with wonted wile and ſlyneſa, 
They left me ia the lurch: 
Unhappy wretch! for now, I ween, 
I *ve nothiag 1e!t to vent my ſpleen 
But ferula and birch : 
Ss 


\ When rods are laid on ſchoo}-boys bums, 


— * 
9 b 


For every 
Tha 
Of lach laid on by you. 


. To the Rev. DANIEL JACKSNN 3 
To be humbly preſented by Mr. Sazntivan in 
Perſon, with Reſpect, Care, and Speed. 
Dran Dax, 


Too T bore this weighty pack, 
28. 


| Now take him you, Dan Atlas, back, 
Let me be ftar:der-by. 
Not all the witty things you ſpeak 
In compaſs of a day, | 
Not half the puns you make a week, 
Should bribe his longer ſtay. 
With me you left him out at nurſe, 
Vet are you not my debtor ; 
For, as he hardly can be worſe, 
I ne*%er could make him better. 
He rhymes and puns, and puns and rhymes, 
Juſt as he did before; 
And, when he *s lad a hundred times, 
He rhymes and puns the more. 


The more they friſk and ip . 
The ſchool-boy's top but louder hums, 
The more they uſe the whip. 
Thus, a lean beat beneath a load 
A beaſt of Iriſh breed) 
Will, in a tedious, dirty road, 
-» Ovtgo the prancing ſturd. 
You knock him down and down in vain, - 
And lay him flat before ye: 
For, ſoon as he gets up again, 
He ll firut, and cry, #i&eria 7 


At every ſtroke of mine he fell: 
"Tis true he roared and cry'd; 

But his inupenstrable ſhell a 
Could feel no harm be ſide. 


The tortoiſe thus, with motion flow, 
Will clamber up a wall; 

Yet, ſenſeleſs to the hardeſt blow, 
Gets nothing but a fall. 

Dear Dan, then, why ſhould you, or I, 
Attack his pericrany? - 

And, ſince it is in vain to try, 
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Threaten Joudy to turn me to ſtone with his 


ſorcery, 
But, I think, little Dan, that, in ſpight of what 
our foe ſays, 


He will find Tread Ovid and his Meta 
1 firſt (where I make a compa. 


With + A of alluſion to Putland* or Harriſon) 
Vet, by my deſcription, you "11 find he in ſhorts 
A pack and a garran, a top and a tortoiſe, 

So I hope from henceforward you neꝰer will aſt, 

can T maul 

This teazing, conceited, rude, inſolent animal? 
And, if this rebuke might turn to his beneft, 
— rata: 


| 


j TO DR. SHERIDAN, 
On ms © Ar or Pounme.” 


AD I ten thouſand mexths and 7 

Had I ten thouſand pair of /xngs, + 
Ten thouſand ſcuili with br alu: to think. 
Ten thouſand ,-an ite of ink, 
Ten thouſand hands and , to write 
Thy praiſe I Hu dry and night. 

Oh may thy Wort for ever live ! 

(Dear Tom, a friendly zeal forgive) 
May no vile miſcreant ſaucy Cook 
Preſume to tear thy len ned Book, 
To Arte kis Fowl for nicer gueſt, 
Or fir it on th Tur hey's bref, 
Keep it from pay bd or Mg, 
From 6breiling Hale, or fritter< frvings 
From Hghtirg tie, or maling ſnuff, | 
Or cafirg up a feather mu; . 
From all the ſeveral ways the Grocer 
(Who to the Tarned world 's a foe, Sir) 
Has found in rwifiing, folding, packingy 
His br ins and wars at once a rocking, 
And may it never ex-/ the head, 
Of either iv bleck or dend / 
Thus, when al dangers they have paſt, 
Your /eaves, like /cawves of brofs, ſhall laſt. 
| No %a all from a Cie. breath, - 

By vile inferior, cauſe their Heath, » 
Till they in fomes at laſt expire, 
Ard help te ſet the world on jure. 


_ 


—— 


STELLA TO DR. SWIFT, 
On his Birth-day, Nov. 30, 1721. 


T. Patrick's Dean, your country's pride, 
My curly and my only guide, 
Let me among the reſt attend, 
Your pupil and your humble friend, 


We ll ſend him to Delany. 
on * 


" hp — 


| * Alluding to the Prologue, menzioned above p. 319. 
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190 celebrate in female ſtrains . 
The day that paid your mother's pains; 
D-iccnd to take that tribute due 
In gratitude alone to you, 
When men began to call me fair, 
You uit-rpos'd your tiny care; 
You carly taught me to derpiſe 
The ogliug oi a coxcomb?s eyes: 
Shew'u where my judg ment was miſplac'd; 
Re nud my fancy and uu tate. 

Ne nold that beauty juit decay'd, 0 
Invoxing art to / atureꝰ aid : 
Forſook by her aduiriug train, 

She ſpreads her tatturꝰd nets i, vain 2 
Short was her part upon the ſtage 3 
Went ſmoothiy on tor halt a page 3 
Her bloom was gone, ſhe wanted art, 
As the ſcene Chaiyg'd, to change ber part: 
She, whom no lover could retiſt, 
Betore the ſecoud act was hiſs'd. 

Such is the tat. of ſe male race 

With no endow ments but a face : 
Beiore the thirtieth year of life, 

A ma d forlorn, or hatcd wile. 

Stella to you, her tutor, owes 

That ſhe has ne er reſembled thoſe ; 

Nor was a burdea to mankind 

With half ber courfe of years behind. 

You taught how I might youth prolong, 

By knowing what was right and wrong 3 
How trom my heart to briag ſupplics 
Of luſtre to my fading eyes 

How ſoon a beauteous mind repairs 
The loſs of chang'd or ialling haivs ; 
How wit and virtue from within 

Scud out a ſmoothneſs o'er the ſæin: 
Your leQures could my fancy fix, 
And I can pleaſe at thirty- . 

The {ght or Chloe at tifteen 
Cocuctting, gives me not the ſpleen 3 
The idol now of every fool, 

Till time ſhall make their paſſions cool ; 
Then tumbliag dow: time's ſteepy hill, 
While Stella holds her fiation fill, 
Oh! turn your precepts into laws, 
Redeem the women's ruin'd cauſe 
Retrieve loſt empire to our ſex, 

That men may bow their rebel necks, 

Log be the day that gave you birthg 
S cred to friendſhip, wit, and mirth ! 
Late dying, may you caſt a ſnred 
Of your rich mantle oer my head; 
To bear with dignity my ſorrow, 
Onc day alone, then die to-morrow ! 


cc. 


TO STELLA, 
ON HER BIRTH-DAY, 1721-2, 


Wu Stella, to your laſting praiſe, 
=... The Muſe her annual tribute pays, 
While I affign myſelf a taſk 


Which you expect, but ſeora to aſk 3 


But ny poetic vein declines ; 
| My harp will ſoon in vain be 
| aud ell your virtues left unſung : 


{ Your worth will be to them 


} And thus, my ftock of wit 


I dying leave the debt unpai 
U:leſ; De lan 5 as my heir. i 
the whole arrear, 


H 


| Quin oritura iterum, matris cot. creditur alvo; 


4 Or, it with more than uſual pain, 


a How Sheridan the rogue would ſncer, | 
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| If 1 perform this tak with s 4 
Let mie of partial fate complain 3 

| You ev: ry year the debt enlarge, 

1 grow lets equal to the charge: 

In you cachvirtue brighter ſr.ines, 


For none amoug the upſiart race 
Of Poets dare a!lume place ; 


mutt have Stella's of their own 
decay d, 


Will anſwer 


On rus GREAT BURIED BOTTLE. 
BY DR. DELANY. 


re viſes 
Arentem dominum, \t tibi terra levis. 
Ta quoque depoſſtum ſerves, neve opprime, 
mar mor; 


EPITAPH, BY THE SAME. 
OC tumulata jacet proles Lenza ſepulchro, 


Immortale genus, nec peritura jacet 3 


Bis natum referunt te quogue, Bacche Pater. 


STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY ; 


A great Borrit of Wine, long buried, 
being that Day dug up. 1722-3. | 
ESOLV?D my aanual verſe to pay, 

By duty bou d, on Stella's day, 

For: iſtid with paper, pens, and ink, 

I gravely fat me down to think: 

I bit my nails, and icratch'd my head, 

| But tovnd my wit aud fancy fied 3 


b 


A thoug'n came fowly from my brain, 

It cost rac lord knows how much time 

To F a it into ſenſe aud rnyme: 

And, wart was yt a great r curſe, 

Lon g thinting made my fancy worſe, 
Forſaken by th' inſpiring Nie, 

T v-atted at Arollc“s: rine: \ ES 

told him what the world would ſays 

If Stella wer. unſung today 

How 1 ond hide my head for frame, 

When both the Jacks and Robin came; 

How Ford would trown, how jim would leer z 


"Y 


— 
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And ſwear it does not always follow, 
That ſeme n arne rider Apollo. 

I have aſſur d them twenty times, 

That Ph«bus help'd me in my rhymes; 
Phzbus inſpir'd me from above, 

And he and 1 were hand and glovr. 
But, ſi ding me ſo dull and dry ſince, 
They ll call it all poetic licence; 

And, when I brag of aid diviac, 

Think Euſden's right 23 good as mine. 


Nor do I aſk for Stclia's ſake ; 
Tis my own credit hes at ita ce: 
And Stclia will be ſung, while I 
Can only be a ftander-by; 


Apollo, having thought a little 
Return*d this anſwer to a little. : 


Though you ſhould live like old Methuſalem, 
I furni'. hints, and you ll uſe all em, 
You yearly ſing as ſte grows old, 
You *d leave her virtues half untold. 


But, to ſay truth, ſuch dulneſs reigns 


Through the whole ſet o, Iriſh deans, 


I m daily ſtunn d with ſuch a medley, 


Pean W—, Dean D—, aud Dean Smedley, 
"That, let what Dean ſoever come, 

My orders are, I'm not at home 

And, if your voice had not been loud, 
;You muſt have paſs'd among the croud. 


But now, your danger to prevent, 
You muſt apply to Mrs. Brent; | 
For ii e, as pricfteſs, knows the rites 
Whercin the god of e :-:4 delight. 
Firft, nine ways looking, let her ſtand 
With an old poker in her hand; 

Let her de ſcribe a circle round 

In Saunder's cellar, on the grou id: 
A ſpadz let prudent Archy bold, 
And with diſcretion dig the mould; 
Let Stella look with watchful eye, 
Rebecca, Ford, aad Grattans by. 


-Behold the bottle, where it ſies 
With n-ck elated towards the fl. ies! 
The god of winds and god of fire 
Did to its wondrous birth conſpire ; 
And Bacchus, for the pet uſe, 


- Pour'd in a ftr-rg inſpiring juice. 


-- 


See ! as you raile it from its tomb, 
It drags behind a ſpacious womb, 
And in the ſpacious womb contains 
A ſovercign medicine for the brains. 


You'll find it ſoon, if fate conſents 
Tf not, a theuſanrd Mrs. Brents, 
Ten thonſaad Archy+ arnvd with ſpades, 
May Gig in vaii. to Pluto's ſhades. 


From thence a plenteous draught infuſe, 
And buldly then invoke the Muſe 
(But firſt Jet Robert, on his knees, 
With caution draiu it from the les): 
The Muſo wi at your call appear, 
With Stella's praiie to crown the year. 


nu 


— 
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A SATIRICAL ELEGY 


ON THE DEATH OF 


A LATE FAMOUS GENERAL, 


IS Grace ! impoſſible ! what dead! 
Of old age too, and in his bed! 
And could that mighty warrior fall, 
And fo inglorious, aftcr all! 
Well, fincc he 's gone, no matter how, 
Ihe latt loud trump muſt wake kim now: 
And, truſt me, as the noiſe gr. * £ ſtronger, 
He *d wiſh to i cep a little longer. 
Ard could he be indeed ſc old 
As by the nev/s-papers we *re told? 
Threeſcore, I think, is pretty high; 
"Twas time in conſcience he ſhould die! 
This world he cumber'd long enough; 
He burut his candle to the ſnuft'; 
And that *s the reaſon, ſome folks think, 
He left behind /e great « . 
Bchold his fu appcars, 
Nor widow®s ſghe, nor orphan's tears, 
Wont at ſuch times each heart to pierce, 
Attend the progreſs of his hearſe. 
But what of that ? his friends may ſay, 
He had thoſe honours in his day. 
True to his profit and his pride, 
He made them weep before he dy*d. 
Come hither, all ye empty things! 

Ye bubbles rais'd by breath of kings! 
Who float upon the tide of ſtate; 
Come hither, and behold your fate. 
Let pride be taught by this rebuke, 
How very mea, a thing s a Dulce; 
From all his ill-got honours flung, 
Turn'd to that dirt from whence he ſprung. 


— — —  — — — — 


DEAN SMEDLEY'S PETITION 
TO THE DUKE OF GRAFTON. 


c Non domus aut fundus .”? 


T was, my lord, the dextrous ſhift 
Of Yother Jonathan, viz. Swift; 

But now St Patrich's ſaucy dean, 
With i lv&r verge and ſurplice clean, 
* Oxfo:d, or of Oxmord's grace, 
In loſer rhyme to heg a place. 
A place be gat, yclept a ///, 
And ebe a thouſand pounds withal ; 
And, were he a leſs witty writer, 
He might as well have got a mitre. 
Thus I, the Jonathan cf Clogher, 
In bumbl- lays my thanks to offer, 
Approach your grace with grateful heart, 
My thanks and verſe both void of art, 
Content with what your bounty gave, 
No larger income do I crave ; 
Rejoicing that, in /erter tis er, 
Grafton rere: my loyal lines, 
Proud ! while my patron is polite, 
I Ekewiſe to the patrict write! 


Hon. 


S$Swir T's 


1 


Proud ! that at once I can commend 
King George's and the Muſes* friend! 
End:ar'd to Britain; and to thee 
isjoin'd, Hibernia, by the ſea) 
ELnd-3r%d by twice tarce anxious years, 
Employ'd ia guardian toils and cares; 
By love, by wiſdom, and by fill; 
For he haz ſav'd thee gain thy will. 

But where ſhall Smedl. y make his neſt, 
And ley his wandering head to reit? 

Where all he ñ d a decent hovſe, 

To treat hi fri-nds and cheer his ſpouſe ? , 
Oh! 7. 4, my lord, ſome pretty cure; 

In u nleſome foil, and ther pure; 

The gacelen ſtor'd with artl:\; flowers, 

In cith-r angle f.ady bowäers. 

No gay parterre, with coftly green, 
Witii.: the ambient hedge be ieren: 

Let Natur .reaty take her courſe, 

Ner fear from me ungrateful force ; 

No 1.cers frall check her fprouting vigour, 
Nor ſhape the ye to antic figure: 

A Jlimpid brook i all trout ſupply, 

Ja May, ta take the mimic iy; 

Round a ſmall orchard may it rung 

Whole apples redden to the fun 

Let all be ſig, and warm, and neat; 
For fifty tura'd a fate retreat. 

A little Euſton may it be, 

Fuſton I A carve ou every tree. 

But then, to keep it in repair, 

My lord—: vice jifi y eund a year 

Will barely do; but if your grace 

Could make them / red. charming place! 
Thou then would*f ſhew another face. 

Clogher ! far north, my lord, it lics, 
Midſt inov'y hills, inciement ſkies 3 
One *r iver+ with th Artic wind; 

One hear< the pelar i. grind, 

Good john® indeed, with beef and claret, 
Male the place warm that one may bear it. 
He has a purſe to keep a table, 

And ehe a foul as hotprable, 

My Lrart ie good; but aTets fail, 

To ht with ftorms of ſnow and hail, 
B<"1>< the country os thin of people, 

Un, ſeldom meet but »* the ſteeple : 

The 'rapping dean, that 's gone to Down, 
Ne'ter nam'd the thing without a frown ; 
When, much fatigu'd with ſermon- ſtudy, 
He c his brain grow d Il and muddy: 
No vt nion could be found, 

To puſt the lazy hottle round; 

Sure ther, for want of better folks 

40 pledg 's His cler HWA erths. tx, 

Ah! how will: to G-rard- trect, 
Where beaux god belles in parties meet; 
Wi-r2 gilded cheirs and cosches throng, 
And joe as they trowlalong 3 
Where tes and conee hourly ow, 

Aud gape-ſ2ed does ir plenty grow; 
And Griz (no clock more cortai.”) cries, | 
Exatt at ſeven, „Hot mutton-pies !“ 


_—_—— 


j 


* Biſtef Sterne, 


—_— — 


| 
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There lady Luna in her ſphere 
Once ſhone, when Paunceforth was not near; 
But now ſhe wanes, and, as tis ſaid, . 
Keeps ſober hours, and goes to bed. 
There—but ?tis endleſs to write down 
All the amuſement: of the town; 
And ſpouſe will think herſelf quite undone, 
To trudlge to Connor“ from ſweet London; 
And care we muſt our wives to pleaſe, 
Or clſe—we ſtall be ill at caſe, 

You ſec, my lord, what *tis I lack; 
'Tis only ſome convenient tack, 
Some parſonage- houſe, with garden ſweet, 
To be my late, my laſt retreat; 
A decent church cloſe by its tide, 
There preaching, praying, to reſide ; 
And, as my time ſecurely rolle, 


To ſave my own and other ſouls, 


THE DUKE'S ANSWER. 
BY DR. SWIFT. 


EAR emed, I read thy brilliant lines, 
Where wit in all its glory ſhiaes ; 

Where compliment, with all their pride, 
Arc by their numbers dignified ; 
I Lupe to male you yet as cl-an 
As that ſame Viz, St. Patrick's dean, 
I Il give thee ſurplice, verge, and fall, 
And may be ſomething elſe withal ; 
And, were you not ſo good a writer, 
I ſhould preſent you with a mitre. 
Write worſe then, if you can—Be wiſe— 
Believe me, tis the novy to riſe, 
Talk not of mailing of thy neft : * 
4h never lay thy heed to ren 
That head ſh well with wiſdom fraught, 
That eorites eoitheut the teil of thut! 
While other< rack their buſy brains, 
You are not in the leaſt at pains, *' 
Down to your deanry now repair, 
And build « cafile in the arr, 
Im ſare a man of your fine ſenſe 
Can do it with a ſmall expence, 
There you deu ſſeuſe and you together 
May bresthe your bellies full of ether, 
When lady Luna is your neighbour, 


— — 


She help your v when the 's in labour 3 


Well fill d ia midwife artifices, 
For ſhe herſelf ort V, in gie. er. 
There you all ſee a r ce ſlo e 
Will make you ſcorn this <verld bela, 
When you behold the mill:y way, 

As white as ſnow, as Lright as day ; 
The glittering conſtellations roll 

About the grinding Arctic pole 

The lovely tingling in your cars, 
Wrought by the muſick of the ſpheros 
Your ſpouſe ſhall then no longer heQor, 
You necd not fear a curtain- lecture; 


—— 


Tuc biſhepric of Commer is urited to that of 


Down, ut there re tus deans, 


* 
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Could he but force his nether Þ 
To ſcnop the channel of the r: 


For ſure you *d make a mighty clutter, 
VERSES BY STELLA. Were it as big a« city-gutter, 


Na 
Nor ſhall ſhe think that ſhe is unden All to your haggard brought fo cheap in, E 
For quittiz:g her beloved London. - | Without the mowivg or the reaping: 
M bes. ſhe 's exalted in the ſkies, A razor, though to fay t I'm loth, 5 
She ll never thin of mutton-pies; Mord , ave you aud your meadows both A 
When you re advanc'd above dean Vir, Though ſaiall 's the farm, yet here 's a houſe M 
You'll never think of goody Grix. Full large to entertain a mouie, In 
But ever, ever, live at eaſe, But u here a rat is dreaded more 
And ſtrive, and ftrive, you; wife ts pleaſe ; Thao ſavage Caledonian bear; E 
In her you l centre all your joys, Fer, if it 's eiter'd by a rat, H 
And get ten thouſard gie and boys : There is no room to brir.g a cat. C 
Ten thouſand girls and boys you 'I get, A little rivulct ſee ms to ſteal F 
And th:y like ftars ſtall riſe and ſer; Down through a thing you call a vale, F 
While you and ſpouſe, transtorm'd, ſhall ſoon iike tears adown a wrin*led cheek, I 
Bea new ſun and a new moon: Like rain along a blade of lee ; 
Nor ſhall you ſtrive your horns to hide, And this you call your ſweet mear.icr, I 
For then your horns ſhall be your pride. Which might be ſuck'd up by , - 
| 
] 
( 


Next come I to your kitchen- 


F it be true, celeſtial Powers, f Where one poor mouſe would fare but bard in; 
That you have form'd me fair, And round this garden is a walk, 
And yet, in all my vaineſt hours, No louger than a taylor's chalk : 93 | 
My mind has been ny care; | Thus I compare what ſpace is in it, 
Then, in return, I beg this grace, A ſaail creeps round it in a minute. 5 
As you were ever nd, One lettuce mates a ſift to ſqueeze | 
Wha: envious Time ta es from my face, Up through a tuft you call your trees; 
Beſtow upon my mind! And, once a year, a ingle roſe 
_ Pe eps from the bud, but never blows ; 


In vain then you expeA its bloom! 
It cannot blow, for want of room, 
JEALOUSY In ſhort, in all your boaſted ſeat, [ 


There 's nothing but yourſel that *s GREAT. 
BY THE SAME“. — 


O Shield me from hie rage, celeſtial Powers ; 
This tyrant, that embitters all my hours! f 
Ah, Love! you ve poorly play d the hero's part; | Ox oxE or Tu Winpows AT DELviiie, 


You conquer'd, but you ca:.*t defend my heart. Bard grown deſirous of ſaving his pelf, 
When ir{ I bent beacath your gentle reign, Built a houſe he was ſure would hold none 
I thought this monſter baniſi?d from your train: but himteli. | 

But you would raiſe him to ſupport your throne 3 | This euraz'd god Apollo, who Mercury ſent, 
And now he claims your empire as his own. Aud bid him go aſk what his votary meant. 


Cr tell me, tyrants! have you both agreed, « 5ome foe to my empire has been his adviſer: 
That where one rcigns, the other ſhall ſuccced ? | « -Tie of dreadiul portent when a poet Urns 


miſer! : 
- | © Tell him, Hermes, from me, tell that ſubject 
of mine, 
| DR. DELANY'S VILLA. « 1 — by ths Styx, weeks 22. 
. « For wherever he lives, the Muſes reign 3 
OULD you that Delville I deſcribe ? 4 
V Believe me, Sir, 1 will not gibe: 1 3 Muſes, he knows, have a numerous 
For who would be latirical | 
Upon a thing 10 very tſmall ? 
/ Tou ſcarce upon the borders enter, 
Beere you're at the very centre. 
2 C ARB E RI RU PES. 
Wucn oer your farm ſhe takes her flight: IN COMITATU CORCAGENA. 1723. 


Vet, in this narrow compals, we 
Obſerve a vaſt variety: 


CCE ingens fragmen ſcopuli, quod vertice 


i wal; meadow parterres ſummo 
„ and I fairs, Def uper impendet, nullo fundamine nixum FA 
A d hills and dales, and woods aid fields, Decidit in fluctus: mar a undique & undique 
And hay, and graſs, and corn, it yields; Horriſono ſtridore tenant, & ad æthera Murmur 
bo b 


Erigitur; trepidatque ſuis Ne iu undis. 
* On tie publication F Cadenus and Vaneſſa? | 181 pidatꝗ . 
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Nam, long? venti rabie, atque aſpergine crebri | 
Aquore1 laticis, ſpecus im rupe cavatur : 
fultura ruit, jam ſumma cacumina nutant; 

m cadit in præceps moles, & verberat undas, 
Attonitus credas, hinc deiecifſe Tonantem 
Montibus impoſitos montes, & Pelion altum 
In capita angui m ecele jaculifle gigantum. 

spe etiam ſpelunca immani apperitur hiatn 
Exefa è ſcopulis, & utrinque foramiua pandit, 
Hine atque hinc a ponto ad pontum pervia Phœbo. 
Cautibus enorme junctis laquearia tecti 
Formantur; moles olim ruitura ſupernè. 
Fornice ſublimi nidos poſuere palumbes, 

Inque imo ſtagnĩ poſuere cubilia phocæ. 

Sed, cum ſzevit hyems, & venti, carcere rupto, 
Immenſos volvunt fluctus ad culmina monti< ; 
Non obſe ile arces, non fulmina vindice dextr3 
Miſſa jovis, quoties inimicas ſævit in urbes, 
Exzqmant ſonitum undarum, veniente proc=112 : 
Littora littoribus re boant; vicinia lat®, 

Gens aſſueta mari, & pedibus percurrere rupes, 
Terretur tamen, & longs fugit, arva relinquens, 

Gramina dum carpunt peadentes rupe capellz , 
Vi falientis aquæ de ſummo prxcipitantur, 

Et dulces animas imo ſub gurgite linquunt. 

Piſcator terr2 non audet vellere funem ; 

Sed latet ia partu tremebundus, & ra ſudum 


Haud ſperans, Nercum precibus votiſque fatigat | 


CARBERY ROCKS. 
TRANSLATED BY DR. DUNKIN. 


O! from the top of ponder cliff, that ſhrouds 
Its airy head amid the azure clouds, 
Hangs a huge fragment; deſtitute of props, 
Pron= on the waves the rocky ruin drops; 
With hoarſe rebuff the ſwelling feas rebound, 
Trom ſhore to ſhore the rocks returg the ſound : 1 
The dreadful murmur hraven's high convex 
cl-aves, 
And Neptune ſhrinks beneath Nis ſubject waves; 
For long the whirlizg winds and beatiag tides 
Hall ford a vault into its nether des. 
Now yiel4s the haſe, the ſummits nod, now urge 
Their h-aVong courſe, and lah the ſounding, 
ſurge, * 
N louder noiſe could ſhake the guilty world, 
_ fjove heap'd mountains upon mountains 
ur; 
Retorting Pelion from his dread abode, 
To ru Farth's rebel- ſons beneath thc load, 

Urte too with hid2ous yawn the cavern wide 

Pr-(=nts an orifice on either 5d2, 

A diſmal ori ce, from fea to ſea 

Extended, per vidus to the Cod of Day: 
Uncouthly join'd, the rocks 'tupendous form 
An arch, the ruin of a future ftorm : 

High on the cliff their neſts the Wood zue ſts 
„mae, 

Ard Sea-calves ſtable in the cozy 14%;>. 

But when bla: Winter with hi ſull-a train 
Awates the wi ds to vox the watery plan | 
When ver the craggy ſteep without control, 

Big with tie blaſt, the raging billows roll; | 
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Not towns belcaguer*d, not the Aaming hrand, 

Darted from Heaven by ſove's avenging hand, 

Of” as on impious men his wrath he pours, 

Humbles their pride, and blaſts their gilded 
towers, 

Equal the tumult of this wild uproar: 

Waves ruſh o'er waves, rebellows ſhore to ſhore, 

The neighbouring race, though wont to brave 
the ſhocks 

Of angry ſcas, and run along the rocks, 

Now pale with terror, while the ocean foams, 


| Fly far and wide, nor truft their native homes. 
The goats, while pendent from the mountain. * 


top 
The wither*d herb improvident they crop, 
Waſh'd down the precipice with ſudden ſween, 
Leave their ſweet lives beneath th* unfathom's 
dcep. 

The frighted fer, with deſponding eye, 
Though faicy yet trembling in the harbour lies, 
Not hoping to behold the ſł ics ſerene, 

Wearies with vows the monarch of the main. 


UPON THE HORRID PLOT 
DISCOVERED BY HARLEQUIN, 
The Biſhop of RocnrsTer's French Dog“. 
In A Di :logue between a WAGO and a Tory, 1723 


I ASK'D a Whig the other night, 
How came this wicked plot to light? 
He anſwer*d, that a deg of late 
Inform'd a miniſter of Rate. 

Said, I, from thence I nothing know: 
For are not all informers ſo? 

A villain who his friend betrays, 

We ſtyic him by ne other phraſe; 

And ſo a perjur'd dog denotes 

Porter, nd ren, and Cates, 
And forty others I could name. 

ow But, you muft know, this dog was 

me. 

Torr. A weighty argument indeed! 
Your evilence was Jane rc e ,d: 
Come, help your eme deg oor rhe „le. 

Wuic. Sir, you miſtake me all this while: 
I mean a Js (without a joke) 

Can howl, and bart, but never ſpobe. 

Torr, Im ſtill to ſeek, which deg you mean; 
Whether cur Plunkeit, or whelp Skean, 
An Fngliſh or an Iriſh bound; 

Or t' other puppy, that was drown'd; 
Or Maſgn, that abandon?d hitch : 

hen pray be free, and tell me which: 
For ev-ry ftander-by was markin 

That all the noiſe they made was Lode. 
You pay them well; the dee have got 
Their doge-heads in a porridge pot: 
And *twas but juſt; for wiſe men ſay, 
That every dig mult have his day. 

Dog Walpnle laid a nuart of og on t, 
He d either melde a hog or deg on 't ; 


* See the cc State Trials, Val, V7, 
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And look'd, fince he bas got his with, 


As if he had thrown down a dife.. 
Yet this I dare ſoretel you from it, 
He 'Il ſoon return te his exon wor it, 
Wu1c. Beſides, this horrid plot was found 
K — 4 he 85 drown'd. 
ory, Why then t erb is not right, 
Since you can teach ind tes to bite. 5 
Wu ic. I prov'd my propoſition full: 
But jacebites are ſtrangely dull. 
Now let me tell you plainly, Sir, 
Our witneſs is a real cer, 
A dog of ſpirit f r hie years, 
Has twice two legs, two banging ears; 
His name is Here wing, I wot, 
And that 's a name in every ler: 
Reſolv*d to ſave the Britiſh nation, 
Though French by birth ad education; 
His correſpondence platnly dated, 
Was all decypher'd aud rr unte 
His anſwers were exceedi::g pretty 
Before the ſecret wiſe committee: 
Confeſs'd as plain as he could bark ; 
Thea with his fore-foot ſet his mark. 
"2 Thea all this while have I been bub. 
, 
F thought it was a deg in dowblet : 
I he matter now no longer ſticks ; 
For itateſmen never waut dog=tr ichs, 
But ſince it was a real cur, 
And not a dog in metaphor, 
J give you joy of tae report, 
t he 's to have a place at court. 
Wu1s, Yes, and a place he will grow rich in; 
A turn-ſpit in the royal kitchen. 
Sir, to be plain, I tell you what, 
We had occafion for a plot: 
And, when we found the deg begin it, 
Ve gueſsd the biſhop's joot was in it, 
Tory, Town it was a dangerous pro} 
And yon have rrov'd it by deg-Ieg ich. 
Sure ſuch itelligence between 
A deg and biſhop ne'er was ſeen, 
Till you began to change the breed; 
Your biſhops all are 4cgs indeed! 


STELLA AT WOOD-PARK, 


A HOUSE of Crantes Forp, Eſq, near 
DuBLINn, 1723. 


&« Cuicumque nocere volebat, 
« Veſtirzenta dabat pretioſa.“ 
ON Carlos, in a merry ſpight, 
Did Stella to his houſe invite; 
He entertain'd her half a year 
With generous wines and coftly chear. 
Don Garlos made her chief direQor, 
That ſhe might o'cr the ſervants hector. 
In half a week the dame grew nice, 
Got all things at the higheſt price: 
Now at the table-head the fits, 
Preſented with the niceſt bits: 
She look'd on partrid;es with ſcorn, 
Except they tated ot the corn 
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A kaunch of veniſon made her ſweat, 
Unleſs it had the right fwmerre, 
Don Carlos carneſtly would bog, 
Dear madam, try this pigeon's leg; 
Was happy, when he could prevail 
To make her only touch a quail, 
Through candle-light fre view'd the wine, 
To ſee that every glaſs was fine, 
At laſt, grown prouder than the devil 
With feeding high and treatment civil, 
Don Carlos now began to find 
His malice work as he def gu'd. 
The wiuter- Hy began to frown ; 
Poor Stella mutt pack off to town: 
From purliog ſtreams and fouiutzin's bubbling, 
To Liftty's ſtinking tide at Duilin; 
From wholeſome exerciſe and air, 
To ſoffing in an eaſy chair; 
From ſtomach ſ arp, and h-arty feeding, 
To piddle like a lady breeding; 
From ruling there the houſhold ſingly, 
To be dircacd here by Dingley® ; 
From every day a lordly banquet, 
To half a joint, and (ed he thanked ; 
From every mcal Pontack in plenty, 
To half a pint one day in twenty; 
From Ford attending at her call, 
To viſns Of — — 
From Ford who thinks of nothing mean, 
To the poor doings of the Dean; 
From growing richcr with good chear, 
To running-out by ſtarving here. 
But now arrives the diſmal day : 
She muſt returu to Crmond QuayF. 
The coachmaa ſtopt; ſhe look'd and ſwore 
The raſcal had miftock the door : 
At coming in, you faw her fioop ; 
| The entry bruſfd againf. her hoop ; 
Each moment riſing in her airs, 
She curſt the narrow winding ftairs ; 
Began a thouſand faults to ſpy : 
| The cieling hardly {x feet high; 
The ſmutty wainſcot full of cracks 
And hali the chairs with broken backs: 
Her quarter 's out at Lady-Gay ; 
She vows ſhe will no longer fiay 
I lodgings like a poor Grizette, 
While there are lodgings to be let, 
Howe'er, to keep her ſpirits up, 
She ſent for company to ſup ; 
When all the while you might remark, 
She ſtrove in vain to ape Wood-park. 
Two bottles call'd for (half her ſtore ; 
The cupboard could contain but our) ; 
A ſupper wortny of kericll, 
Five nothings 1a fe plates 07 de, f. 
Thus for a wee the farce went on; 
When, all her country-ſaviags gone, 
Sho fell into her former icenc, 
Small beer, a herring, and the Dean. 
Thus tar in jeſt: though now, I cat, 
You think my jeſting too ſevere ; 


* The conſeart complnien of Stella. 


+ Where ihe tus ladies Jedged, 
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But pots, when a hint 13 new, 

No matter whether falſe or true: 

Yet raille ry gives no offence, 

Where truth has nat the leaſt pretence; 
Nor e n be more ſecurely plac'd 

Than ona ny of Stella“ taſte. 

I muſt confeſs, your wine and vittle 

I was too hard upon a little: 

Yeus table neat, your linen fine ; 

And, though in miniature, you ſt ine: 
Yet, when you ſgh to leave Wood-park, 
The ſcere, the welcome, and the ſpark, 
To la. guiſſ. ia this edious tyn, 

And pull your haughty ſtomach down 3 
We think you quite miſſal e the caſe, 
The virtue lies not in the place: 

For, though my raill-ry were true, 

A cottage is Wood-park with you. 


CCPY CF THE. BIRTH-DAY VERSES 
ON Mx. FORD. 


ME, be content, frmce out it muſt, 
For Stella has betrey d her truſt; 
And, whiſpering, charg'd me not to ſay 
That Mr Fo-d was born to-day; 
Or, if at laſt I needs muſt blab it, 
According to my uſual habit, 
She hid me, with a ſerious face, 
De ſure conceal the time and place: 
And not my compliments to ſpoil, 
By calling this your rative ſoil ; 
Cr vex the lafties, when they knew 
That you are turning ſorty-two: 
Bit, ii theſe topicts hall appear 
Strong argument3 ta heep you her, 
I things, though you judge hardly of it, 
Co- maaners muſt give place to prod. 
The r.ymphs wi h whom you firſt began 
Are cach become a lr; 
Ar Moutague in far demy'd, 
Her lovers now mutt all be paid; 
A d every b. lle that nee aroſe 
Fas her co. temporary beaux. 
Vor ſor ner mrades, once fo bright, 
With whom you tratted halt the night, 
Of rheumatiſm aud pox complain, 
And bid atuieu to dear champuign. 
Your great prate gars, once in power, 
Are now in exile or the Tower, 
Your des triumphant ober the Jaws, 
Vo hats your perhn and your cauſe, 
Ii once thy get you on the ſpot, 
You muſt be g. ilty ct the plot, 
For, true or falſe, they ll ne'er enquir*, 
But uſ2: you ten tines warſe than Prior *. 
In London! what would you do ther: ? 
Can you, my ſrieud, with patience bear 
(Nay, would it not your paſſion raiſe 
Worſe than a pun, cr Trich phraſe ?) 
To ſee x founded] firut and hector, 


A foot- boy to ſome rogue director, 


* The celebrated feet. 
Vor. V. | 


To look on vice triumphant round, 

And virtue trampled on the ground ? 

( bſerve where bloody * * * * * ſtands 
With tortrring engines in his hands; 

Hear him blaſpheme, ard ſwear, and rail, 
Threatening the pillory and jail ; 

It this you thinka pleafrg fcere, 

To London firaight returu again; 

Where, you have told us ſrom experience, 
Are twarm« of bugs and pre ſbyteriaus. 

I thought my very ſplecn would bur, 
When tortune hither drove me firſt ; 

Was full as hard to pleaſe as you, 
Nor perſons names nor places knew: 
But now Ian as cther ſoÞ;, | 
Like priſoners when their jail is broke, 

If you have London ſtill at heart, * 
Me maze a ſmall one here by art: | 
The difter-rce is pot much between 
It. James's Part, and Stephen“ Green 
And Pawſur-ftreet will ſerve as well 
To lead you thither as Pall-Ma!?. * 
Nor Mat a pafiage through the palace, 

To choque your ſight, and raiſe your malice 2 
The Dearry-houſe may well be match'd, 
Under correG ion, with the Thatcht®, 

Nor ſhall I, when you hither come, 
Demand a crown a quart for. tum, 

Then, for a middle-aged charmer, 

Stella nny vie with your Monthermer ; 
She vs now & handſome every bit, 

And Vas a thouſand times her uit. 

The Dean and Sheridan, I hope, 

Will half ſopply a Gay and Pope. 
Corbet. though yet | know bis worth not, 
No doubt will prove a good Arbuthaot, 
throw into the bargain Tim; 

In London can you equal him? 

What think you of my favourite clan, 

Re bir j ard ſach, and jack and Dan, 

F- lcus of modeſt worth ad parts, 

With cheerful looks and hon2t heorts ? 

(an you on Dubl n look with feorn ? 
Vet here were peu ard Ormond born. 

Ch! were hut you and I fo wiſe, 

To ſee with Robert Grattan's eyes! 

Robin adores that ſpot of earth, 

That literal pct which gave him birth: 
And ſwears, „ Bclcampy is, to his tafte, 
« As ne as Flamptonr=court at leaſt.“ 
When to your friends you would enbance 
The praiſe o Italy or France, 

Fr grandevr, elegance, and wit, 


| We wh-dly hear yon, and ſubmit + 


Bit then, come and eep a clotterg 

For this or that ſde of the gutter, 

To ive in this or t' other iſle, 

We cannot think it worth your while 3 

wor, tave it! indly or amiſs, 

The Citer2nce but amounts to His: 

* A fawens towers in ft, one. reer. 

+ Nr. Cor bet, fterer- rut deen of &. P:tr icls, 
? N 4 F. Grottan, ani F. n»1l D., Fe bſon, 
$ In Firgally abeut free miley from Dubin, 
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We bury on our {de the channel 
In linen; and on yours in flannel“. 
You for the news are nc*cr to ſeek ; 
While we, may wait a week: 
You happy folks are ſure to meet 
An hundred whores in every ſtreet; 
While we may trace all Dublin o%er 
Before we find out half a ſcorc. 

You ſce my arguments are ſtrong; 
1 wonder you held out io long: 
But, fince you are convinc'd at laſt, 
We n pardon you for what is paſt, 
So—let us now for whiſt prepare; 


Twelve-pence a corner, if you dare. 


JOAN CUDGELS NED. 


OAN cudgels Ned, yet Ned 's a bully; 
+} Will cudgels Beſs, yet Will 's a cully. 
Die Ned and Beſs; give Will to Joan, 
She dares not ſay her life 's her own. 

Die Joan and Will; give Beſs to Ned, 
And every day ſhe combs kis head. 


1723. 


A QUIBBLING ELEGY, 


ON JUDGE BOAT. 1723. 


O mournful ditties, Clio, change thy note, 
Since cruel fate hath ſun our juſtice Heat. 
Why ſhould he /z4, where nothing ſeem'd to 


preſs, 
His ladirg little, and his 6. leſs ? 
Toft in the wave: of this femeſlucu world, 
At len gth, his anchor fixt and canvas furPd, 
To Lazy-hillt retiring from his court, 
At his Ring's-end he fexnders in the for. 
With ware, $ fd, he could no longer Haut, 


The common death of many a fironger but. 


A poſt ſo fd on naturc% laws entrenches : 
Berches on beats are plac? 1, not beats on benches, 
And yet our Bet (how all I reconcile it?) 
Was both a Be.:z, and in nne ſenſc a let. 
With every wird he ſi, and well could rack; 
Had many endente, hut abhorr'd a F-c4$. 

He ?s gone, although his friends began to hope 
That he might yet be liſted by a rere. 

Dehold the awfui bc, on which he Cat ! 

He was as hr and ponderous wee as that: 
Vet, when his fer was out, we bnd at lag, 
That death has cerrſet him with a 3/2 7, 

Our Heat is now /:7/to the Stygian ferry, 
There to ſupply old Charon's leaky wherry :; 


* . The Jaw for burying ir. wveollen Was extended 
te Trelord in 1733. | | 56 

* 'Tevo wil ges near 14% ſea, 

Lat ſaid he ied of 4 Oropſy. 

$ 4 cart uerd for @ Facobite, 
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Charon in him will ferry ſouls to hell; 
A trade our Boat* hath practisd here ſo well: 
And Cerberus hath ready in his paws 
Poth pitch and bremftone, to BH up his facrr. 

ct, ſpite of death and fate, I here maintain 
We may place Beat in his cd pe again. : 
| The way is thus ; and well deſerves your thanks, 
Take the three / rongeſt of his broken planks, 
Fix them on high, conſpicuous to be ſeen, 
For md like the triple-tree near Stephen*-greent; 
And, when we view it thus with thief at end on, 
Me ll cry, Loo, here 's our Bear, and there % 
| the ;enlart! 


| THESES BEST ATI 


, HE RE-lie> judge Beat within a coffin; 
Pray, gentle-folve, forbcar your ſcoffin g. 

A E. judge! yes; where *% the blunder? 
A cer en judge is no ſuch wonder. 

And in his robes, you muſt agrec, 

No Pet was better deck than he. 

is needleſs to deſcribe him fuller ; 

In ſhort, he was an able ſculler. 


PETHOX* THE GREAT. 


Lon Venns born, thy beauty ſhows 3 
| But who thy father, no man knows : 
Nor can the ſł ilful herald trace 
The founder of thy ancient race; 
Whether thy temper, full of fire, 
Diſcovers Vulcan for thy fre, 

The god who made Scamander boil, 

And round his margin ſng'd the ſoil 
(From whence, philoſophers agree, 

An ceual power deſcends to ther); 
Whether from dreadful Mars you claim 
The high deſcent from whence you came, 
Ai.d, as a provf, ſhew numerous ſcars 
By fierce enconnters made in wars, 
Thoſe honourable wounds you bore 

From head to foot, and ] be fere, 

And ſtill the bloody field frequent, 
Familiar in each leader*s tent; 

Or whether, as the Jear: *d contend, 

You ſrom the neighbouring Gaul deicend 3 

Or from Parthenope the proud, 
Where numberleſs thy votarics croud; 
Whether thy grrat forefather came 
From realms that bear Veſputio's name 

or ſo conjecturers would obtrude, 

Ard from & painted f-in conclude) : 
Vhether, as Hpicurus ſhows, 

The world from juſtling ſeeds aroſe, 
Which, mingling with mrolitc ſtrife 
In chaos, ki::dled into life: 

So your production was the ſame, 


And from contending atoms came. 


I condemning malef Hors, as a judge. 


+ Here the Dublin gallews lands, 
* This name js plainly an anagram. 


S$SWIF T's POEM $ 333 


Thy fair indulgent mother crowuꝰd 
Thy head with ſparbling rubies round: 
B-ncati thy decent ſteps the road 
j« all with precious jewels ttrow'd, 
The bird ot Pallas knows his pott, 

The to attend, whereꝰer thou gocR. 

Byzantians boaſt, that on the clod 


Where one: their Sultan's horſc had trod, 
Grow's neither graſs, nor ſhruv, nor tree : 
The fame thy ſubjects boat of tace. 


The greateſt lord, When you appear, 
Will & 1gn your livery to wear, 
In all tlic various colours ſeen 
Cf red and yell, blue an green. 

With hali a word, when you require, 
The man of buſineſs mutt retire, 

The havghty minitter of nate 
Wita trembling muſt thy leiſure wait; 
And, while his fate is in thy bands, 
The buſineis of the nation. itand 3s, 

Thou darꝰſt the greateſt princ: attack, 
Canit hourly ſet him on the rack ; 
And, a+ an inflance ot thy power, 
Incloſe hi m in a wooden tower, 
With pungent pains on every ſide: 
So Regulus in torments dy'd. 

From thee our youth all virtues learn, 
Dangers with prudence to diſccrns 
And well thy ſcholars are endued 
With temperance, and with fortitude ; 
With patience, which all ills ſupports ; 
And ſecreſy, the art of courts, 


The glittering beau could hardly tell, = 


Without your aid, to road or ſpell; 
But, having long convers'd with you, 
Knows how to write a billet-doux. 

With what delight, methinks, I trace 
Your blood in every noble race! 

In whom thy features, ft ape, and mien, 
Are to the Jife diſtincily ſcen! 

The Britons, once a ſavage kind, 

By you were brighten and refin'd, 
Deſcendants to the barbarous Huns, 

With limbs robuſt, and voice that ſtuns: 
But you have moulded them afreſh, 

Re movꝰd the tough ſupertiuous fleſh, 
Tavght them to modulate their tungues, 
And ſpeak without the help of lungs. 

Proteus on you beſtow'd the boon 
To change your vifage like the moon; 
You ſometimes half a ſace produce, 
Keep t* other half for private uſe, 

How tam'd thy conduc in the fight 
With Hermes, fon of Pleias bright ! 
On-mumber'd, half cneompal%d round, 
You ſtrove for cvery iach of ground; 
Then, by a ſoldicrly retreat, 

Retir*d to your imperial ſcat. 

The victor, when your ticps he trac'd, 
Found all the realms before him waitc : 
You, o'er the high triumphal arch 

ntific, made your glorious march z 
The wondrous arch behind you ſell, 
And left a chaſm profound as hen: 
You, in your capitol ſecur'd, 


& ſege as long as Troy endur d. 


* * 4 


* 5 


MAY THE COOK-MAID'S LETTER © 
TO Ds. SHERIDAN, 1723. 


ELL, it ever I ſaw ſuch another man ſince 
my mother bound my head! 

You a gentleman! marry come up! I wonder 
where you were bred. 

I'm tvre ſuch words do not become a man of 
your cloth ; | 

I world not give ſuch language to a dog, faith 
ard troth. 

Yes, you calld my maſter « knave : fie, Mr. 
Sheridan! *tis a ſhame 

For a parſor, who ſhould know better things, to 
come Gut with ſuch a name. . 

Kiave in your tecth, Mr, Sheridan! *tis both a 
ſuame and a fin ; 

And tix Doan, my maſter, is an honeſter man 
tunn you and all your kin: i 

He hes more goodiiefs in his little finger, than 
you have in your whole body : 

My walter is a parſonable man, and not a ſpindle= 
ſnank'd hoddy-doddy. ; 

And now, whereby I find you would fain make 


an 2xculſe, 
Becauſe my matter one day, iu anger, calld you 
geole 3 = 


Whica, and I am ſure I have been his ſervant 
ſour ycars ſince October, 


And he ever call d me worſe than ſweet-heart, 


drunk a ſober : | 

Not that I ko his reverence was ever concern*d 
to my knowledge, 

Though you and your come- rogues keep him out 
ſo late in your college, pa 

You ſay you will eat graſs on his grave: a chriſ- 

| tian eat graſs! . | 

Wber by you now confeſs yourſelf to be a gooſe » 
or au al> 2 

T-at that 's as much as to ſay, that my mailer 
ſhould die hefore ye; 

Well, well, that's as God pleaſes 3 and I don't 
believe that?s a true fiory : 

Aud ſo ſay 3 tald you ſo, and you may go tell my 
matter ; what care I? 

Aud 1 don't care who knows it; 'tis all one to 
Mary. 

Every — knows that I love to tell truth, and 
ſhame the devil ; 

Jam but poor ſervant 3 but I think gentleſolks 
ſhou}1 be civil. a 

Bel d-e, you found fault witł our viftuals one 
day that au was here: ; 
I remember it was on a Tueſday of all days in 
in the year. g 
And 3aunders the man ſays you are always jeſt- 
ing aud mœgking: ; 

Mary, aid he, (one day as I was mending my 
ma er's ſtocking) 

My matter is ſo fond of that minifter that keeps 
the ſchook— 

I thought my maſter a wiſe man, but that man. 
makes him a fool, 
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He would come into our kitchen, and I would 
pin a diſt=clout to his tail. 

And now I muſt go, and get Saunders to direct 
this letter ; 

For I write but a ſad ſcrawl; but my ſiſter Marget, 
ſhe writes better. 

Well, but I muſt run and make the bed, be fore 
my maſter comes from prayers : 

And ſec wow, it ſtrixes ten, and 1 lar him cons 
ing up faire; 5 

Whercof 1 could ſay more to your verſes, it 1 
could write written baad : 

And fo I remain, in a civil way, your ſervant 


to 
MARY, 


A NEW-YEAR'S-GIFT | 
FOR BEC“. 1723-4. 


ETURNING Janus now 

For Bec, a new ſupply of cares, 

gent in & to Doctor Swift, 

Who thus diſplays the New-year's-gift, 
Firſt, this large parcel brings you tidings 

Of our good Dcan's eterual chidings; 

Of Nelly's pertneſs, Robin's l-atags, | 

And Sberidan's perpctual teazings, | 

This box is cramm d on every ſule 

With Stella's magiſicrial pride, 

Behold « cage with ſparrows I'd, 

Firft to be fondled, then be kill'd. 

Now to this hamper I invite you, 

With 1x imagin'd cares to tri,cht you. | 

Here in this bundle Janus ſcuds 

Corcerns y thouſands for your friends: 

And here 's a pair of leathern potes, 

To hold your cares for other tolls. 

Here ſrom this harrel you may broach 

A peck of troubles for a Sach. 

This ball of wax your cars will darken, 

Still to be curious, ucver hear en. 

Leſt you thc town may have Icfs trouble in, 

Bring all your Quilca s care to Dublin, | 

For waich he ſends this empty ſack ; 

And ſo take all upon your back. 


DINGLEY AND ERENTS:. 
A SONG, 
To the Tune of « Ye Commoas and Peers,” 
INGLEY and Brent, 
Whcrever they went, 
Ne*cr minded a word that was ſpoken ; 
Whatever was ſaid, | 
I“Uey ner troubled their hezad, 
But laugiid at tacir own {ily jokiug. 


* Alrs, Dirgley, Stellas friend ind cem pami en. 
T 4 cou tr y-roule of Dr, Sreridan. 
2 Lr. Swi fs laaſe-Aee ler. 


— 


8wirTt's T OEM SV. 


Should Solomon u iſe 
la maicſty riſe, 

And ſhew them lis wit and his learaing: 
They never would beer, 
But turu the dk ai car, 

As a matter tlcy had uo concurs in, 
You tcl] a good jeſt, 
And pleaſe all the rei 


Comes Dingley, and aſks you, What was it? 


And, curious to know, 
Away e will go 
To ſeek an old rag in the cloſet, 


TO STELLA. 1723-4; 


tic SUrjECT, when I was fick in Bed. 
RAMENTED with inceſſant pais, 
Can 1 deviſe postic ftreins ? 
Tini was, when I could year!y pay 
My ver on Stelia's native day: 
But now, unable grown to write, 
I cri-vc the ever faw the light. 
U .gratetul! nnce to her I owe 
That 1 theſe paius can uudergo. 
Phe tends me, like an humble flave ; 
And, when ind-ccntly I rave, 
When owt my brutiii. paſtors break, 
With ga!l in every word I ſpeak, 
She, with ſoſt ſpeech, my anguiſh cheers, 
Or mcks my paſſions down with tears; 
Although *tis ecaſy to defcry 
She wants aſhſlance more than I; 
Yet ſeems to feel my pains aloue, 
Ad is a Ste in her own, 
When, among ſcholars, can we fad 
So loft, audi yet To rrm a mind? 
All ac.iuents of life conipire 
Yo raiic up Stella's virtue higher, 
Or clic to i;-truduce the re it 
Which had been latent in her breatt. 
Her Hrmneſs who could cer have kuowny 
Had ſhe not evils of her (vn? 
Her ki. dus who could ever oucds, 
Had nut her tricuds been ia diſtcels? 
Whatever Late returns you Hd 
From me, dear Stella, till be kind. 
I. your own heart you N reap tle fruit, 
Though 1 co.tiuuc Hill a brute, 
But, hau ] once am cut of ain, 
I promiſc to be good a; ain: 
Mrauti:ne, your other juſter ſriends 
Shall for my ſollies make amends; 
dy may we long continue thus, 


Admiring you, you pitylug us. 


ON DREAMS. 


AN IMITATION OF PETRONIUS. 
« Comnia gu mentes ludurt wolitantibus unbris," 


a GC 


truce, 


| Ad with talc flittivg fladcs our minds delude, 


— 


Written on the Dar of her P1kTn, but not on 


&c. N 
SE dreams that on the ſilent night in- 


SWI IT'S 


e never ſends us downward from the ſkies; 4 
oo can they rom internal want.ons rite 3 

But all arc niere productions of the brain, 

Aud fool; couſult interpreters in vail, 

For, u hen in bed we reft our weary limbs, 
Tac mid u burden'd ſports in various Wins 3 
The buly bead with mimic art runs oer 
The 1ccues uud ations Of the day beiove, 


The drowſy tyrant, Ly his minivas kd, 
To regal rage devotes ſome patriot's head, 
Winn cual ter rors, not With equo) gun, 
The murderer dreams of all the Lived he ſpilt. 


The feier ſmiliug hears tlie wide:w?s crics, 
And nas wir fou bciore thi mot. :“ yes. 
With lic r<nwric his brother ot the tale, 
Thr. butcher, fells the lam belcath lis blade. 


The ftateſman rakes the town 10 fad a plot, 
Aud dreams of er: itures by ticaion got, 
Nor le Yoimnet—d-man, of true wil ſuan meld, 
CR us the city f.lth in carch or gold. 
Orphaas arcund his beau the lawver ſces, 
And takes the plaiutif 's and deiendaut's feces, 
His icllow pick-purſe, watctz..g ir a job, 
Fancics his {nger 's in the cus 100. 
Tue Hud pliylician grants the huſband's prayers, 
Or gives relieſ to leug-expetti'g heirs, 
The ucepiug hangman tics the tital nooſe, 
Nor uaſucccisfut wits ior dean men's H. os. 
The grave divine, with kactty points perplext, 
As if he was awake, nods cer his text: 
While the Ny mountcbaul attei.ds bis trade, 
Harai.gues the rabble, and is better paid, 
The turcliag ſenator of moderi days 
Beduvbs the guilty great with hawcous praiſe: 
And Dick the icavenger, with equal grace. 
I lirts trom nis cart the ute in # * * = fate. 


— 


* 


— 


WII ED' Ss“ MOTTO 
ON His CUACH. 1724. 
IEEAXRTAS et H. flu: 

Line words! 1 wo: cer Where you ftole em. 
Couts pwn but LY Gat ro raed | 
Serve 1u1 tio on thy coach ! 

But let me-now the Word Waite ; 

Vt. de ſo/um, my cllatc 

My «tear chate, lo weil I Jove it 

My wnauts, ii you doubts will Prove it, 

Then ſvicer 1 am fo kind and gc, 

I ig theta, ill I ſqueeze their blwwd, 
Liver! is bears a large import: 

Firn, how to ſuagger in a court; 

And, ic condly, to ſhew my fury 

Againſt an wecomplying jury; 

And, thirdly, „is a hnheWw A tion, 

To ſavaur Wood, Ad keep my penſion ;; 

Aud, fourthly, ?tis to play an odd trick, 

ct the great ſcal, al. d turn out Broderick; 


1 
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| To hum: |: that vexatious Dean; 


| 
I muit coulets you e ſpoken once true. 
; Libkerius &t nutule eum: a 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


—__— 


And, 1xinly, for wy ſoul, to barter it 


L or tfty {12.5 ite worth to ( arterety. 
Nou, {ncc your motto thus you conſtrue, 


Yuu had gocd r.aſon, when you ftole 'em. 


— 


Seut by Dr. DELANY to Dr. SWIFT, 
In crdr to be admitted to ſpeak to him, when 
he was DEAF. 1724. 


EAR fir, 1 think *is doubly hard, 


> our ers and doors ſhould buth be burr'd. 
Can uy thing be more vakind ? 


| Muſt I wot fee, cauſe you are Llind ? 


Ycthinks a trizud at night ſhould cheer you, 
A friend tat loves to fee aid hear you, 
Why am I robb'd of that dcliglit, 
When you can be no loſer by t? 

Nay, when tis plain (for what is plainer?) 
1hat, i you heard, you *d be no gaiuer ? 
For iure you are nt yet to learn, 

That heating is not your concern. 

Then Lc your doors no longer barr'd ; 

Your bukucſs, fir, is to be heard. 


THE ANSWER. 


1 wiſe pretend to make it clear, 
is o great loſs to loſe an ear. 


Why arc we tuen io fond of two, 
When by expericnec one would do? 

Tis true, my they, cut od tac head, 
And there 's un end; the mai is dcad; 
Isvcauie, among all human race, 

None cer was known to have a brace : 
But conti de tly they maintain, 

hat where we find the members twain, + 
The loſs of one 15 no ſuch trouble, | 
vince tꝰ other will in ttrength be double. 
Ihe lib ſurviving, you may ſwear, 


| Becomes his brotb<r* lawful heir. 


Thus, or a trial, lt mie beg of 
Your reverence but to cut ave leg off, 
And you will find, by this device, 
The other will be ſtronger twice 
For cvery day you ſhall be gaini::g 
New vygour to the leg remaining. 

do, when an eye has loſt its brother, 


| You ice the better with the other. 


Cut of your hand, and you may do 
With ' other hand the work of two; 
Becauſc the ſoul her power contracts, 
And on the brother limb re-a&.. 

But yet the point is not ſo alcar in 
Azotuer caſc, the ſenſe of hearing: 
For, theugh the place of either car 
Be diitant as one can bear 


+ Lerd licuterant of Irelgnd, 
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Yet Galen moſt acutely ſhews you, 

(Conſult his book de partium wſu) 

That from each car, as he obſerves, 

There creep two auditory nerves, 

Not to be ſeen without a glaſs, 

Which near the 0: petroſum paſs; 

Thence to the neck; and moving thorow there, 
One gocs to this, and one to t- r ear; 


Which made my grand-dame always ſtuff ber 


cars, 

Both right and left, as fellow-ſufferers, 
You ſce my learning; but, to ſhorten it, 
When my left car was deaf a fortnight, 
Tot other ear I felt.it coming on: 
And thus 1 —_—_—_— * r nememen. 

Tis true, a s will bring ſupplics 
To weak, or or 1 ages ; 
Your arms, though both your eyes were loſt, 
Would guard your noſe againft a poſt 
Without your legs, two legs of wood 
Are ſtronger and almoſt as good ; 
Ard as ſor hands, there have been thoſe 
Who, wanting both, have us“d their toes , 
But no contrivaace yet appears 
To furniſh artificial cars. 


A QUIET LIFE AND A GOOD NAME, 


To a Friend who married a Shrew. 1724. 


ELL ſcolded in ſo loud a din, 

| That Will durſt hardly venture in; 
He mark?®d the conjugal diſpute ; 
Nell roar'd ince ſſant, Dick ſat mute; 
But, when he ſaw his friend appear, 
Cry*d Lravely, Patience, good my dear ! 
At figlit of Will, ſhe bawPd no more, 
But hurryꝰd out, and clap'd the door. 

Why Dick! the devil 's in thy Nell, 
(Quoth Will) thy houſe is worſe than hell: 
Why what a the jade has rung ! 
D-—n her, why don't you lit her tongue? 
For nothing elſe will make it ceaſe. 
Dear Will, I fuffer this for peace: 
I never quarrel with my wife 
bear it for a quict life. 
Scripture, you know, exhorts us to it; 
Bids us to ee peace, and enſue it. 

Will went again to viit Dick; 
And entering in the very nick, 
He ſaw virago Nell belabour, 
With Dick's own ftaf?, his peaceful neighbour ; 
Poor Will, who needs muſt interpoſe, 
Recciv'd a brace or two of blows, 

But now, to make my ſtory ſhort, 
Will drew out Dick to take a quart. 
Why, Dick, tby wife has deviliſh whims ; 
©ds-buds ! why don't you break her limbs? 
If ſhe were mine, and had ſuch tricks, 
I'd teach her how to handle fticks : 


* There have been inſtances of a man's eWoriting 


Glan lis fot, | 


| Slaves to their quiet and 
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| Z—ds! I would ſhip her to Jamaica, 

Or truck the carrion for A 

I *d ſend ber far enough away — 

Dar Will; but what would people ſay ? 

Lord! 1 ſhould get ſo ill a name, * 

The ncighbours round world cry out ſhame, 
Dick ſuffer'd for his peace and credit; 

But who belicv'd him, when he ſaid it? - 

Can he who makes himicl a ſlave, 

Conſult his peace, or credit ſave ? 


| Dick found it by his ill ſncceſs, 


His quiet ſmall, his credit leſs. 

She ſerv*'d him at the uſual rate; 

She ftunn'd, and then the broke, his 
Aud, u hut he thought the hardett caſe, 
The pariſh jeer'd him to his face; 

Thoſe men who wore the breeches leaft, 
CalPd him a cuckold, fool, and bcaft. 
At home he was purſued with noiſe; 


| Abroad was peſter'd by the boys: 


Within, his wife w break his bones; 

Without, they pelted him with ſtones: 

The ®prentices procur'd a ridirg®, 

To att his patience, and her chiding. 
Falſe patience and mifiaken pride! 

There are ten thouſand Dicks beſide, 

good name, 


Are us'd like Dick, and bear the blame, 
——— ¶ T—•᷑— . — 


THE BIRTH OF MANLY VIRTUE. 
Inſcribed to Lord CarTteErET, 1724. 


* Gratior & pulchro veniens in corpore Virtus.“ 


V1ks. 
Mc on a time, a righteous Sage, 
Griev*d at the vices of the age, 


Applicd to Jove with fervent prayer: 


« Q Jove, if Virtue be ſo fair 
« As it was deem'd in former days 
«« By Plato and by Socrates, 
« Whoſe beauties mortal eyes eſcape, 


| « Only for want of outward ape ; 


« Make then its real excelle nee, 

« For once, the theme of human ſenſe ; 
« So ftall the eye, by form confur'd, 

« Direct and nx the wandering mind, 


| «© And long-dcluded mortals ſee 
With rapture what they us*d to flee,” 


Jove grants the prayer, gives Virtue bi 
And bids him bleſs and mend the — 2 
Behold him blooming freſh and fair, 

Now made—-ye gods—a ſon and heir : 


An heir; and, ftranger yet to hear, 
An heir, an orphan 6: a pcer ; 


But prodigies are wrought, to prove 
Nothing impoſſible to Jove. 
Virtue was for this ſex def gn'd 
In mild reproot to woman-kind : 
In maniy form to let them ſe 
The lovelineſs of modetty, 


* A evell- known humenroue cavalcade, ir ride 


_— 


cule of a ſctlcirg wiſe and lun-pecked tcifbard, 
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The thouſand decencies that ſhone 
With lefſen'd luftre in their own ; 
Which few had learn'd enough to prize, 
And ſome thought modiſh to deſpiſe. 

To make his merit more diſcern'd, 
He goes to ſchosl—he reads—is learn'd ; 
Rais'd high, above his birth, by knowledge, 
He ſhines diſtinguiſh*d in a college: 
Reoſolv?d nor honour, nor eſtate, 
Himſelf alone ſhould make him great. 
Here ſoon for every art renown'd, 

His influence is difius'd around; 

TW inferior youth, to learning led, 
Lefs to be fam'd than to be fed, 
Behold the glory le bas won, 

And bluſh to ſee themiclves outdone ; 
And now, inflam'd with rival rage, 
In ſcientinc ftrite engage 
Fugage—and, in the glorious ſtriſe, 
The arts new-kindic into life, 

Here would our Hero ever dwell, 
Fix'd in a lonely learned cell; 
Contented to be truly great, 

In Virtues beſt- belov'd retreat; 
Conmtented b - but Fate ordains 

He now ſhall ſhine in nobler ſcenes 
(Rais'd high, like ſome c-leftial fire, 
To ſhine the more, ftill riſng higher); 
Completely form'd in every part, 

To win the ſoul, and glad the heart. 
The powerful voice, the graceful mien, 
Lovely alike, or heard, or ſeen; 

The outward form and inward vie, 

His ſoul bright beaming from his eye, 
Eunobling every act and air, 

With juſt, and generous, and ſincere. 

Accompliſh'd thus, his next reſort 
I; to the council and the court, 

Where Virtue is in leaft repute, 

And intereſt the one purſuit; 

Where r:247 and wrerg are bought and ſold, 
Barter'd for beauty, and for gold; 

Here Manly Virtue, even here, 

Pica-d in the perſon of a peer, | 

A peer; a ſcarcely-bcarded youth, 

M ho talk'd of juſtice and of truth, 

Of innocence the ſureſt guard, 

Tales here forgot, or yet unheard ; 

That he alone deſerv'd e ſteem, 

Who was the man he wiſh'd to ſeem ; 
Call'd it unmanly and unwiſe, 

To lurł behind a mean diſguiſe ; 

(Give fraudful Vice the maſk and ſcreen, 
*Fis Virtue's intereſt to he ſeen ;) 

(alf d want of frame » wart of ſenſe, 
And found, in bluſhes, ecloguercs. 

Thus, acting what he taught ſo well, 

He drew dumb Merit from her cell, 

Led with amazing art along 

The baftful dame, and loos'd her tongue; 
And, whilt he made her value known, 
Vet more diſplay'd and rais'd his own. 


Thus young, thus proof to all temptations, 


He rites to the higheſt ſtations 


i 


_ — 


i. 


_—_ —— 


—— 


— 


(For where high honovr is the prize, 
True Virtue has a right to riſe) : 

Let courtly ſlaves low bend the knee 
To Wealth and Vice in high degree: 
Exalted Worth diſdains to owe 

Its grandeur to its greateſt foc. 

Now rais'd on high, ſee Virtue ſhows 
The godlike ends for which he roſc ; 
For him, let Ambition know 
The height of glory here below, 
Crandeur, by goodheſs made conpleat! 
To bleſs, is truly to be great! 

He taught how mea to honour riſe, 

Like gilded vapours to the ſkies, 

Which, howſoever they diſplay 

Their glory from the god of day, 

Their nobleſt uſe is to abate 

His dangerous exceſs of heat, 

To ſhield the infant fruits aud flowers, 
And bleſs the earth with genial ſhowers. 

Now change the ſcene; a nobler care 
Demands him in a higher ſphere*® : 
Diſtreſs of nations calls him hence, 
Permitted fo by Providence ; 

For models, made to mend our kind, 
To no one clime ſhould be config'd ; 
And Manly Virtue, like the ſun, 

His courſe of glorious toils ſhould run ; 
Alike dif uſng in his flight 

Congenial joy, and life, and light. 

Fale Envy tickens, Error flies, 

And Diſcord in his preſence dies ; 

Oppre ſſion hides with guilty dread, 
And Merit rcars her drooping head; 
The arts revive, the vallies ing, 

And wirter ſoftens into ſpring : 

The wondering world, where*er he mover, 
With new del gh looks up and loves; 
One 1-x conſenting to admire, 

Nor leſs the other to deſrre ; 

Whilſt be, though ſeated on athrone, 
Confines his love to one alore 3 

The reſt condeinn'd, with rival voic: 
Repining, do applaud his choice, 

Fame now reports, the Wettern Iſe 
I; made lis manſion for a white, 

Whoſe anxicus natives night and day 
(Happy beneath bis righteous way) 
Weary the gods with craſelzis prayer, 
To bleſs him, aud to keep: ln there; 
And claim it a a debt from fate, 


Too lately fuund, to loſe him late. 


VERSES ON THE UPXIGHT JUDGE. 


Who condemned the Dairitcr's PuarnTrte. 
HE church I hate, and have good reaſon ; 


For there my grandſre cut his weazand : 


| He cit his weazand at the altar; 


keep my gullet for the hatter. 


* Lord Carteret hnd the hemur of median 
| peace for Sweden qaith Dewar k ard with the Czar. 
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ON THT SAME. 


18 grandfre cut his throat: 
To do the job, too long he tarry'd ; 
He ſhould have had my hearty vote, 

To cut his throat before he marry'd. 


ON THE SAME. 


(The Jv>cz ſpeaks). 

M not the grandſon of that aſs * Quin; 

Nor can you it, Mr. Paſquin. 
My grand-dame zallants by twenties, 
And bore my mother by a *prentice. 
This when my gra:dfire knew, they tell us he 
In Chriit-Church cut his throat for jealouſy. 
And, fince the alderman was mad you fay, 
Then I muſt be ſo too, ex traduce. 


RIDDLE Ss, 


BY DR. SWIFT AND HIS FRIENDS, 
Written in or about the Year 1724. 


I. ON A PEN. 


NT youth exalted high in air, 
Or bathing in the waters fair, 

Nature to form me took delight, 
And clad my body all in white, 
My perſon tail, and fender waiſt, 
On either ſde with fringes grac'd ; 
Till me that tyrant man eſpy'd, 
And dragg'd me from my mother's ſide : 
No wonder now I look fo thin; 
The tyrant ftript me to the ſkin: 
My fin be flay'd, my hair he cropt ; 
At head and foot my body lopt; 
And then, with heart more hard thin ſtone, 
He pick'd my marrow from the bone. 
To vex me more, he took a freak 
To flit my tongue, ard make me peak: 
But, that which wonderful appears, _ 
I ſpeak to ey, and not to ears, 

Fe oft' employs me in Aiſguiſe, 
And makes me tell thoutand lies: 
Io me he chiefly gives in truſt 
To pleaſe his malice or his luſt: 
From me no ſecret he can hide; 

I ſee his vanity and pride : 
And my delight is to expoſe 
Biz follies to his greatett foes. 

All languages I can command, 

Yet not a word I underſtand. 
Without my aid, the Het divine 

In learning would not know a line : 
The lawyer muſt forget his pleading ; 


— The ſcholar could not ſfhew his reading. 


- Nay, man my mager is my flare ; 
I givs command to kill or fave; 


An aller man, 
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. 
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Can grant ten thouſand pounds a year, 
And male a beggar* brat a peer, 

But, while I thus my life relate, 

I only haſten on wy fate. 
| My tongue is black, my month is furr'd, 
I hardly now can force a word. 
I die unpitied and forgot, 
And on ſome dunghil leſt to rot. 


— —— 


IT. On Gors. 


A om tyrant of the earth, s 
To vileſt faves I owe my birth, 
Hew is the greatet monarch blef, 
When in my gaudy Hvery drett ! 

No haughty ry mph has power to run 
From me, or wy embraces un. 
Stahbb'd to the h-art, condemn'd to flame, 
My confancy iz fill the ſame. 

The favourite me enger of ſove, 

And Lemnian God, cno::{ultiag ſtrove 
To mae me glorious to the ght 

Of mortala, ard we Gods delight. 

Soon would their altars* flame expire, 

If I reius'd to lend them fre. 


III. 


fate eva 5g in place, 
Ln, here I ſtand with feub/e faces 

suf er ier none on earth T fd; 
But ice helecu me all man ind. 
Yet, as it oſt' atterds the great, 
T almoſt 4-4 with my own wwe g. 
At every motion undertaok, 
The vulgar all conſult my -K. 
| ſometimes give? advice in veg. 
But never of my own i» tg. 

I am a courticr in my way; 
For thoſe who rad me, Irn: 
And ſome gi72 ont, that I enti=2 
To lu“, and laxury, an dice; 
Who puniſyments on me inf ict, 
Becauſe they find their pocbets pickt, 

By riding ge, I loſe my health; 
And only to get others wealth. 


IV. Oa the Pos rERIORS. 


ECAUSE. T am by natur- . 
I wiſely chooſe to walk /n 

However, to avoid diſgrace, 
I let no creature ſee my face. 
My gerd are few, but ſpoke with ſen,: 4 
And yet my /e. gives offence ; 
Cr, if to w/4/7er I preſume, 
The company will fly the room. 
Ey all the world I am of fre ; 
| Aad my ef reſſien gives them ref, 
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Through me, though ve againſt my will, 


Iniirufer + every art init 
By thouſands I am / and bought, 
Who neither get nor loſe a groat; 
For none, alas ! by me caa gain, 
But thoſe who give me greaute/ pain, 
Shall man preſume to be my maſter, 
Who 's but my caterer and ta ier 
Yet, though I always have my will, 
Tm but a meer deender ſtill; 
An humble Here en at beſt, 
Of whom all people make gefl. 

In me detractors ſeek to find 
Two vices of a different kind : 
Im too profuſe, ſome cenſurers cry; 
And all I get, If ir fly: 
While others give me many a curſe, 
Becauſe too cloſe I hold my fare. 
But this I know, in cither caſe 
They dar2 not charge me to my face, 
"Tis true indeed, ſometimes I /e, 
Soincti mes run out of all I have; 
But, when the year is at an end, 
Computing what | ger and ſtend, 
My geht, and c-mirgi=in, 
I cannot find 1 Joſe or wn; 
And therefore all that know me ſay, 
1 juſtly keep the mi lille- . 
I'm always by my betters led; 
I hat get ve, and *rſt a-; 
Though, if I riſe ee ny time, 
The learn'd in ſciences ſblime 
Conſult the ſtars, and thence foretel 
Good luck to thoſe with whom I dwell, 


* 


V. On a Hon x. 


joy of man, the pride oſ brutes, 
Domeſtic ſubject for diſputes, 
Of pl-nty thou the emblem fair, 
Ador.fd by wy mphs with all their care! 
I ſaw thee raid to high renown, 
Supporting half the Britiih crown ; 
And oiten have I ſeen thee grace 
The chaſte Diana's intaut face; 
Aud whenſoc'%er you pleaſe to ſhine, 
Leſs uſciul is her ligat than thine : 
Thy numerous iingers know their way, 
And oft” in Celia's trefies play. 
To place thee in another view, | 
I ll deu the world itrange things and true; 
What lords aud dames of high degree 
May *uttly claim their birt": from this. 
The {ul of man with ſplcca you vex 3 
Of ſpleen you cure the ſemal : ſex. 
Thee for a giit the courtier ſends 
With pleaſure to his ſpecial friends: 
Hz give;, and, with a generous pride, 
Comtrives all means tue gift to hide: 
Nor ort eau the receiver know, 
Whether he ha; the gilt or uo. 
On airy Wings you take your flight, 
Aud fly unſcen both day and aigat ; 
Vor. V. 


— 


PO EMS. 


Conceal your form with various tricks; 
And few know how or where you fix : 
Yet ſome, who n&er beſtow'd thee, bgaſt 
That they to others give thee moſt. 

Mean time, the wiſe a queſtion ftart, 

If thou a real being art; 

Or but a creature of the brain, 

That gives imaginary pain. 

But the ſiy giver better knows thee, 

| Who feels true joys when he beſtows thee, 


VI. On a ConxsScatw. 


18 I, alas! a priſoner be, 
My trade is priſoners to ſet free. 
No ſlave his lord's commands cbeys. 
With ſuch int ing ways. 
My genius piercing, ſharf, and bright, 
Wherein the men of wit delight. 
The clergy keep me fer their caſe, 
And turn and wind me as they 
A new and wondrous art I ſhow 
Of raifing ſpirits from below ; 
In ſcarlet ſome, and ſome in white ; 
They rife, walk round, yet never fright, 
In at cach moth and ſpirits paſs, 
Diftinaly ſeen as through a glaſs ; 
Oer head and bedy make a rout, 
And drive at laſt all ſecrets out: 
And ſtill, the more | ſow my art, 
The more they open every heart, 
A greater chemift none than 1, 
Who from mater i, hard and dry 
Have taught men to extrud with ill 
More precious juice than from a fill, 
Although I'm often ext ef caſe, 
'm not aſham'd to Now my Vece. 
Though at the tabies of the great \ 
near the ſde-board take my ſeat; 
Yet the plain *ſquire, when dinner 's done, 
ls never plead till ! make one: 
He kindly bids me near him ſtand, 
And often takes me by the hand, 
| twice a day a hunting go, 
Nor ever (ail to ſeize -y foe; 
And, when 1 bave him by the pole, 
drag him upwards from his v,; 
Though ſome are of ſo ſtubborn kind, 
I'm forc'd to leave a /imb behind. 
I hourly wait ſome tatal end; 
For I cau break, but ſcorn to bend. 


_ 


— 


VII. 
| The Goren of all Human Possx5510N8$, 


IM hither, and behold the fruits, 
Vain man ! of all thy vaia purſuits, 
Take wiſe advice, and Jeet behin :, 
Bring all paſt actions to thy mĩ ad. 
Here you may tec, as in a glaſs, 
How ou all human pleaſures paſs. 
u 


339 


340 


How will it mortify thy pride, 

To turn the true impartial ſide 

How will your eyes contain their tcars, 
When all the ſad reverſe appears 
This cave within its womb confines 
The laſt reſult of all defigrs : 

Here lie depoſited the ſpoils 

Of buſy mortals” endleſs toils: 

Here, with an eaſy ſcarch, we find 
The foul corruj ticns of mankind, 

The wretched purchaſe here bebold 
Of traitors who their country fold. 

This gulph inſatiable imbibes 
The lawyer's fees, the fiateſman*s bribes, 
Here, in the ir proper ſtape and mien, 
Fraud, perjury, and guilt, are ſeen, 

Necelſity, the tyrant” law, 

All human race mutt hither draw 
All prompted by the ſame d:/re, 
The vigorous youth, and aged ſ re. 
Behold, the coward and the brave, 
The haughty prince, the humble ſlave, 
Phyſician, lawyer, and divine, 
All make arion at this ſhrine. 
Some enter boldly, ſome by fealth, 
Aud leave behind their fruitleſs wealth. 
For while the baſhtult ſylvan maid, 
As half aſtkam*d, and half afraid, 
Approachiag finds it hard to part 
With that which dwelt ſo nur ter rents 
The courtly dame, unmov*d by tcar, 
Profuſcly pours her cferinge here. 
A treaſure here of /earning lurks, 

Tuge heaps of never-dying works; 
Labours of many an ancient ſage, 
And millions of the preſent age. 

In at this gulph all offerings paſs, 
And lie an undiftinguift'd aſs, 
Deucalion, to refore manki:d, 

Was bid to throw the ttones ir; 
So thoſe who here their gifts corey 
Are forc*d to /ook another wwiyh 

For few, a choſen few, muſt know 
The myiteries that lie below. 

Sad charnel-houſe! a diſmal dome, 
For which all mortals leave their home! 
The your, the beautiful, and brave, 
Here bury*d in one common grave! 
Where each ſupply of few! renews 
Unwimicioine damp, efenfee Comps 1 
And Jo! the cri er the nol 's 
Points out where cach new vi falls; 
The fed of chern and baits obſcene, 
Who round the x ault lu xuriant reign. 

Set where tte mangled corpſes lie, 
Condemn' N by !cingle hazids to die! 

A comely dame, o ce clad in white, 
Lies there conſguꝰd to endlefs right; 
By cruel hands her blood was ſpilt, 
Aud yet her <-cr//4 was all ber guilt, 

And here fix virgins in a tomb, 
Al:-hcauteons, cfi:pring of one womb, 
Ol in the train of Veins ſeen, 

As {wr and lovely as their queen: 
In royal garments each was dreſt, 


Each with a gold aud purple veit: 


1 
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I ſaw them of their garments ſtript; 
Their throats were cut, their bellics ript ; 
Twice were they bury*d, !wice were born, 
Twice from their ſepulchres were torn ; 
But now diſmember'd here are caſt, 
And find a refting-place at laſt. 

Here oft the curious traveller finds 
| The combat of eee <vinds ; 
And ſecks to learn the ſecret cauſc, 
Which alien ſeems from nature“, laws, 
Vhy at this ces tremendous mouth 
He feels at once both ge and ſours ; 
Whether the winds, in caverns pent, 
Through cle. nant force a vent: 
Or whether, ing all kis flores, 
Fierce A olus in tempeſt roars. 

Yet, from this ».ing/ed maſs of things, 
In time a new creation ſprings. 
Theſe cr materials once ſhall riſe 
To f the earth, and air, and Kies; 
In various forms appear again, 
Of vegetables, brutes, and men. 
So Jove pronounc'd among the gods, 
Olympus trembling as he nods. 


VIII. 


| AS Strephon, how can you deſpiſe 
Her who without thy pity dies? 

To Strephon | have ſtill been true, 

And or as noble blood as you; 

Fair iſſue of the genial bed, 

A virgin in thy boſom bred ; 

 Erbraz%d thee clofzr thun a wife; 

When thee | leave, 1 leave my lie. 

Why ſhould my ſrepherd tale amis, 


+} That oft? | wake thee with a ifs? 


Yet you of every kiſs compla n ; 

Ah! is not love a pleaFng pain? 

A pain which every happy night 

You cure with eaſe and with delight; 

With pleaſure, as the poet ſings, 

Too great tor mortals leſs than kings, 

| Chloe, when on thy breaſt 1 lic, 
Chſerves me with revei.geiul eye : 


| If Chloe oer thy heart prevails, 


She l tear me with her deſperate nails, 

And with relentleſs hands deſtroy 

he tender pledges of cur joy. 

Nor have ij bred a ſpurious race; 

They all were born from thy embrace, 
Conſider, Strephon, what you do; 

Lor, ſhould 1 die for love of you, 

I Il hauat thy dreams. a bloodicſs ghoſt; 

Ard all my tia (a numerous hoſt, 

Who down direct our linzage bring 

From victors oder the Memphian king; 

Renown'd in feges and campaigns, 

Who never fled the the bloody plains, 

Who in tempeſtuous ſeas can ſport, 

And ſcorn the pleaſures of a eourt, 


 * This Au. lule is ſelved by an Anagram, 
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LOUISA* TO STREPHON, 
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From whom great Sylla found his doom, 


Who ſcourg*.; to death that ſcourge of Rome) 


Shall on thee t«kc a vengeance dire 3 
Thou, like Alcide:, ſhalt expire, 
When his envenom'd ſhirt he wore, 
And fin and fle ſu in picces tore, 

Xor leſs that ſhirt, my rival's vitt, 
Cut from the piece that made her ſtift, 
Shall in thy dcarcit blood be dy'd, 

and make tlie tear thy tainted hide. 


IX. 


EPRIV'D of root, a::d branch, and rind, 


Yet flowers I bear of every kind; 
And ſuch is my proliac power, 
They bloom ia leſs than half an hour; 
Yet nanders- hy may plainly fee 
They get no nourutiment from me, 
My head with giddineſs goes round, 
And yct I urmly ſtand my grouud : 
All over na ted I am ſeen, 
And painted like an Indian qucen. 
No couple-beggar in the laud 
er join'd ſuch numbers hand in hand : 
I join them fairly with a g; 
Nor can our parſon blame the thing: 
And, though no marriage words are ſpoke, 
They part not till the ig is broke ; 
Yet hypocrite fanaticks cry, 
I'm but an idol rais'd on high: 
Aud once a weaver in our town, 
A damn'd Cromwellian, knockd me down. 
I lay a priſoner tweuty years, 
And then the jovial cavalicrs 
To their old port reitor'd all three, 
I mcan the church, the kiug, and me. 


X. On the Moon. a 


WITH borrow *| {ver ſhine, 
What you ſc is none of mine. 
Firit IA you but a quarter, 
Like the bow that guards the Tartar; 
Tacu tue half, andthen the whol-, 
Ever daCcing round the pe. 
And waat will raiſe your ad miration, 
| am not on of Gop's creation, 
But iprung (and I this truta maintain) 
Like Pallas trom my father's braia. 
And, xtter all, I chiefly owe 
My beauty to the ſhades below. 
M-tt wontlrous forms you ſce me wear, 
A mai, a woman, lion, bear, 
A tiff, a lou l, a cloud, a field, 
All figures h-aven or carth can yicld ; 
Like Daphuc ſometimes in a tree: 
Vat am uot our of all you ſee, 


| XI. On a Cixcre, 


Y 4 all the world cat find me out; 


| they vor yt could find my meaſure. 
'm Fund almoſt in every garden, 

Nay 1.1 Ic compatTs of a farthii g. 

| There s neither chariot, coach, nor mill, 
Can move an inch, except Iwill. 


| bY 
XII. On Ixx. 


AM jet black, as you may ſee, 
Yue fou of pitzh, aud gloomy night: 
Y et all that know me will agree, 
em dead except 1 live in light. 
Sometimes in panegyric high; 
Like lofty Pu. dar, 4 can car; 
And raiic a virgin to the &, 
Cr ima her to a pocky u nore. 
| My blood this day is very ſweet, 
1'0-:39770W ©: a bitter juice 
Lie milz, tis cry'd about the ttreet, 
| Ard ſo apply'd to different uſe. 
Mott wondrous is my magic power: 
For with one colour i can paiut; 
U make the devil a 1aint this hour, 
Next maxe à devil of a ſaint, 
Through diliant regions 1 can iy, 
Provide ine but wath paper wings; 
| Aud fairly irew a reaſci:, way 
There tnoula be quarrels among kings. 
And, aft-r ali, you ' think it odd, 
VW hen warned doctor, will dup te, 
What 1 f.ould poiut the word of Wop, 
Aud ſhew where tney can beſt coutute, 
Let lawyc?; bawl and rain their throats z 
* 11; 4 that muſt the lands coavey, 
Aud uri the clicuts to their coats, 
Nays give thr very joule away. 


XIII. 


Li. of us in one you 'I find, 

| Brethren oa Woudrous Lud; 
Wet £24017 us ah 0 ether 
Knows 0.2: tittle of the ther. 

Ve io trenuent council; arcs 

A: 4 oor mart of things declare, 

* zere, I» us unkut- Wa, à clerk 
Zits, aud fakes the:u in the dark. 
He % the regie ot all 

jt: our kei, both great and ſma'! ; 
Boy Wo SOPs e aud Fes 5 
11 our alter, We his tools; 

vet us cad with greater euſe 

| Turu aud wald Ian where we plcaſe, 


up and down, and round about, - 
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Thougi hundreds have employ'd their leiſure, 


* 


On the Five Scxsts. 
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One of us alone can Neep, 
Yet no watch the reſt will keep, 
But the moment that he cloſes, 
Every brother elſe repoſes. 
If wine *s bought, or vittuals dreft, 
One enjoys them for the reR. 
Pierce us all with wounding ſteel, 
One for all of us will feel. 
Though ten thouſand cannons roar, 
Add to them ten thouſand mare, 
Yet but one of us is found 
Who regards the dreadful ſound, 
Do what is not fit to tel, 
There PF'but one of us can ſmell. 


** 


XIV. 


FONTINELLA TO FLORINDA. 


12 on my boſom thy bright eyes, 
Florinda, dart their heaveuly bcains, 
I feel not the leaſt love-ſurprize, 

Yet endleſs tears fiow down in fireams ; 
There is nought ſo beautiful in thee, 
But you may find the ſame in ine. 


The lilies of thy fl:in compare 3 
In me you ſee them full as white. 
The roſes of your cheeks, I dare 
Afﬀrm, can't glow to more delight. 
Then fince I ſhew as fine a face, 
Caa you refuſe a ſoft embrace ? 
Ab! lovely nymph, thou rt in thy prime! 
And ſo am I whilſt thou art here; 
But ſoon will come the fatal time, 
When all we ſce i all diſappear. 
»Tis mine to make a juſt reflexion, 


And yours to follow my direction. 


Then catch admirers while you may 
Treat not your lovers with diſdain : 
Fer time with beauty flies away, 
And there is no return again, 
To you the ſad account I bring, 
Litc's autumn £as no ſecond ſpring. 


XV. On an Ecuo. 


| * ſleeping, fill awake, 
Neaſag mofi when moſt I ſpeak; 
The delight of old ard young, 
Though | ſreak without a tongue. 
Nought hut one thing can confound me, 
Many voices joiuing round me; 

Then I fret, and rave, and gabble, 
Like the labourers of Babel. 

Now 1 am a dog, or cow ; 

I can bark, or I can low 

I can bleat, or I can ſng 

Like the warblers of the ſpring. 

Let the loves! ck bard complain, 

And I mourn the crucl pain; 
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et the happy ſwain rcjrice, 

| And 1 join my helping voice g 

Both are welcome, grief or joy. 

I with either ſport aud toy. 

Thorgh a lady, I aw {.out, 

Drums and trumpets bring ge out: 
Thea 1 claſh, and roar, aud rattle, 
Join in all the din of battle. 

Jove, with all his loudeſt thunder, 
When l' vext, can't kecp me under 3 
Yet ſo tender is my ear, 

| That the loweſt voice | fear. 

Muzh 1! dread th- covrticr*s nate, 

| Wher his merit s out of date; 

For 1 hate a file at breath, 

And a rhiſper is my death. 


XVI On a Srapow in 4 Grass. 


'BY ſomething for md, I nothing am, 
Yet every thing that you can lame 
lu no place have I ever bcen, 

Yet every where | may be ſcen ; 

In all things falſe, yet alu ay true, 

I'm full the ſame— but ever new. 
Lifelcls, life's ect form I wear, | 
Can it-ew a noſe, eye, tongue, or car, 

Yet neither ſmell, ſee, tatte, or hear, 

All _ and rcatures | can boaft, 

No „no bones, no blood—no ghoſt; 
Al colours, without paint, put ou, 

And change like the cameleon, 

Swiftly come, and enter there, 

Where not a chiak lets in the air; 

Like thought, I'm in a moment gone, 
Nor cau 1 ever be alone; 

All things on earth I imitatc, 

Faſter tian nature can create; 
Sometiines imperial robes I wear, 

Anon in beggar's rags appear; 

{ A giant now, and trait an elt, 

Im every one, but nc cr myſelf; 

Ne'er ſad I moura, ne%er glad rejoice 3 

I move my lips, but want a voice; 

I ne%cr was born, nor e er can die; 


"Then prythee tell me what am I. 


XVIT. 
OST things by me do riſe and fall, 
And as I plcafe they ore great and ſmall; 

Inrading foes, without re: Kance, 
Wich eaſe I make to keep their diſtance; 
Again, as I'm diſpos*d, the foe 
| Will come, though not a foot they go. 
Both mountains, woods, a.;d hills, and rocks, 
And gaming goats, and fleecy fincks, | 
And lowing herds, and piping fwains, 
Come dancing to me Oer the plains. 
The greateſt whale that ſwims the ſea 
Does inſtantly my power obey. | 
In vain from me the ſailor tiies ; 
The quickeſt ſhip I can ſurprize, 
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And turn it as T have a mind, 

And move it againtt tide and wir.d. 
Nay, bring me here the talle!t man, 
1 1] Fqueeze him to @ little ſpan ; 

Gr bring a tender child and pliant, 
You 'll ive me firetch him to a giant: 
Nor fl. all they in the I-att complain, 
Becauſe my magick gives no pain. 


XVIII. On Tur. 


VER cating, never cloying, 
All devouring, all deftroying, 
Never ndiug tu) ropatt, 
Till I cat the world at lad. 


XIX. On the Garros. 


1 is a gate, we know tull well, 

That ftands *twixt haven, and earth, and 
hell, 

Where many for a paſſage venture, 

Yet very ic are fou..d to enter 

Although 'tis open night and day, 

They for that reaſon ſtun this way : 

Both dukes ad lords abhor its wood, 

They cant come near it for their blood, 

What other way they take to go, 

Another time 1 11 let you know. 

Yet commoners with greateſt caſe 

Can find an entrance when they pleaſe. 

The poore {i hither march in ſtate 

{Or they can never pats the gate), 

Like Roman Genrral: triumphant, 

And then they take a turn and jump on *t. 

It graveit parions here advance, 

They cannot paſs before they dance; 

There *s not a ſoul that do-s reſort here, 

But ſtrips himſelf to pay t.. porter, 


XX. On the VowEerLs. 


are little airy creatures, 
All of di:lerc;.t voice and fcatures ; 
One of us in glaſs is ſet, 
One of us you N Hund in jet, 
T* other you may ice in tin, 
And tlie ſourth a box within 3 
M the fifth you Oould purſue, 
It can nc ver Hy from you, 


XXI. On Sxow. 


|" heaven I fall, though from earth] begin: 

No lady alive can ſhe w ſuch a ſkin. 

I'm bright as an angel, and light as a feather; 
But heavy and dark, when you ſqu-eze me together. 


| 
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] Thougb candovr and truth in my afpeR I bear, 


Yet many poor creatures I help to enſnare. 
Though fo much of Heaven appears in my make, 
The toulefti impreT.ons I cally take, 

My parent and I produce one ai-other, 


The motlcr the daughter, the daughter the mother. 


XL. | On « Cinnzon; 


FGOTTEN, and born, and dying with noiſc, 
The terror of womca, and pleaſure of boys, 

Like the feet ion of peets conceriuing the wind, 

I'm chichy uaruly when ſi og e confin'd, 

For {Iver and gold I don trouble my head, 

But all i light in is pieces of lead; 

Fxcept hen I trade wito a ſhip or a town, 

Why taca 1 mats pire2s of iron go down. 

One property more ! wceuli! have you remarks, , 
No lady was ever mere fond of a fark; 

The moment I get ne, my foul 's all a-fire, 
And I rcar out my joy, av in trauſport expire, 


XXIII. On a Pais or Dics. 


are little brethren twain, 
Arbiters of loſs and gain 
Many to our counters run, 

Some are made, and ſome undone ; 
But men find it to their coſt, 

Few are made, but numbers loſt. 
Theugh we play them tricks for ever, 
Yet they always hope our favour, 


XXIV. On a Caxprx. 


TO LADY CARTERET 


F all inhabitants on earth, 
To Man alone 1 owe my birth; 

And yet the Cow, the Shecp, the Bee, 
Are all my parents more than lie. 
I, a virtue firange aud rare, 
Make the faireſt look more tair ; 
And myſeli, which yet is rarer, 
Growing old, grow til] tha fairer. 
Like ſots, alone I 'n dull enough, 
When dos'd with ſmoak, and ſmear'd with ſnuff; 
But, in the mi{l{t of mirth and wine, ' 
I with double l:fre ſhine. 
Emblem of the Fair a:m 1, 
Poliſt. d neck, and radiant eye; 
In my eye my greateſt grace, 
Emblem of the Cyclops? race; 
Metals 1 like them ſubdue, 
Slave like them to Vulcan too. 
Emblem of a monarch old, 
Wiſe, and glorious to behold ; 
Waſted he appears, and pale, 
Watching for the public weal: 
Emblem ef the baſhful dame, 
That in ſceret feeds her flame, 
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Often aiding to impart 

All the ſecrets of her heart. 
Various is my bulk and hue ; 

Big like Befs, and ſnall lite Sue; 
Mow brown an kura'd as a nut, 
At other times a very fut; 

Gfte:;: Air, and folt, and tender, 
Taper, tall, and ſawooth, and fender; 
Lic Flora deck'd with various flowers; 
Like Phu bus, guariiian of thc hours: 
But, whatever be my dreſs, 
Greater be my e or leſe, 

$welliag be my ſhave or ſmall, 

Live thyſelf I ſhine in all. 

(hauded if mv ace is leen, 

Ny complexion wan and green, 
Languid like a Iove- {ck maid, 
Seel affords me preſent aid, 

Soon or late, my date is done, 

As wy thread or life is tpua; 

Yet ta cut the fatal thread 

Or revives my drooping head: 


\ » 


| 
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AxsSwtreD BY Dx. SWIFT. ; 


WITH half an eye your riddle 1 ſpy. 

I obierve your wicket hemm'd in by a thicket, 

And whatever pailes is frraired through glaſſes. 

You ſay it is quiet: I flatly deny it. | 

It wa: ders about, without Qirring out; 

No peT.cn ſo weak but gives it a tweaks, _ 

Love, joy, and devotion, ſet it always in motion. 

Aud à ior the tragic effects of its magick, 

Which you ſay it can hill or revive at its wiil, 

The dead are all ſounc, and revive above greund, 

After all you have writ, it cauncot be wit; 

Which piaialy does follow, ſnce it flies 
Apollo. 

Its cowardice ſuch, it cries at a touch: 

"Tis a perfect milkſop, grows drunk with a drop, 

Another graat ;ault, it cant. ot bear ſalt : 

And a hair can diſarm it of every charm. 


Yet 1 periſh in my prime, 

Seldom by the death of time; 

Die like lovers as they gaze, 

Die for thoſe 1 live to pleaſe ; 

Pine unpitied to my ura, 

Nor warm the fair for whom I burn: 
Unpiticd, ur.lamented too, 

Die like all that look on you. 


XXV. TO LADY CARTERET. 
BY Ds. DELANY. 


REACH all things near me, and far off to 
boot, 
Without ſtretching a finger, or ſtirring a ſoot ; 
I take them all in too, to add to your wonder, 
Though many aud various,and large and aſuuder, | 
Without juitling or crowdiug they paſs fide by 


ide 
Through a wonderſul wicket, not half an inch 
wide: 


Then | lodge N. em at eaſe in a very large ſtore, 

Of no breadth or length, with a thouland things | 
more. 

All this 1 can do without witchcraft or charm ; 

Though ſometimes, they ſay, I bewitch and do 
har, 

Though gold, I inflame; and though quiet, in- 
Valeo 


And nothing can ſhield from my ſpell but a 


fr. adde. 
A thief that has robb'd you, or done you diſ- 
grace, 


In magical mirror Ill ſhew you his face : 
Nay, i you 'I believe what the poets have ſaid, 
They n tell you 1 kill, and can call back the dead 
Like conjurers ſale in my circle | dwell ; 

1 love to look black too, it heightens my ſpell. 
Though my magick is mighty in every hue, 


{ Where mirt 


A RECEIPT 


[ To xesToRE STELLA'S YouTn. 1724-5. 


, Scottiſh hinds, too poor to houſe 
In frotty nights their ſtarving cows, 
While not a blade of graſs or hay 
Appears from Michaclmas to May, 
Mutt let their cattle range in vain 
For ood along the barren plain. 
Meagre and lank with faſting , 
And nothing left but ſł in and — ; 
Expos'd to want, and wind, and weather, 
They juſt ceep life and ſoul together, 
Till ſummer-ſhowers and eveuiug's dew 
Again the verdant glebe renew; 
And, as the vegetables riſe, 
Ihe ſamiſh*d cow her want ſupplies : 
Without an ounce of latt year's feſh, 
M hate%er ſhe gains is young and freſh ; 
Grows plump and round, and full of mettle, 
As rihng trom Medes kettle, 
With youth aud beauty to inchant 
Euro as countericit gallant, 
= Why, Stella, ſhoulc you knit your brow, 
Tf I compare you to the cow? 
'1is quit the caſe ; tor you have faſted 
So long, till all your ficfh is walted, 
And muſt againſt the warmer days 
Be ſent to = down to graze; 
„ aud cxerciſe, and air, 
Will ſoca your appetite repair: 
Tue rutriment will from within, 
Romi all your body, plump your ſl in, 
Will agitate the lazy food, 
And fill your veins with ſprightly blocd: 
Nor fleſh nor blond will be the tame, 
Nor aught of Stella but the name; 
For what was ever undg-r{tnnd, 
By human kind, but Ach and blood? 
And if your fleſn and blood be new, 
You Il be no more the former yew 3; 
But for a blooming nymph will paſs, 
Juſt fifteen, coming ſummer's grals, 


Who ice all my power muſt ſee it in You, 
©, [ 
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Your jetty locks with garlands crown'd : 
While all the *ſquires for nine miles round, 
Attended by a brace of curs, ; 
With joc'ry boots and idver ſpurs, 

No lets than juſtices 0 querwn, 

Their cow-boys bearing cloaks before em, 
Shall leave deciding. broken pates, 

To kiſs your ſteps at Quilca gates. 

But, let you ſhould my {ill diſgrace, 
Come back before you *rc out of caſe: 

For if to Michaelmas you ſtay, 

The new-born fleſh wil! mel away; 

The *lquire in ſcorn will fly the houſe 

Fer better game, and look for grouſe; 
But here, before the froft can mar it, 

We M make it firm with beef and claret. 


STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 1724-5. 


8. when a b-auteous nymph decays, ' 
We ſay, ſhe's paſt her danciug-days ; 

S poets loſe their feet by time, 

And can no longer dance in rhyme. 

Your annual bard had rather choſe 

To celebrate your birth in proſe: 

Yet merry foli:s, who want by chance * 

A pair to mabe a country-dance, | 

Call the old houſe-keeper, and get her 

To fill a place, for waut of better: 

While Sheridan is off the hooks, 

And friend Delany at his books, 

That Stella may avoid diſgrace, 

Ouce more the Dear, fi pes their place. 
Beauty and wit, too fad a truth ! 

Have always been confin'd to youth; 

Th: god of wit, and beauty's queen, 

He twenty-one, and ſhe tiftcen, 

No port ever fweetly ſung, 

Unl-ſ; he were, like Phabus, young: 

Nor over nymph iaſpir'd to rhy:ac, 

Ul, like Venus, in her prime. 

At uty-{x, if this be true, 

Ain | a pnet fit for you? 

Or, at the agg of thrty-three, 

Are you a ſubject tit or me? 

Atlieu! brig'n wit, and rartiant eyes! 

You muſt he grave, and I b. wiſe. 

Our fate in vin we would oppoſe : 

But IN be till your friend in proſe: 

Eitc:m and friend Lip to expreſs, 

Will act require poctic drefs 1 

And, i the Muſe deny her aid 

To have them fare, they mar he ſ id. 85 
But, Stella, ſay, what evil tongus 

Reports you are no Jong cr young: 

Tuat Time fits, wich his ſcythe, to mow 

Werz 2r t fat Cupil with his bow 3 

That half your 1oc'ts are turn'd ta grey? 

I'll ar believe a ward they ſay. 

"Tis true, but 1-t it ant he known, 

My ey: ar- fora:zwhe din nich grown: 

For nu, alu a” bas the right, 

To your decays ad un vy sight; 


| And wrinkles unditinguifh'd paſs, 


* 


* 


For I 'm aſam d to uſ a glaſs; 
And till I ſee them with theſe eyes, 
Whoever ſays you have them, lies. 

No length of time can mae you quit 
Honour and virtue, ſenſe and wit : 
Thu you may ftill be young to me, 
While 1 cau better hear than ſee. 
Ch, nc'er may Fortune ſrew her ſpight, 
To make me d=, aud mend my f 


AN EPIGCGRAM 


ON WOOD?S BRASS MONEY. 


ARTERET was welcom'd to the ſhores 
Firſt with the brazen cannons roar ; 
To meet him next the ſoldier comes, 
With brazen tramps and brazen drums; 
Approaching near the town he hears 
The brazen bells ſalute his ears: 
But, when Wond's braf< began to ſound, 
Guns, trumpets, drums, and bells, were drowe'd., 


A SIMILE, 


ON OUR WANT OF SILVER: 
And the only War to nur it. 172g. 


S when of old ſome ſorcereſs threw 
O'er the moon's face a ſable hue, 

To drive unſcen her magic chair, 
At midnight, through the darken d air; 
Wiſe people, who believ'd with reafou 
Tha this eclipſe was out of ſcaſon, 
Afiirnwd the moon was ſick, and tell 
To cure her by a counter-ſpell. 
Cen thou ſand cymbals now begin 
To read the {ies with brazen ding 
The cymbal?” rattling founds diſpel 
The cloud, and drive the hig to hl. 


The moon, delver'd from her pain, 


Dis plays her /, face again 
| (Note here, that is tic chomic yl, 


The moon is //ver all this waille). , 
Se (if my mil: you mid. d, 
Which I cvniers is ton loonewiid ed) 
When late a ſemi::j.- mazic ai, 
Join'd with a ber potiticiang 
Yxpn*d, to blind the nates eye, 
4 parc 1menty of Hr-uligtous (2 
Conceal'd behind that ampl- ſerren, 
Ther- w ud ver le be ſœen. 
But to £415 parchine t let the Drapier 
Opp his coanter-enem 07 paper, 
And ring Wor Ps copper in our cars 
Sn 1-14 tina tac nation hears; 
Tu Tu 1 will nate the parch nent“ hrivel, 
Aud drive th conjurers to the devil: . 
* A great lady TY. ſuld {0 hawe been bribed by 
Wee. 
+ T's piter! for coi ning fegen. 
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Aud, when the ſky is grown ſerene, 
Our ſilver will appear again. 


WOOD AN INSECT. 1725. 


B* long obſervation I have under ſtond, 
That two little vermin are kin to Will Wood, 
The firft is an inſect they call a <oce/-louſe, . 
That folds up itſelf in itſelf for a houſe, 
As round as a ball, without head, without tail, 
og in a ſtrong coat of mail. 
thus Willia-m Wood to my fancy appears 
In fillets of braſs roll'd what + ears: 
And over theſe llets he wiſely has thrown, 
To keep out of danger, a doublet of ſtone v. 
The louſe of the <aco for a med'cine is us'd, 
Or ſwallow'd alive, or il ĩlfully bruis'd, 
And, let but our mother Hibernia contrive 
To ſwallow Will Wood cither brui:'d or alive, 
She need be no more with the jaundice poſſeſt, 
Or fic): of eb :ruficns, and pains in her che, 
The next is an inſect we call a weod-worm, 
That lies in old wee like a hare in her form; 
With teeth or with claws it will bite or will 
ſcratch; 
And — RK chriſten this worm a dead- 
— N 
Becauſe like a watch it always cries click : 
Then woe be to thoſe in the houſe who are fick ; 
For, as ſure as a gun, they will give up the 


Tf the maggot cries c/ick when it ſcratches the 
ſ. 


po 
But a kettle of ſcalding hot water injected 
Infallibly cures the timber affected: 
The omen is broken, the danger is over; 
The maggot will die, and the fick will recover. 
Such a worm was Will Wood, when he ſcratch'd 
at the door 
Of a governing ſtateſman or favourite whore : 
The death of our nation he ſeem'd to foretell. 
And the found of his braſs we took for our knell. 
But _ face the Drapicr hath heartily maul'd 


in, 

I think the beſt thing we can do is to ſcald him. 
For which operation there 's nothing mare proper 
Than the liquor he deals in, his own melted 


er; 

Unleſs, like the Dutch, you rather would boil 

This coiner of rap in a cauldron of oil. 

Then chooſe which you pleaſe, and let cach bring 
a faggot, 

For ovr — is at an end with the death of the 
maggot, 


Ox WOOD rue Inon-moxGeR. 
ALMONEUS, as the Grecian tale is, 
Was a mad copper-ſmith of EI; 


# He cha in gael fer debt. 
+ Samer feit half-tence. 


1725. 
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Up at his forge by morning-peep, 

May evjeture Te the fine oct ſeep; 

Among a crew of royſtering fellows 

Would fit whole evenings at the alchouſe 2 

His wife and children wanted bread, 

While he went always drunk to bed. 

This vapouring ſcah muſt needs deviſe 

To ape the thunder of the ſkies : 

With 67 two fiery ſteeds he ſhod, 

Ta make a clattering as they trod. 

Of poliſh*d &raſ+ his flaming car 

Like lightning dazzled from atar ; 

And up he mounts into the box, 

And he mutt thunder, with a pox. 

Then furious he begins his march, 

Drives rattling o'er a brazen arch ; 

With ſquib3 and crackers arm*d, to throw 

Among the trembling croud bclqw. 

All ran to prayers, both priefis and laity, 

To pacify this angry deity : 

When jove, in pity to the town, 

With real thunder knock'd him down. 

Then what a buge delight were all in, 

To ſee the wie ed varlet fprawling; 

They ſearch'd his poc! ets on the place, 

And found hi: copper all was baſe ; 

They laugbꝰd at ſuch an Iriſh blunder, + 

To fake the noiſe of brafs for thunder. 
The moral of this tale is proper, 

Apply'd to Wood's adulter d copper; 

Which, as he ſcatter'd, we like dolts, 

Miſtook at firſt for thunder-bolts 

Before the Drapier ſhot 2 letter, 

(Nor Jove himſelf could do it better) 

Whsch, lighting on th! impoſtor*s crown, 

Like real thunder knock'd him down. 


— 


WILL WOOD'S PETITION 


TO THE PEOPLE OF IRELAND; 


Being aa excellent Nx w Soxc, ſuppoſed to be 
made, and ſung in the ſtreets of Du: LIx, by 
WilLiau Woop, Iron-monger and Half- 


penny-monger. 
1725. 


dear Iriſh folks, 
Come leave off your jokes, 
And buy up my half-pence ſo fine; 
So fair and ſo bright, 
They 'I give you delight; 
Obſerve how they gliſten and ſhine ! 


They 1 ſell, to my grief, 
As cheap as neck-heef, 

For counters at cards to your wife; 
And every day 


Vour children may play 
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Come hither, and try 3 
11] teach you to buy _ 
A pot of good ale for a farthing : 
Come; three-pence a ſcore, 
1 aſk you no more, 
And a fig for the Drapicr and Hardinge *. 
When tradeſmer: have gold, 
The thi-f will 1-e bold, 
By night and ly day for to rob him: 
My copper is ſuch, 
| No robber will touch, 
And ſo you may daintily bob him, 
The little blackguard, 
Who gets very hard 
His half-pence for cleaning your ſhoes 3 
Wh-o his pockets are cramm d 
| With mine aud be d— d, 
He may wear he has nothing to loſe. 
Here 's half-pence in plenty, 
For one you Il have twe: ty, 
Though thouſands are not worth a pudden: 
Your neighbours will think, 
When your pocket cries chink, 
You are grown plaguy rich on a ſudden. 
You will be my tha kers, 
1 Il make you my bankers, 
As good as Ben Burton or Fade; 
For nothiag ſſ. all paſs 
But my pretty braſ:, 
And then you I be all of a trade. 


"I'm a ſon of a whore 
If 1 have a word more 
To ſay in this wretebed condition. 
If my coin will not paſs, 
I muſt dic like an aſs; 


And ſo 1 conclude my pctition, 


ditty : 


ing. 


and br-wing : 


tall men, 
thral! men, 


men, 


* The Draierꝰt printer. 
T Two famous bankers, 
Vo I. V. 


AN ENU SONG- 
ON WOOD'S HALF-PENCE. 


E people of Ircland, both country and city, 
Come liſten with patience, and hear out my 


At this time 1 Il chooſe to be wiſer than witty. 
uch aebedy can deny. 


The Halſ-pence are coming, the nation's undo- 
There *s an end of your ploughing, and baking, 


In ſtort, you mult all go to rack and to ruin. 
| iich, &e 


Both high men and low men, and thick men and 
And rich men and poor men, and free mea and 
Will ſuffer; and this man, and that man, and all 

| Miel, &. 
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The Soldier is ruin d, poor man ! by his pay ; 
His fe- pence will prove but a farthing a day, 
For meat, or tor drink; or he muſt run away. 
Mil, bee, 
When he pulls out his two-pence, the Tapfter 
ſays not, 
That ten times as much he muſt pay for his ſhot ; 
Ard thus the poor Soldier muſt ſoon go to pot. 
Which, Ge. 
If he goes to the Paker, the Baker will buff, 
And twenty-pence have for a two-penay loaf, 


| Then, dog, rogue, and raſcal, and ſo kick and 
cut, 


, 

Which, &c. 
> to the market whenever he gocs, 

Butcher and Soldier muſt be mortal foes ; 

One cuts off an car, and the other a noſe. 

W. ich, &, 
The Butcher is ftont, and he values no ſwagger ; - 
A cl:av-r 's a match any time for a dagger, 
And a bluz ſleeve may give ſuch a cut as may 


ſtagger. 
Which, &c. 


The Beggars themſelves will be broke in a trice, 
When thus their poor farthings are ſank in their 


price; 
When nothing is left, they muſt live on their lice. 
With, &c. 


The Squire poſic {5d of twelve thouſard a year, 

O Lord! what a mountain his rents would appear! 
Should he tae them, be would not have houſe- _ 
room, TI fear, Oe 

x Which, ec. 


Though at prefent he lives in a very large houſe, 
There would then not be room in it left tor a 
mouſce; 
But the Squire 's too wiſe, he will not take a ſouſe. 
Which, &c. 
The Farmes, who comes with his rent in this 
caſt, 


For ta ting theſe counters, and being fo raſh, 
W. ill be kick'd out of doors, both lumfclf and his 


traſh, ] 
Which, &c, 


For, in all the leaſes that ever we hold, 

We muſt pay our rent in good filver and gold, 

And not in brafs tokens of ſuch a baſe mold. 
Wich, &c, 

The wiſeſt of Lawyers all ſwear, they will war- 

rant | ; 
No money but ſdver and gel can be current 
A..d, tice they will wear it, we all znay be ſure 


Gn *t. 
Which, &c, 
And I thick, after all, it would be very ſtraage 
To give current money for baſe in exchange, 
Lie a fine lady ſwappiag her moles for the 
mange. 


Aich, Sow 


| X Xx 
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That no man need take them but who has a mind, 
For which we mutt ſay that his majeſty 's kind. 
Which, &c, 
Now God bleſs the Drapier who per d our eyes! | 
I'm ſure, by his book, that the writer is wiſe ; 
He es us the cheat, from the end to the riſe. 
Mich, &c. 
Nay, farther he ſhe ws it a very hard caſe, 
That this fellow Wood, of a very had race, 
Should of all the fine gentry of Ireland tate place, 
Which, 6c. 
That he and his half-pence ſhould come to weigh 
down 
Our ſubjeas ſo loyal and true to the crown: 
But I hope, after all, that they will be his own. 
8 Which, &c. 
This book, I do tell you, is writ for your goods, 
And a very good book againſt Mr, WondPs ; 
If you ſtand true together, be 's 1:ſt in the ſud, 
Which, &c. 


Ye — and trades- men, and farmers, go 
it, 
For I think in my ſoul at this time tha: you need 
itz 


A SERIOUS POEM 
UPON WILLIAM WOOD, 


Prafier, Tinker, Hardwareman, Coiner, Founder, 
and Eſquire, 


WR foes are &crcome, we preſerve them 
from ſlaughter, | 


To be khewer: of weed, and drawers of water. 

Now, although to draw water is not very 

Yet we all ſhould rejoice to be hervers of Weed. 

I own, it has often provobd me to mutter, 

That a rogue ſo eſcure ſhould make ſuch a clutter : 

But ancient Philoſophers wiſely remark, 

That old rotten M ved will ſhine in the Al. 

The Heathens, we read, had Ges made of Med, 

Who could do them no harm, if they did thc in 

no good: 
But this idol e may do us great vil; 
Their Gods were of He; but our Mad is the 
Devil. 

To cut down fine N vad, is x very bad thing; 

And yet we all know much geld it will bring. 

+ if cutting down Fed brings moi. ey good 

ore, | 

Our money to keep, let us car dorwn ene mere, 
Now hear an old tale. There anciently flood 

(1 forget in what church) an image of . 

Concerning this image there went a pretlict ion, 

It would burn a whole feref; nor was it a fiction. 


*T was cut into faggots and put to the flame, | 
To burn an old Friar, one Fere# by name. 


Sw1iFrT's POEM 5$. 


My tale is a wiſe one, if well underſtood: 
Find you but the Vier; ant i n find the Fd, 
] hear, among ſcholars there is a great doubt 
From what kind of tre this Ne was bew out, 
Teague made a good pun by a 6rezwe in his 
ſpeech ; 
And ſaid, By my ſhrew, ie the ſen if x Bxter. 
Some call him a Ther n, the curic oi the nation, 
As Thorns were deſign d to be from the creation, 
Some think him cut out from the poiſonons Few, 
Beneath whoſe ill ſtade no plant ever grew. 
Some fay he 's A Birch, a thought very odd; 
For none but a dure would come under his red, 
But [ I] tell you the ſecret ; hut pray do not blab; 
He is an old ſtump cut out of a Cr. 
And England has put this Cr to a hard uſe, 
To cudgel our bones, and for drink give us te- 
*r; . 

And therefore his cu ee juſtly may boat, 
That none are mere properly knights of the P.., 
ne ꝰer could endure my talent to ſmother; 

told you one tale, and 1 Il teil you another. 

A jo iner, to faften a ſaĩ at in a nz, 

Bar'd a large n ger-Hele ia the image's breech; 

But, finding the latue to make no complaint, 

He would ne er be convinc'd it was a 77-0 int, 

When the ir wc Herd arrives, as he ſoon will, no 
doubt, 

(For that 's but a ſham Fd they carry about“) 

What uf he is made of, you quickly may find, 

If you make the ſame trial, and bore him bei. 

I hold you a groat, When you wwimble his bun, 

He ll bellow as loud as the Devi in a drum. 

From me, Ideclare, you ſhall have no denial; 


And there can be no harm in making a trial : 
And, when to the joy of your hearts he has roar'd, 


You may ſhew him about for a new greaxing« 

berrd, 
Hear one ftory more, ard then I will ſtop. 

I] dreamt Med was told he ſhould die by a dre; 

So methought he reſolved no liquor to taſte, 

For fear the f/ &r 2p might as well be his /:7, 

But diem are like oracles 3 tis hard to explain 
em; 

For it prov'd that he died of a drep at Kilmain- 
hamf. 

wald n —_— and not without hope, 

Very ſoon to fee Mol drop down from a ee. 

How he! and how, we, at cach other ſhould grin! 

Ti kindoeſs to hold a friend up hy the coin, 

But ſot! ſays the Herald; I canuot agres; 

For metal on wet.il is falſe Huroldry, 

Why, that may be true; yut #24 upon M 

In maintain with my life, is Heraldry good. 


TO DR SHERIDAN. 
Dec. 14, 17191, 9 at night. 
- Sin, 


T is impoſſible to know hy your letter whether 
the wine is to he hottled ta- morraw, or no. 
If it be, or be not, why did not you, in 
Engliſh, tell us ſo? 
* He woas frequantly burnt in effigy » 
+ Their place of cæecut .. 
J This is probably dated tie cariy, 


s WIT T's 


For my part, is was hy mere chance I came to ſit 
with the ladies* this night: 

Aid if they had not told me there was a letter 
from you; and your man Alexander had not 
gone, and come back from the deaury; and 
tae Loy here had not been ſent to let Alexander 
kaow 1 was here; 1 ſhould have miſſed the 
letter out-right, 

Truly 1 don't know who 's bound to be ſending 
for corks to ſtop your bottles, with a vengeance. 

Make a page of your own age, and ſend your 
man Alexander to buy corks; for Saunders 
already has gone above ten jaunts. | 

Mrs. Dingley and Nirs. Johnſon ſay, truly | 
don't care for your wife's company, 
they like your wine ; but they had rather have 
it at their own houte to drink ia quiet, | 

However, they own it is very civil in Mr. Sheridan 
to make the offer; and they cannot deny it. 

1 wiſh Alexander faie at St. Catharinc's to-night, | 
with all my heart aad ſoul, upon my word and 
honour : 

But I think it baſe in you to ſend a poor fellow 
ont ſo late at this time of year, when one 
would not turn out a dog that one valued; 1 
appeal to your friend Mr. Connor. 

I would preſent my humble ſervice to my lady 
Mountcaſhel ; but truly I thought ſhe would 
have made advances to have been acquainted 
with me, as ſhe pretended, 

But now I can write no more, for you ſee plainly | 
my paper is ended. 


1 P. 8. 
—— ants your letter you *d 
ted: 
Much plague it created, I ſcolded and rated: 
My ſoul is much grated; for your man I long 
waited, . 
I think you are fated, like a bear to be baited : 
Your man is belated ;, the caſe I have ftated ; 
And me you have cheated. My ſtable *s unſlated. 
Come back t us well freighted, 
Iremember my late head; and wiſh you tran- 
ſlated, | 
For teazing me. 


| 


: 

. 

| 

| 

| 2 P. 8. | 
Mrs, Dingley defires me {ingly 

Her ſervice to preſent you; hopes that will con- 

teat you; 


But Johuſon madam is grown a ſad dame, 
For want of converſe, and cannot ſend one verſe. 


; 3 P. . | 
You hoap fuck a twattling with you and your 
ttling; | 
8 15 the ſum total, we ſhall ne'er have a 


The long and the ſhort, we ſhall not have a quart. | 

Iv im you would ſign t, that we have a pint. 
For all your colloguing, I *d be glad of a knog- | 
gin? | 
But I doubt ?tis a ſham ; 2 won't give us a 
s you 21 | 


* Mrs, Dingley and Mrs, Fohnſor., | 


POEM 3, 
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»Tis of fFine a month moon: full, you won*®t part 
with a ſpœonful; 
And ! mutt be uimble, if I can i] my tumble. 
You ſee 1 won't p, till I come to a drop; 
But I doubt the orazulum is a poor ſuperr aculum; 
Though perhaps you tell it for a grace, if we 
1 


STELLA, 


TO QUILCA, 
A CotxTay-Hovuses of Da. SHERIDAN 


In no very good Repair. 17525. 
ET me thy prop-rtics explain : 

A rotten cabbin dropping rain; 
Chimnies with ſcorn rcjetting ſmoke ; 
Stools, tables, chairs, and bedſteads broke. 
Here cle ments have loft their uſes, 

Air ripens rot, nor earth produces z 

In vain we make poor Sheelah“ toil, 

Fire will not roaft, nor water boil. 
Through all the valleys, hills, and plains, 
The ſs Want in triumph reigns; 
And chief offccrs of ſtate, 

Sloth, Dirt, and Theft, around ber wait, 


The Brrsst ses of a CouxnTay-Lirg. 17235, 


FAR from our dettors ; no Dublin letters; 
Not ſeen by our betters. 


The Pracurs of a CouxTary-Lire. 


A companion with news; a great want of ſhoesz 

Fat lean meat; or chooſe ; a church without pews- 

Cur horſes aftray ; no ſtraw, oats, or hay * 

December in May; our boys run away; all ſer- 
vants at play. 


- 2 
— 


- 


DR. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFT, 


D have you to know, as ſure as you 're Dean, 
L On Thurtday wy cad of Cbrien 1 Pl drain: 
If my wite is not willing, I ſay fhe 5 a quean ; 
And my right to the cellar, egad, I Il maintain 
As bravely as auy that fouglit at Dunbiaiu : 
Go tell it her over ad over again. 
I hope, as I ride to the town, it won't rain; 
For. Gould it, I fear it will cool niy hot brain, 
Entirely extinuiſt ny poctic vein 3 
Aud thin 1 ould be as nupid as Kain, 
Who preachd on three heads, though he men- 
tow d Hut twain. 
Now Vvarcel is ii hatte, and begins to complain; 
Your moſt humble ſervaut, Dear Sir, I remain, 
T. S—x. 
Get Hcl) am, Walmſley. Delany, 
Ard ſome Grattans, it there be any® ; 
"Yake care you do not bid too may. 


* The name &f on Iriſh ſervant. 
diy for they were countr y=clergy, 


* 1. 6. in 
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DR. SWIFT'S ANSWER 


verſes you ſent on the bottling your wine 
Were, in every one's judgment, excced- 
ingly fine; 
And I muſt confeſs, as a dean and div ine, 
J think you inſpir'd by the Muſes all nine. 
I nicely examin'd them every line, 
A a barn-door did 
ine, 


Ch, that Jove would give me ſuch a taleut as 
thine ! 


With Delany or Dan 1 would ſcorn to combine. 

I know they have many a wicked def gn: 

And, give Satan his due, Dan begins to ref ne. 

However, I th, honeſt comracle of mine, 

You would really on Thurſday leave $t.C atharin-*, 

_ I hear you are cramm'd every day like a 

wine; 

With me you M no more have a ſtomach to dine, 

Nor after your victuals lie ſleeping ſupine: 

So I wiſh you were toothefs, lik: Lord Maſſerine. 

But, were you as wicked as lewd Arctine, 

1 wiſh you would tel me which way you ive ſine 

I, when you return, your road you don't live, 

Ca Thurſday 1 I pay my reſpeds at your ſhrine, 

Vie rever you bend, wherever you twine, | 

In C:zuarc, or in oppoſite circle, or triue. 

our beef will on Thurſday ve ſalter than brine ; 

I hope you have ſwili'd, with new milk from the 

As much as the Liffee * outdone by the Rhine; 

And Dau ſrall be with us, with noſe agzuiline. 

It you do za come back, we ſhall weep out our 
eyne ; 

Or may your gown never be good Lotherine, 

The beef you have got, I hear, is a chice; 

Bit, if too many come, ycur madam will whiae; 

And then you may kiſs the low end of ber ſpine, 

But enough of this poetry Alexandrine: 

I hope you will net think this a p<jguine, 


— —ͤ ) — . —— 


A PORTRAIT T 
Frem the Life, 


, fit by my de, while this picture 1 
Oraw ; 
Ja chattering a magpie, in pride a jack dow; 
A terer the devii himnſe could rot bridle 
Impertinent mixture of buſy and idle; 
As rude as a bear, o mul: halt fo crabbed ; 
She ſwill: Fre a fow, a d te br:cds like a rabbit; 
A hon: izv-ito in bed, at table a ſlattern; 
Yor all an example, or no one a patter”. 
New tell me, friend Thoma:#, Fordf, Grattar:. 
and merry Nay ſl, 


Has this any likenefs 1O good madam S';eridan ? 


8 


* Tre ſeat Li Afcurte el, rear Dublir. 
T Lr. Tam Ther f bur. 
I Cork tot of Weotnark Fly. 


al Rewerens 7 Rratt nm, 


POE M8. 


UPON STEALING A CROWN | 
WHEN THE DEAN WAS ASLEEP. 
BY DR, SHERIDAN. 


EAR Dean, fince you in ſleepy wiſe 
Have op'd your mouth, and clos'd your 
cyes; 
Like ghoſt, I glide along your floor, 
And ſoftly ſhut the parlour door : 
For, ſhould I break your ſweet repoſe, 
Who knows what money you might loſe ; 
Since oftentimes it has been tornd, 
A dream haz given ten thouſand pound ? 
Then ſieep, my friend; dear dean, ſieep on, 
And all you get ff all be your own 
Provided you to this agree, 
That all you loſe belongs to me. 


THE DEAN'S ANSWER, 


O, about twelve at night, the punk 
Steals from the cully when he 's drunk; 
Nor is contented with a treat, 
Without ber privilege to cheat. 
Nor can I the leaſt difierence find, 


| But that you leſt no clap behind. 


But, j{ apart, reſtore, you capon ye, 

My twelve thirteens“ and fix-pence ba*penny, 
To cat my meat, and drink my medlicot, ; 
And then to give me ſuch a deadly cut— 


But *tis obſerv*d, that men in gowns 


Are mott inclin'd to plunder crowns, 

Could you but change a crown as caſy 

As you can ſteal one, how *twould pleaſe ye! 
I thought the lady at St. Catharine” 

Knew how to ſet you better patterns ; 

For this I will not dine with Agmondiſhamy 
And for his victuals let a ragman diſh em. 


THE STORM; 


MINERVA'S PETITION, 


ALLAS, a grddefs chaſte and wile, 
Deſcending lately from the fi ies, 
To Neptune went, and begg*d in form 
He *d give his orders for a ftorm ; 
A fiorm, to drown that raſcal] Horte, 
And ſte would kindly thank him for 't: 
A wretch ! whom Engliſh rogues, to fpite her, 
Had lately honour'd with a mitre. 

The god, who favour'd her requeſt, 
Aſſur'd her he would do his beft: 
But Venus had been there before, 
P]-1ded the biſhop lov'd a whore, 

And had enlarg'd her empire wide; 
He own'd no deity beſide. 


* A filling paſſeth fer thirteen-pence in Trelard, 
+ Lady Mourtcoflel, 
: Agmenaiſham Vejey, eſg. a very wer iy gent ts 


$ Reverend Dariel Fuck/:n, \ man, for wem the Dear: had a great efteem, 


SWIFrT*s 


At fea or land, if cer you found him 

Without 2 miſtreſs, hang or drown him. 

Since Burnet's death, the hiſhop's bench, | 

Till Horte arriv*d, ne“ er kept a wench: 

ir Horte muſt ſink, ſte grieves to tell it, 

She ll not have left one Fngle prelate ; 

For, to ſay truth, ſhe did witend him, 

Elect of Cyprus in cen.merd.cm., 

Aud, ſince her birth the ocean gave her, 

She could not doubt her uncle*s favour, 
Then Prot-us urg'd the fame requeſt, 

But half in carn-ft, half in jet; 

Said hie Great ſovereigi. of the main, 

« To drown him all attempts are vain 3 

„lor te can aſſume more forms thay, 1, 

« A rake, a bully, pimp, or ipy; 

« Can crecp or run, or fy or ſwim; 

« All metious are alike to him : 

« urn him adriit, aud you all find 

& He know: to Cul with every wind; 

« Or, throw him overLoard, he A ride 

« A; well againſt, as uit the tide, 

« But, Pallas, you *ve apply'd too late 3 

« For 'tis decreed, by jove a:d Fate, 

% That Ireland muſt be ſoon deſtroy d, 

« And ho but Horte can be employ d? 

« You need not then have been to pert, 

In ſending Bolton * to ( lonfert. 

J found you did it, by your grinning; 

« Your buſineſs in, to wind your ſpinning. 

« But how you cane to interpoſe 

« In making biſhops, no one knows: 

« Or who regarded your report; 

For never were you ſeen at court. 

& Aud if you muſt have your petition, 

« There 's BerkeleyF in the ſame condition: 

« Look, there he frauds, and *tis but juſt, 

„If one muſt drown, the other muſt ; 

* But, if you Il leave us biſhop Judas, 

* W: "Il give you Berkeley for Bermudas. 

* Now, if *twill gretiſy your ſpight, 

To put him in a plaguy iright, 

* Although tis hardly worth the coſt, 

* You ſoon all ſee him ſoundly toſt. 

„ You'll find him ſwear, blaſpheme, and damn 

(And every moment tale a dram) 

« His ghauly viſage with an air 

* Of reprobation and deſpair : 

Or elſe ſome hidiug-hede he ſeeks, 

* For ſcar the reſt ould fay he ſqueaks ; 

* Cr, a: Fitzpatrick? did before, | 

*« Reſolve to periſh with his whore 3 

Or elſe he raves, and roars, and ſwears, 

„And, hut for ſhame, would fay his prayers, 

* Or, would you fee his ſpirits ſink, 

Fa laxing downwards in a itink ? 

« if ſuch a fight as this can pleaſe ye, 

« Goou madam Pallas, pray be eaſy, 


* Afterwards archlif.cp of Caſhel, | 

+ Dr. George Berkeley, dean of Derry, and af- 
ter card bifhep of Clone. 

t Brigadier Fitzpatrick eras drowned in one of 

the packei=beats in the bay of Dublin, in à great 


fler n. 


PO EMS. 


« To Neptune ſpeak, and he I conſent ; 
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« But he II come back the knave he went.“ 


The goddeſs, who conceiv*d an hope 
That Horte was deftin'd to a rope, 
Belicv'd it beft to eondeſcend 
To ſpare a foe, to fave a friend: 

But, fearing Berkeley might be ſcar'd, 
She leſt him Virtue for a guard. 


\ ODE CN SCIENCE. 
O0 * heavenly-born ! in deepeſt della 
If 


faireſt ſcience ever dwells 
Beneath the moſſy cave; 
Indulge the verdure of the woods; 
Wirth azure beauty gild the floods, 
And flowery carpets lave ; 


For melancholy ever reigns 

Delighted in the ſylvan ſcenes 
With ſcientific Lght; 

While Dian, huntreſs of the vales, 

Sceks lulling wounds and fanning 
Through wrapt from mortal fig 

Yet, goddeſs, yet the way explore 

With magic rites and hcathen lore 
Obſtructed and depreſs'd ; 

Till Wiſdom give the ſacred Nine, 

Untaught, not uninſpir'd, tv ſhine, 
By Reaſon?s power redreſs'd. 


When Solon and Lycurgus taught 

To moralize the human thought 
Of mad opinion's maze, 

To erring zcal they gave new laws, 

Thy charms, O Liberty, the cauſe 
That blends congenial rays. 


Rid bright Aſtraa gild the morn, 
Or bid a hundred ſuns be born, 
To hecatumb the year; 
Without thy aid, in vain the poles, 
In vain the zodiac ſyſlem rolls, 
In vain the lunar ſphere. 


Come, fuireſt princeſs of the throng, 
Bring ſwift Philoſophy along 

In metaphyſc dreams ; 
While raptur'd bards no more behold 
A vernal age of purer gold 

In Heliconian ſtreams. 
Drive Thraldon with malignant hand, 
To curſe ſome other deftin'd land 

By Folly led aftray : 
Jernc bear on azure wing 3 
Energic let her ſear, and ſing 

Thy univerſal ſway. 


Sn, when Amphion bade the lyre 

To more majeſtic ſound aſpire, 
Behold the madding throng, 

In wonder and oblivion drown'd, 

To ſculpture turn'd by magic ſound 
And petritying ſong, 


| 
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STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY, 
Mancu 13, 1726. 


S day, whate'er the fates decree, 
Shall itill be kept with joy by me: 
This day then let us not be told, 
That you are ſick, and I grown old; 
Nor think on your approachir g ills, 
And talk of ſpe&acles and pills: 
To-morrow will be time enough 
To hear ſuch mortitying ftufi. 
Yet, ſince from reaſon may be brought 
A better and more pleaſing thought, 
Which can, in ſpite of all decays, 
Support a few remaining days; 
From not the graveft of Divines 
Acc pt for once ſome ſerious lines. 
Althongh we now can form no more 
Long icheines of life, as heretoſore ; 
Yet you, while time is running faſt, 
Can look with joy on what is paſt, 
Were future happineſs and pain 
A mere coutrivance of the brain; 
As atheiſts argue, to entice 
Aud fit their proſelytes for vice 
(The only comfort they propoſe, 
To have companions in their woes): 
Grant this the caſe ; yet ſure *tis hard 
That virtue, ftyPd its own reward, 
And by all ſages underſtood 
To be the chiet of human good, 
Should ating die, nor leave behind 
Some laſiing pleaſure in the mind, 
Which by rememb ce will aſſuage 
Grief, ſickneſs, poverty, and uge, 
Aud ſtrongly foot a radiant dart 
To ſhine through life's declining part. 
Say, Stella, feel you no content, 
Rote cting on a life well ſpent ; 
Your fkiltul hand employ'd to ſave 
Defpairirg wretches rom the grave: 
And then ſupport ng with your {tore 
Thoſe whom you drazg'd from death before ? 
So Providence on mortals waits, 
Preferving what it ſrſt creates, 
Your generous boldnets todeſend 
An innoce..t aud abtent friend; 
That courage which can make you juſt 
To merit humbled in the Quit ; 
The deteflation you egpreſs 
For vic: in all ite gliticring dreſs ; 
Tha! patience under tottering pain, 
Where fiubborn Rocks would complain; 
AMnit theſe lixe empty ſhadows pals, 
Cr forms refleSed from a glaſs ? 
Cr mere chimeras in the mind, 
That fly, and leave no mark behind? 
Docs not the body thrive and grow 
By food of twenty years ago ? 
Ard, had it not been ftl ſupply'd, 
It muſt a thouſand times have died. 
Then who with reaſon can maintain 
That no eſſetis of food remain? 
Ard is not virtue in mankind 
The nutriment that feeds the mind; 


* 


— A. — 


* 
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 Upheld by each good ad ion paſt, 
And ſtill coutinued by the laſt ? 
Then, who with reaſon can pretend 
That all effects o, virtue end? 

Believe me, Stella, when you ſhow 
That true contempt for things below, 
Nor prize your lite for other ends 
Than merely to oblige your friends; 
Your former actions claim their part, 
And join to fortify your heart. 

Vor Virtue, in ber daily race, 

Like Jaws, bears a double face; 

Looks back with joy where ſhe has gone, 
And therefore goes with courage on: 

She at your ſic dy couch will wait, 

And guide you to a better ſtate. 

O then, whatever Heaven i:tends, 
Take pity on your pitying friends! 
Nor let your ills afſect your mind, 
To fancy they can be un ind. 

Me, ſurely me, you ought to ſpare, 
Who gladly would your ſuffering ſtare ; 
Or give my {crap of life to you, 

And think it far beneath your due: 

You, to whoſe care ſo oft“ I owe 

That 1 'm alive to tell you ſo. 


HORACE, BOOK L ODE XIV. 
Paraphraſed, aud inſcribed to IxELAN D. 1926 


THE INSCRIPTION, 


Poor fioating iſle, toſt on ill- fortuneꝰs waves, 
Ordain'd by fate to be the land of ſaves ; 
Shall moving Delos now deep-rooted ſtand ; 
Thou, fix'd of old, be now the moving land? 
Although the metaphor be worn and ttale, 
Betw ixt a ſtate, aud ve ſſel under fail ; 

Let me ſuppoſe thee for a ſkip a-while, 
And thus addreſs thce in the ſailor's ſtyle: 


93 HAPPY ſhip, thou art return'd in vain: 

New waves ſhall drive thee to the deep 
again, 

Look to thyſelf, and be no more the ſport 

Of giddy winds, but make ſome friendly port. 

Lott are thy oars, that us d thy courſe to guide, 

Like faithful counſcHors, on either fide. 


Thy maſt, which like ſome aged patriot ſtood 


The ſngle pillar for his country's good, 

To lead thee, as a ſtaff directs the blind, 
Behold it cracks by yon rough eaſtern wind. 
Your cable 's burſt, and you muſt quickly feel 
The waves impetuous enter at your keel. 
Thus commonwealths receive a foreign yoke, 
When the ftrong cords of union once arc 
Torn by a ſudden tempeſt is thy ſail, 
Expanded to invite a milder gale. 

* As when ſome writer in the public cauſe 
His pen, to ſave a ſinking nation, draws, 
While all is calm, his arguments prevail; 
The people's voice expands his paper-fail; 
Till power, dilchargiog all her ſtormy bags, 
Flutters the ſecble pamphlet into rags. 

The nation ſcar*d, the author doom'd to death, 


Who fondly put his truſt in popular breath. 


1 
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A larger ſacrifice in vain you vow 3 
There * rot a power above will help you now: 
A nation thus, who oft? Heaven's call neglects, 
In vain trom injur*d Heaven relief expects. 
Twill not avail, when thy ftrong {:des are 
broi:e, 
That thy deſcent is from the Britiſh oak ; 
Cr, when your name and family you boaſt, 
From fleets triumphant o%cr the Gallic coaſt, 
Such was lerne's claim, as juſt as thine, 
Her ſons deſcended from the Britiſh li ne: 
Her matchl-ſs ſons, whoſe valour ſtill remains 
On Freach records for twenty long campaigns : 
Yet, from an empreſs now a captive grown, 
She ſav'd Britannia's riglas, and Joſt her own. 
In ſhips decay'd no mariner coafides, * 
Lur'd by the gilded ſteru and painted fades; 
Yet at a ball urthiakining fools delight 
In the gay trappings of a birth-day night: 
They on the gold brocad-s and jattins rav'd, 
And quite forgot their country was enſlav'd. 
Dear veſſel, ſtill he to thy ſtoerage juſt, 
Nor change thy courſe with every ſudd-n guſt; 
Lite ſupple patriots of the modern tort, 
Who tura with every gale that blows from court, 
Weary and ſca-ſek when in thee confin'd, 
Now for thy faicty cares diſtract my mi. d; 
As thoſe who lug have ltond the ſtorms of Rate 
Retire, yet ſtill be moan their country's ſate. 
Beware; and when you hear the ſurges roar, 
Avoid the rock on Britain's augry ſhore, 
They lie, alas! too caſy to be found; 
For thee alone they lie the iſland round. 


V- E -$ SE. © 
ON THE SUDDEN DRYING-UP OF 
St. PATRICK'S WELL, 


NEAR TRINITY COLLEGE, DUELIN, 


Y holy zeal inſpir'd, and led by fame, 

To thee, one favourite iſle, with joy T came ; 
Win time the Goth, the Vandal, and the Hun, 
Had my own native Italy“ o*er-run. 

Jerac, to the world's remoteſt parts, 
Reown'd for valour, policy, and arts. 
Hither from C olchosF, with the fleecy ore, 
Jaſo.; arriv'd two thouſaud years before. 
Tae, happy itland, Pallas call'd her own, 
When haughty Britain was a land unknown: 


Italy was not properly the native place of K. 
Pariet, but the place of His education, and where 
Le received his mijjien, and becauſe he had his new 
birth there, hence, by peetical licence, and by ſcrip- 
ture figure, eur author calls that crant ny his native 
Haly Ixisu ED. 

+ Orpheus, or the ancient auther of the Greek 
poem on the Arponautic expedition, whoever he be, 
ſoy, that J ſer, n manned the ſhip Argos at 
Theſſuly, ſuited te Ireland. Inis ED. 

T:eitus, in tte diſe of Julia: Agricola, Says, 
ar the harbeurs of Trelahd, en account of their 
commerce, avere better known to the world than the/e 
7 Lrizain, Inn ED, a 


1726. 
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From thee, with pride, the Caledonians trace 

The glorious founder of their kingly race: 

Thy martial fons, whom now they dare deſpiſe, 

Did once their land ſubdue and civilize : 

Their dreſs, their language, and the Scottiſh name, 

Confeſ: the ſoil from whence the victors came®, 

Well may they boaſt that ancient blood which 
runs 

Within their veins, who arc thy younger ſons}, 

A conqueſt and a colony from thee, 0 

The mather-kingdom left her children free; 

From thee no mark of ſlavery they felt: 

Not ſo with thee thy baſe invader: dealt ; 

Invited here to vengeful Morrough's aidf, 

Thoſe whom they could not conquer, they be- 
tray d. 


* The argument here turns en, evhat the aut her 
of ceurſe tes for granted, the preſent Scots being 
the Weſcendants of Iriſh emigrants, This fafl, he- 
ever true, af ne? in Dr, Sevift's tire aſcertained 
with any degree of preciſion. Ireland, even to this 
day, « remairs ſuperſlitieuſly dewored to her ancient 
« Filer, ard u ewraps lerſelf in the gloem of 
« her own legen lar y annals Mr, Nitaler has 
diſplayed an urcommon fur! of knowledre on this very 
curious ſubjeft, both in hi: « Hijiery of Mancheſter,” 
and in 4 The Genuine Hijtery of the Britons 4, 
cc ſerted.” N 

* De Scots ( ſart Dr. Rebertſon) carry their 
« pnetenſems to antiquity as high as any of their 
4 reighbcurs, Relying upon wreertain legend, and 
*© the traditions of their bards, ill more uncertaing 
« they reckon up a ſeries of kings ſeveral apes before 
& the birth of Chrift, and give « particular detail 
« of occurrences which happened in their reigns, In 
the beginning of the ſiæteenth century, Jon 
Myer and Hector Beethius publiſhed their Hi 
fories of Scotland ʒ the fermer a ſuccint and dry 
writer, the latter a copicus and flerid ore, and 
ber equal'y crefulcus, Not many years «fter, 
Buchanin undertcok the ſame ework;, and if his 
accuracy ond impartiality had been in u degree 
equal to the elegance of dis ta e, ani to tle turity 
and wigeur of his ! yle, his tiftery night le (laced 
or a level uit tle mo" admired cen feſtien e 
the ancient. But, in cad of rejecting the in- 
probable tales of Chrevicle=woriters, Le vas at 
the utmo pains to ndern them, ard at leut he 
erith all the ber uties ord graces of f er zheje 
legent's eohich formerly hid only its vil reſe and 
extray ganie On the authority cf Buch nan 
and his predeceſſers the hiſlerical part ef this cem 
Seems ſcun ed, as cell as the notes ſered Intsm Ep. 
ſome of wyhich, Thelieve, dere written by the Dean 
himſelf. N. 

f Is the reign of Fig Herry IT. Dermot 
M«M:rreugh, king of Leinfter, leing deprived of 
his Rirgiom by Rederick O'Connor, king of Cen- 
naught, he invited the Ens!ifh over as auxiliaries, 
ard promiſed Richard Strang ow, carl of Vembrole, 
his daunhter and all hi, dominions as a fertien. By 
this aſſiſtance, Ale Merrough recovered his crown 
and Strmgb:ey became poſſeſſed of all Leinjeer. 
Ia isn Eg, 
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Britain, by thee we fell, ungrateful iſle! 
Not by thy valour, but ſuperior guilc ; 

Britain, with ſhame, conieſs this land of mine 
Firſt taught thee human knowledge and divine; * 
My prelates and my ftudents, ſent from hence, 
Made your ſons converts both to God and ſenſe : 
Not like the paſtors of thy ravenous breed, 

Who come to fleece the flocks, and not to feed, 

Wretched lerne! with what grief I ſee 
The fatal changes Time hath made on thee ! 

The Chriſtian rites I introduc'd in vain : 
Lo! infidelity return'd again ! 
Freedom and virtue in thy ſons I found, 
Who now in vice and ſlavery are drown'd. 
By faith and prayer, this crofer in my hand, 
I drove the venom'd ſerpent from thy land; 
The ſhepherd in his bower might ſlecp or ſing , 
Nor dread the adderꝰs tooth, nor ſcorpion's ſting. 

With omens oft” I ſtrove te warn thy ſwains, 

Omiens, the types of thy impending chains. 

I ſent the magpie from the Britiſh ſoil, 

With re*leſs bcak thy blooming fruit to ſpoil, 
To din thine cars with unharmonious clack, 
And haunt thy holy walls in white and black. 
What elſe are thoſe thou ſeeſt in biſhops geer, 
Who crop the nurſeries of learning here; 
Aſpiring, greedy, full of ſenſeleſs prate, 
Devour the church, and chatter to the fate ? 

As you grew more degenerate and baſe, 

I ſent you millions of the croaking race: 
Emblems of inſets vile, who ſpread their ſpawn 
Through all thy land, in armour, fur, and lawn ; 
A nauſeous brood, that fills your ſenate walls, 
And in the chambers of your viceroy crawl; ! 

Sec, where that new-devouring vermin runs, 
Sent in my anger from the laad of Huns ! 

With harpy-claws it undermines the ground, 
And ſudden ſpreads a numerous ofispring round. 
Th amphibious tyrant, with his ravenous band, 
Drains all thy lakes of fi, of fruits thy land. 

Where is the holy well that bore my name? 
N :d to the fountain back, from whence it came! 
Fair Freedom's emblem once, which ſmootlily 

flows, 
Ard hleſſings eqvally on all beftows. 
He re, from the neighbouriugi nurſery of arts, 
Th: ftudents, drinking, rais'd their wit and 
parts; 
Her +, for an age and more, iumproy'd their vein, 
The ir Phœbus I, my ſpriag their Hippocre ne. 

* S. Putrick arrived in Ireland in the year 431, 
and « empleted the converſion of te nativer, eviich 
had len begun by Pullaaius ard athers, Ard, 
as biſhop Nichelſcn ebſerver, Ireland ſoen became the 
FruntQ in of learning. to which all the Weftern ui 
riums, us wwe'l as the Erg.i/ſh, had recourſe, rot an- 
ly for rudert in the priveiples of religion, but 
in all {c1tr of literature, vis, Legend et ſero/a/ ice 


eruniticnis gratic, Inisn ED». 


ere are ne ſnakes, wifers, or toads, in Ir 
land; © nd even fregs were rot tnown here ri. 
ebut u year 170. Tie mag ie care 4 ſhort time 
befcre;, ind the Ni way rats (mee. Inisn Env, 
ft The Unicer/ſty of Dublin, called Trinity Co's 
lege, was feunted by Quien Eisi, is 1591. 
In1cu Lb, | 


| 
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len gd youths ! now all their hopes mutt 


Condemn'd to country cottages and alc ; 

To foreign prelates make a flavi'!: court, 

And by their ſw eat procure a mean ſupport : 

Or, for the claſſicks, read « Th! Attorney's 
Guide ;“ 

Collect exciſe, or wait upon the tide. 

Oh!] that I had been apoſlle to the Swiſe, 

Ca hardy Scot, or any land but this : 

Combin'd in arms, they had their foes defied, 

And kept their liberty, or bravcly died. 

Thou ftill with tyrants in ſucceſon curſt, 

The laſt invaders trampling on the fri : 

Now fondly hope for ſome reverſe of fate, 

Virtue herſelf would now return tab late, 

Not half thy courſe of miſery 15 run, - 

Thy greateit evils yet are ſcarce begun. 

Soon ſtall thy ſons (the time is juſt at hand) 

Be all made captives in their native land; 

When, for the uſe of no Hibernian born, 

Shall riſe one blade of gras, one car of corn; 

When fcl)s and leather ſhall for money paſ:, 

Nor thy oppreſſing lords aſlo .d thee brafs*. 

But all turn leaſers to that: mongrel breed, 

Who, from thee ſprung, yet on thy vitals feed; 

Who to yon ravenous iſle thy treaſures bear, 

And waite in luxury thy harveſts there; 

For pride and ignorance a proverb grown, 

The jeſt of wits, and to the court unknown. 

I feorn thy ſpurious and degenerate line, 

And from this hour my patronage reſign. 


On Reading Dx. YCUNG's Satires 
CAiTLED 
Tur UNIVERSAL PASSION, 
By which he means Fride 
; 


there he truth in what you ſg, 

Such god-like virtues in the king ; 
A miniter* fo Wd with zeal 
And wiſdom for the common-u cal: 
If hef who in the chair pre..des 
So ſteadily the ſenate guides: 
If others, whom you make your theme, 
Are ſe-co;:ds iii the glorious ſcheme : 
If every peer hem you commend. 
To worth and learuing be a fricad : 
Tf this bo truth, a+ you attet?, 
What land wa- ever half ſo hleſt / 
No falſehood now among the great, 
Aud tradeſmen now no longer cheat 3 


* Weed": ruineus projet? tn 1724. IS isn Ey. 

Tie alſerierr, who ſport the Income of the's 

tifh eſtatet, places, and fer ſene, in E. glund. 
Iaisu Ep. 


he Robert Walpole, aſter ward Earl of Or- 


+ Sir Spencer Comprer, ther ſpeaker, Aicrarardt 
| Eur! of Leeres. : OY 
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No on the bench fair Juſſ ioe fines, 
Her ſcale to neither ſde inclines; 
Now Pride and Cruelty are flown, 
And Mercy here exalts her throne : 
For ſuch is good example's power. 
It does its office every hour, 
Where governors are good and w iſe 
Or elſe the trueft maxim lyes : 
For ſo we find all ancie:t ſages 
Decree, that, ad exemp.am regis, 
Through all the realm his virtues run, 
Ripening and kindliug like the ſun. 
If this be true, then how much more 
When you have nam'd at leaf a ſcore 
Or courtiers, each in their degree, 
If poſſible, as good as he ? 

Or take it in a dittere t view. 
I aſk (if what you ſay be true) 
If you ada the ure ent age 
D.ſerves your ſatire's keeneſt rage: 
If that ſame «river '/ e 
With every vice hath fild the ration : 
It virtue dares not venture down 
A ſingle ſtep beneath the crow» : 
It clergy men, to ſhew thy ir wit, 
Praiſe el. mor: than holy writ : 
If bantrupts, wher they are undone, 
Into the ſenate-houſe can run, 
And ſel! their votes at ſuch a rate 
As will retrieve a loft eſtate : 
If law be ſuch a partial whore, 
To ſpare the rich, and plague the poor : 
I? theſe be of all crimes the worſt, 
What land was ever half ſo curſt ? 
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THE DOG AND THIEF. 
1720. 


8 the thief to the dog, let me into 
your door, 
Aud I ll give you theſe delicate bits. 
Quuth the dog, I ſtall then be more villain than 
you're, 5 
And bei.l2s muſt be out of my wits. 


Your delicate bits will not ſerve me a meal, 
But my maſter each day gives me bread; 
You 'N hy, when you get what you came here to 
cal 
And I muſt be hang'd in your fiead. 
The rene thus from *Change-alley goes 
Wity 
And tips you the freeman a wink; 
Let me have but your vote to ſerve for the town, 
And here is a guinea to drink, 
Says — 22— your guinea to- night would be 
Pet | 
Your otters of bribery ceaſe : 
I U vote for my landlord, to whom I pay rent, 
Or elſe I may foricit my leaſe. | 


Vor. V. 


ſh. 


From London they come, fly people to chouſey 


Their lands and their faces un nown: 
Who *d vote a rogue into the parliament-houſe, 
That would turn a man out of his own ? 


A D © 


TO THE 


GRUB STREEI VERSE-WRITERS, 
1726. 


d poets ragged and forlorn, 

Down from your, garrets haſte : 

Ye rhymcrs dead as ſoon as born, 
Not yet con. g ud to patte ; 

I know a trick to make you thrive ; 
O, tis a quaint device: 

Your ftill born poems ſhall revive, 
Aud ſcorn to wrap up ſpice. 

Get all your verſes printed fair, 
Then let them well be dried : 

And Curll muſt have a ſpecial care 
To leave the margin wide. 

Lend theſe to — Pope ; 
And when he fits to write, 

No letter with an envelope 
Could give bim more delight. 


. When Pope has {11'd the margins round, 


Why then recall your loan; 
Sell them to Curll for firty pound, 
And ſwear they are your own. 


SGD A LAW T., 


Mi deſired the Author to wwrite ſome Verſes u 
her in te Here Style. 
Written at Loxpon in 1726, 
A* TER venting all my ſpite, 
Tell me, what have I ro write? 

Every error I could find 
Through the mazes of your mind, 
Have my buſy Muſe enwploy*d 
Lill che conqany was cloy'd. 
Are you po tive and frettul, 
Beedle , igobrant, forgetful ? 
Thoſe, and twenty ſollies more, 
have nfter ted before, 

Hrarbhen what my lady ſays: 
Have I aothi.:g then to praiſe ? 
IM it fits you te he witty, 
Where a fault ſhould move your pity. 


* T%ecrigine! coty of Mr. Pope's celebrated tranſe ' 
lation ef Hemer ( prejerved in the Huis. Muſeum) * © 
is almef! ertire'ycoritien on the covers of letters, ' 


and ſer:etimes bet ween the lines of the letters theme 


1jeiwves, N. f 
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If you think me too conce ĩted, 
Or to paſſion quickly heated ; 
If my wandering head be leſs 
Seton reading than on dreſs ; 
If 1 always ſcem too dull t” ye 
I car. ſolve the diffi—crlty, 

You would teach me to be wiſe ; 
Truth and lionour how to prize; 
How to ſhine in converſation, 

And with credit fill my fiatiou ; 
How to reliſh notions high; 
How to live, and how to dic. 

But it was decreed by fate 
Mr. Dean, come too late, 

Well I know, you can diſcern, 

I am now too old to learn: 
Follies, fron. my youth inſtill'd, 
Have my ſoul entircly flPd ; 

In my head and heart they center, 
Nor will let your le ſſons enter. 

Bred a fondliong and an heireſs, 
Dreſt like any Lady Mayoreſs, 
Cocker'd by the ſervants round, 
Was too to touch the 3 
Thought the life of every lady 
Should be one continual play-day— 
Balls, and maſquerades, and ſhows, 
Viſits, plays, and powder'd beaux. 

Thus you have my caſe at large, 
And may now perform your charge. 
Thoſe materials 1 have furniſh'd, 
When by you refin d and burniſh'd, 
Muſt, that all the world may know em, 
Be reduc*d into a Poem. 

But, 1 beg, ſuſpend a while 
That ſame paltry, burleſque fiyle ; 
Drop for once your conſtant rule, 
Turning all to ridicule ; 

Teaching others how to ape you; 
Court nor ParTiament can *icape you ; 
Treat the public': and your friends 
Both alike, while neither mends. 

Sing my praiſe in ſtrain ſublime : 
Treat me not with doggrel rhyme. 
"Tis but juit, you ſould produce, 
With each fault, cach fault's excuſe 3 
Not to publiſh every trite, 

And my few perfect ions ſtifle, 
With ſome gifts at [-a endow me, 
Which my very foe: alloy me. 
Am 1 ſpightfi}, prond, unjuſt ? 
Did 1 ever break my truſt? 
Which of all our medcrn dames 
Cenſures leſs, or leſs de ames? 
In good manners am | ſaulty? 
Can you call me rude cr haughty ? 
Did I &er my mite withhold 
From the impotent and old ? 
When did ever I omit 

Due regard for men of wit? 
When t eſteem expreſsꝰd 

For a coxcomb gaily dreſs*d ? 

Do I, like the female tribe, 
Think it wit to fieer and gibe? _ 
Who with leſs deſ:gning ends 
Kirdlicr entertains their friends,; 


4. 


| With good worde, and countenance ſprig 


Strives to treat them more polite!y ? 


Think not cards my chief diverſion ; 
Tis a wrong, unjutt aſperſion : 
Never knew | any good in dem, 
But to doſe my head like Jaden. 
We by play, as men by drinking, 
Paſs our nights, to drive out thinking, 
From my ailments give me leiſure, 
I ſtall read and think with pleaſure ; 
Converſation learn to reliſh, 
And with books my mind embelliſk, 


Now, methinks, 1 hear you cry, 
Mr, Dean, you muſt reply. 


Madam, I allow *tis true: 

All theſe praiſcs are your due. 

You, like ſome acute philoſopher, 

Every fault have drawn a gloſs over; 
Placing in the tirongeſt light 

All your virtues to my ſight. 

Though you lead a blameleſs life, 

, Are an humble prudent wife, 

Anſwer all domeſtic ends 

What is this to us your friends? 

Though your children by a nod 

Staud in awe without a rod; 

Though, by your obliging ſway, 

Servauts love you, and obey ; 

Though you treat us with a ſmile ; 

| Clear your looks, and ſmooth your ſtyle ; 

Load our plates from every diſh ; 

This is not the thing we wiſh. 
Colonel may be your debtor ; 
We expect employment better, 

You muſt learn, if you would gain us, 

With good ſer.ſe to entertain us. 
Scholars, when good ſenſe deſcribing, 

Call it . Ai and in:bibirg : 

Mctaphoric meat ar d drink 

Is to underſtand ard think: 

We may carve ſor others thus; 

And let others carve for us: 

To diſepurſe ard to attend, 

Is to Vel yourſelf and friend. 

Couverſation is but c xiv 1 

Carve for all, yourſelt is ftarving ; 

' Give no more tc every gnett, 

Than he 's able to digeſt ; 

Give him alway: cf the prime. 

Ai.d but little at a time, 

Car ve to all but Juſt enough; 

Let them nenher ſlarve nor ſtuff: 

And, that you may have your due, 
Let your neighbours care for you. 


This compariſon will hold, 
Could it well in rhyme be told 
How couvering, liſtenine, thinking, 


| July way reſemble drinking; 


For a iriend a glaſs you fill, 
What is this but to inſtill ? 

To conclide this long elay 3 
| Pardon, if 1 difobey ; 
Nor, agaiaſt my natural vein, 


Treat you in beroic Nraiz.. 


We WwwRhNEi=Sw©oS wv» 2» a» nv a ow alt i @ws as a6 ,,, es wo 
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L as all the pariſh knows, | 

Hardly can be grave in proſe : 

Still to laſh, ard laſhing imile, 

n befits a lofty ſtyle. 

From the planet of my birth . 

j encounter vice with ini: th. a 

Wicked miniſters of ſtate 

can eaſer ern than hate: 

And | find it anſwers right; 

Scora. tor ments them more than ſpight. 

All the vices of a court 

Do but ſerve to make me d 

Were I in ſome foreign realm, 

Which all viges overwhelm ; 

Should a monkey wear a crown, 

Muſt 1 tremble at his frown ? 

Could I not, through all his ermine, 

Spy the firutting, chattering vermin ? ; 

Sately write a ſmart lampoon, 

To expaſe the briſk habovn*? © - 
When my Muſe officious ventures 

Oa the nation's repreſenters: 

Teachiag by what golden rules 

Into knaves they turn their foals: 

How the helm is ruPd by Walpole, 

At whoſe onrs, like ſlaves, they all pull; 

Let the veſſel ſplit on ſhelves; 

With the freight enrich themſelves : 

Sale within my little wherry, 

All their madneſs makes me merry : 

Like the watermen of Thames, 

I row by, and call them names ; 

Like the ever-laughing ſage, | 

In a jet I ſpend my rage 

(Though it muſt be underſtogd, 

I would hang them, if I could); 

If I can but fill my nitch, 

I attempt no higher pitch; 

Leave to D*Anvers and his mate 

Maxims wiſe to rule the ſtate. | 

Pulteney deep, accompliſh'd St. Johns, | 

Sdourge the villains with a vengeance : 

Let me, though the ſmell be noiſome, 

brrip their bums; let Caleb hoiſe %*m ; 

Then apply Alecto's whip, 


Deuce is in you, Mr. Dean : 
What can dll this paſſion mean? 
Mention courts ! you M neꝰ er be quiet | 
On corruptions running riot, | 
End as it befits your ſtation: 
Come tu uſe and application : 
Nor with ſenates keep a fuſs. | 
I ſubmit ; and anſwer thus: 

If the machinations brewing, 
To complete the public ruin, 
Never once could bave the power, 
To affect me half an hour 3 


tilated in many editions, N. 


turft, the oNonfible writer of The Craf:ſ.nan, This 
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for tunite man was neg leet by bir rede fre, 
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Till they wriggle, howl, and ſk ip. | 
: 


: 


| 
* This poem for an obwicus reaſon, has been mu- 


T Caleb I Anvers was the name aſſumed by An- 


died in wit and obſcurity, N. 
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Sooner would I write in buſkins, 


Mouraful el-gies on * Blue *:ins. 


If I laugh at Whig and Tory, 

I conclude, a fertieri, 

All your cloquence will ſcarce 
Drive me from my favourite farce, 
This I muſt init on: tor, as 


It is well obſerved by Horace, ' 


4 Ridicule hath greater power 


To reform*he world, than — 
Horſes thus, let jockies judge cle, 
Switches better — than cudgels. 
Bat ings heavz, dry, obtuſe, 
Only dulneſs can produce ; 
While a little ger:tle-jerking 
Sets the fpirits all a-warking. 

Thus, I find it by experiment, 
Scolding moves you leſs thaa merrimen:, 
I may ttorm aud rage in vain; 
It but ſtupifies your brain. 
But wift. raillery to nettle, 
Sets your tboughts — their mettle ; 
Gives imagination 5 
Never ets ths . 
Drives out brangling and contention, 
Brings ia reaſon invention. 
For your ſake, as well as mine, ; 
I the bofty ſtyle deeline, 
I ſhould make a figure ſcurvy, 
And your head turn topſy-turvy. 

I, wholove to have a fling 
Both at ſenate-houſe and king: 
That they might ſome better way tread, 


. 


— 


To avoid the pifolic hatred; 


Thought no method more commodious, 


Than to ſhew their vices edious ; 


Which I choſe. to make appear, 

Not by anger, but a ſneer, 

As my method of reforming 

Is by laughing, not by ſtorming 
(For my ſrit-ads have always thought 


Tenderneſe my greateſt fault); 


Would you have me change my ſtyle? 
On your faults no longer ſmile ; 

But, to patch up all our quarrel:, 
Quote you texts from Plutarch*s Morals ; 
Or from Solomon produce | 
Maxims tcuching Wiſdom's uſe ? 

If I treat you like a crown*d-head, 
You have cheap enough compounded ; 
Cai you put in higher claims, 

Than the owners of St. James? 


You are not ſo great a grievance, 


As the hirclings of St. Stephen's. 
a You are of A lower cl. ſ 


Than my ſfricud Sir Robert Braſs, 
None of theſe have mercy found ; 
I have laugb'd, aun laſh'd them round, 


* The famous thief, whe, * h en hs trial 
d,, Old Bailey, ſiubben Forathun NI. N. 


+ * Ridiculum acri, bc. 
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Have you feen a rocket fly ? 
You would ſwear it pierc'd the ſky : 
It but reach'd the middle air, 
Burftiog into pieces there: 
Thouſand ſparkles falling down 
Light on many a coxcomhb's crown: 
See what mirth the ſport cr-ates 3 
Singes bair, but breaks no pates. 
Thus, ſhould I attempt to climb, 
Treat you in a ftyle ſublime, 
Such a rocket is my Muſe : 
Should I lofty numbers chooſe, 
Ere I reach*d Paruaſſusꝰ top, 
I ſhould burſt, aud burſting drop; 
All my fire would fall in ſcraps ; 
Give your head ome gentle raps 
Only make it ſmart awhile : 
Then could I forbear to ſmile, 
When I found the tingling pain 
Entering warm your _ brain; 
Make you able upon ſght 
To decide of wrong and right; 
Talk with ſenſe whate*er you pleaſe on: 
_ reliſh truth and reaſon? 

Thus we both ſhall gain our prize: 
I to laugh, and you grow wiſe. 


— ———— 


A YOUNG LADY'S COMPLAINT, 


FOR 


The Stay of the DEAN in ENGLAND. 


1726. 


LOW, ye Zephyrs, gentle gales; 
Gently fill the {welling fails. 

Neptune, with thy trident 1 

Trident three-tork'd, trident ſtrong 1; 

And ye Nereids fair and gay, 

Fairer than the roſe in May, 

Nereids livirg in deep caves, 

Gently wa".*d with gentle waves; 

Nere ids, Neptune, lull aſleep 

Ruffling ſtorms, and ruffled deep; 

All around, in pompous ſtate, 

On this richer Argo wait: 

Argo, bring my Golden Fleece; 

Argo, bring biin to his Greece, 

Will Cartons longer ſtay? 

Come, Cadenus, come away; 

C ome with all the haſte of love, 

Come unto thy turtle-dove, 

The ripen'd cherry on the tree 
Hargs, and only hangs for thee ; 

Luſcious peaches, mellow pcars, 

Ceres with her yell-w cars, 

And the grape, hoth re and white, 

Grape inſpiriug juſt deligitt ; 

All are ripe, and courting ſuc 

To be plvc d and proſi9d by you. 

Pi. aks have In? their blooming red, 

Mourulag hang their dewwping head; 
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Every flower languid ſee ma, 


Wants the colour of thy beams, 
Beams of wondrous force and power, 
Beams reviving cvery flower. 
Come, Cadenus, hleſs once more, 
Blcſs agaia thy native ſi ore: 

Bleſs again this droopir g iſle, 
Make its weeping bcautics ſmile, 
Beauties that thine abſence mourn, 
Beauties wiſhing thy return. 
Come, (adenus, come with haſie, 
C ome before the winter's blaſt; 
Swi.ter than the I'ghtoing ny: 

Cr I, like Vaneſſa, die. 


A LETTER TO THE DEAN, 


WHEN IN E GLAND, 1726. 


OU will excuſe me, | ſuppoſe, 
For ſendiig rhyme inttead oi proſe, 
Becauſc hot weather makes me lazy ; 
To write in metre is more eaſy, 

While you are trudging London town, 
I'm frclling Dublin up and down ; 
While you cunrverie with lord aid dukes, 
I have their betters here, my books : 
Fix'd in an elbew- chair at eaſe, 

I chooie companions as I pleaſe, 

Id rather have one ſingle ſhelf 

Than all ny triends, except yourſelf; 
For, after all that can be ſaid, 

Our beft acquaintance are the dead. 
While you re in raptures with Fa::fina®; 
I'm charm'd at home with our She-lina. 
While you are ftarving there in ſtate, 
I'm crammirg here with butchers meat. 
You ſay, when with thoie lords you dine, 
They treat you with the beſt of wine, 
Burguady, Cyprus, a::d Tokay ; 

Why fo can we, as well as they. 

No reaſon then, my dear goo! Dean, 
But you ſhould travel home again. 

What though you may n't in Ireland hope 
To fu. d ſuch fol: as Gay and Pope; 

If you with rhymers here would ſhare 
But half the wit that you can ſpare, 

I'd lay twelve eggs, that, in twelve days, 
You *d make a dozen or Popes aud Gays. 

Our weather 's good, our ik i- car: 
We ve every oy, it you were here 3 
So lofry and ſo bright a &y 
Was never ſeen by lreland's eye! 

T think it fit to let you know, 

This week I ſhall to Q ilca go: 

To ſee M«Fayden*s horny brothers 

Firſt ſucb, and aſter bull their mothers ; 
To ſco, alas! my wither'd trees! 

To ic: what all the courtry ſees ! 

My ſtunted quicks, my famiſh*d beevee, 
My ſervants ſuch a pack of thieves ; 


* Sigrora Faul ina, a funous Italian finger. 
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My ſhatter'd firs, mv blatcd caks, 
My houſe in common to all sol-: 
No cabbage for a fingle H. ail, a 
My turaip*, carrots, parſ.ips, fail; 
My no green pai, my iew green fprouts 3 
My mother always ia the pouts ; 
My horſes rid, or gone aſtray 3 
My tit: all ttoPa, or run away; 
My mutton Ian, my pulkt; d, 
My poultry ſtarv'd, the corn all fold. 

A man, come now trom Quilca, ſays, 
« They *vc* ftoPn the locks irum all your keys 
But, what muſt tret and vex me more, 
He ſays, * Try ole they keys betore, 
% They ve foPa the knives from all the forks 3 
% And half tix cows from half the ſtur cs.“ 
Nay more, the tellow fwears and vows, 
« They ve fioPn the fturr.s from halt the cows:“ 
With nauy more accounts of woe. 
Yet, tnough the devil be there, I Igo: 
Tvixt you aud me, the reaton 's clear, 
Becauſe I've more vexation here. 


PALINO DIA. 
HORACE, BOCK I. ODE XVI. 


REAT Sir, than Ph&hus more divine, 
Whoſc verſes far his rays out-ſhine, 
Look down upo your quondam for 3 
Ohl let me never write again, 
If &er I difoblige you, Dean, 
Should y ou compaſſion ſhow, 


Take thoſe Iambicks which I wrote, 

When anger made me piping hot, : 
A.d g.v: th.m to your cook, 

To nge your fowl, or fave your paſte, 

The next time when you have a feaſt ; 
They 'I fave you many a book. 


To burn them, you are not content; 
I give you then my free conſent ; 
To fak them in the harbour: 
If not, they I ſerve to ſet of blocks, 
To roll on pipes, and twiſt in Jocks : 
So give them to your barber, 
Or, when you next your phyſick take, 
I inuſt intreat you then to mac 
A proper application; 
Tis waa? 1 ve doue myſelf before, 
With Cas tine thoughts, and rany more, 
Who gave me provocation, 
What cannot mighty anger do? 
It makes the wea.. the ſtrong purſue, 
A gooſe attack a ſwa:: ; 
It males a woman, tooth ard nail, 
Her huſband's hands and face afail, 
While he 's no longer man. 


They i the grand thief of the ceunty of Cavan; 
r whatever is Helen, if ru enquire of a ſervant 


about if, tie ani wer 7. 2 * They have Ae/en 2 
Faul NR. | 


Though ſome, we find, are more diſcreet, 

B-tore the world arc wo. drous ſweet, 
And let their huſpands hector: 

But, whe: the world 's aſlecp, they wake, 

"That is the time they chooſe to ſpeak; * 
Witneſs the curtain-leQure, 


Such was the caſc with you, I find: 

All day yo could coneval your mind: 
But u hen St. Patrick*s chimes 

Awak'd your Muſe (my midnight curſe, 

When lengag'd for better for worſe), 
You ſcolded with your rhymes. 


Have done! have done! I quit the field; 
To you, as to my wile, I yield: 
As ſhe mut wear the breeches t 
So ſt.all vou wear the laurck-crown, 
Win it, and wear it, *tis your own 
The poct's only riches, 


BEC'S BIRTH-DAY. 
November 3, 1926. 


8 day, dear Bec, is thy nativity 3 
Had Fate a luckier one, ſhe d give it ye: 
She choc a thread of greate it length, | 
Aud doubly twiſted it for ſtrength; 
Nor will be able with her ſhears 
Yo cut it ofi theſe 1orty years. 
Then who iays care will kill a cat? 
Rebecca inews they're out in that. 
For ſhe, though ov<r-run with care, 
Continues healthy, iat, aud fair. 
As, it the gout fhould ſeize the head, 
Doctors prownurce the patient dead; 
Eut, it they can, by all their arts, 
Eject it to th? extremeſt parts, 
They give the ſick man joy, and praiſe 
1 he gout, that will prolong his days; 
Re bocca thus I gladly greet, 
Who drives her cares to hands and feet: 
For, though philoſophers maintain 
| The limbs arc guided by the brain, 
Quite contrary Rebecca 's led. 
Hcr hands and feet conduct her head, 
Py arbitrary power convey her; 
She ne'er coatders why, or where: 
Her hands may meddle, fect may wander, 


| Her head is but a mere by-ttarder , 


Aud all her buſtliug but ſupplics 

The part of wholſome exerciſe. 

Thus nature hath retolv*d to pay her 
The cat's nine ** and eke the care. 

Long may ſhe live, and help her friends 
Whene er it ſuits her private 2 ; : 
Domeſtic buſineſs never mind 
Till coffee has her ſtomach lin'd; 

But, when her breakfaſt gives her coura 


| Then thinkon telle's chicken-porridge ; * 
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I mean when Tiger“ has been ſerv'd, 
Or elſe poor Stella may be ſtarv'd. 
May Bec havp many an evening nap, 
With Tiger ſlabbering in her lap ; 
But always take a ſpecial care 
-She daes not overſet the chair 
Still be ſhe curious, never hearken 
To any ſpeech but Tiger's barking ! 
And when ſhe 's in another ſcene, 
May fortune and her cotice get her 
Companions that may pl-aſe her better! 
Whole aſternoons will {.t beſide her, 
Nor ior neglects or blunders chide her, 
A goodly iet as can be found 
Of hearty gaſſips prating round: 
Freſh from a wedding or a cliriitening, 
To teach her cars the art of liſtening, 
And pleaſe her more to hear them tattle, 
Than the Dean ftorm, or Stella rattle. 
Late be her dcath, one gentle nod, 
When Bermes, waiting with his rod, 
Shall to Fly ſan fields invite her, 
Wheve there ſhall be no cares to fright her ! 


$w1irrT?'s 
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ON THE COLLAR OF TIGER, 


Mus. DENGLEY'S LAP-DOG. 


RAY fteal me- not; I'm Mrs. Dingley's 
Whoſe heart in this four-footed thing lies. 


EPIGRAMS ON WINDOWS. 


MOST OF THEM WRITTEN IN 1726, 


I. On a Window at an Inx. 


\ \ JE fly from luxury and wealth, 

To hardſt:ips, in purſuit of health; 
From generous wines ani cofily fare, 
And dofing in an eaſy chair; 

Pur ue the Godd:[s Health in vain, 
To find her in a country ſcenꝰ, 

Aud every where her footſteps trace, 
Add fee her marks in every tacc; 
And fil her favourites we meet, 
Crobding the roads with naked feet, 
But, oh ! ſo faintly we purſuc, 

We ue*er can bave her in full view, 


II. At an Inx in ExcLanp. 
E glaſs, by lovers nonſenſe blurr'd, 
Dims and obſcures our ſght: 
80 when our paſſions Love hath ſtirr'd, 
It darkens Reaſon's light. 


Are. Dingle“ ſuucur ite la pCdag. 
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III. Anortrrs. 
church and clergy here, no doubt, 
Are very near a-kin; | 
Both weather- beaten are without, 
And empty both within. 


IV. At CursTts. 
landlord is civil, 
But dear as the d—] : 

Your pockets grow empty, 
With nothing to tempt ye : 
The wine is ſo ſour, 
"Twill give you a ſcour; 
The beer and the ale, 


| Are mingled with ſtale; 


Tre va! is ſuch carrion, 
A dog would be weary on, 
All this I have felt, 

For I live on a ſmelt. 


* 


— .. — — 


V. Another, in Cuks rez. 


walls of this town 
Are full of renown, 
And ſtrangers delight to walk round em: 
But as for the dw ellers, 
Both buyers and ſellers, 
For me, you may hang em, or drown 'em. 


VI. Another, at Horynr Ap“. 


NEP TUNE! Neptune! muſt T ſtill 
Be here detain'd againtt my will? 
Is this your juſtice, when Im come 
Above two hundred miles from home ? 
O'er mountains ſteep, o'er duſty plains, 
Half choakꝰ'd with duſt, half drown'd with ra ins; 
Only your godſt ip to implore, 
To let me kiſs your other ſhore ? 
A boon ſe #mall ! but I may weep, 
While you re, like Baal, faſt aſleep. 


VII. Another, written upon a Window 
where there was no Wzx1T1xG before. 


JANKS to my ftars, I once can ſee 
A window here from ſeribbling free: 
Here no concgited coxcombs paſs, 
To ſcratch their paltry drabs on glaſs ; 
Nor party-fool is calling names, 
Or dealing crowns to George and James, 


| as it is preſumed, in Dr, Sui rn hand, 
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VIII. On ſeeing Versts written upon 


Wixpows at Inxs. 


ſage who ſaid he ſhould be proud 
| Of windows in his breaſt, | 
Becauſe he neꝰer a thought allow'd 


That might not be conteſt; 
His window ſcrawl d by every rake, 
His breaft again would cover z 
And fairly bid the devil take 
The diamond and the lover. 


IX. AnoTHER. © | 


Y Satan taught, all conjurers know 
Yovr miſtreſs in a glaſs to ſhow, 
And you can do as much : 
Jn this the devil and you agree : 
None &er made verſcs worſe than he, 
And thine I ſwear are ſuch. 


X. AnoTHER. | 
T love is the devil, I I prove when re- 


quir'd; 
Thoſe rhy mers — mw it ford, 
They ſwear that t arc inſpi 
And the devil 'r a damnable poet. 


TO JANUS, ON NEW-YEAR'S-DAY. 


O-fac'd Janus, god of Time! 
Be my Pho bus while I rhyme ; 

To oblige your crony Swift, ; 
Briag our dame a ncw-yrar's-gift: 
She has got but half a face: 
Jarus, ſince thou haſt a brace, 
To my lady once be kind; 
Cite her half thy face behind. 

God of Time, if you be wiſe, 
Look not with your future eyes; 
What imports thy forward fight ? 
Well, if you could loſe it quite. 
Can you take deliglt in viewing 
This poor Iſle's approaching ruin, 
Wien thy retroſpection vaſt 
Secs the glorious ages paſt ? 
Happy nation, vere we blind, 
Or had only eyes betind! 

Drown your morals, madam cries, 
IM have none but forward eyes; 
Prudes decay'd about may tacks 
Strain their necks with looking back. 
Give me Time when coming on : 
Who regards him when he's gone? 
By the Dean though gravely told, 
New years help to make me old; 
Yet I find a new year's lace 
Burniſhes an old year's face: 
Giv- me velvet and quadrille. 
I'll tavs youth and beauty fil, 


* Lelasd, 
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A PASTORAL DIALOGUE, 
Written after the News of the *King's Death 


RicumoxD-LeDGE is a houſe with a ſmall park 
belonging to the Crown. It was uſually gract- 
ed by the Crown for a leaſe of ycars. The 
Duke oi Crmond was the laſt who had it. Aftey 
his exile, it was given to the Prince of Wales 
by the King. The Prince and Princeſs uſually 
paſſed their ſummer there, It is within a 
mile of Richmond. 


| ManrLe-#1ii is a houſe built by Mrs, Howard, 


then of the bed-chamber, now Counteſs of 
Suftolk, and groem of the ftole to the Queen, 
It is on the Middleſex ſide, near Twicke 
where Mr. Pope lived, and about two miles 
from Richmond-lodge. Mr. Pope was the 
contriver of the Lord Herbert the 
archite, the Dean of St. Patrick's chief but 
2 keeper of the Ice-bhouſe. Upon King 


1.2 that lie or they * 
Sing on I muſt, and fing I will 
Of Richmond-lodge and Marble-hill. 
Laſt Friday night, as neighbours uſe, 
This couple met to talk of news: 
For by old proverbs it appears, 
That walls have tongues, and hedges ears. 


ManBLE-Hll, 
Quoth Marble-bill, right well I ween, 


Your miftreſs now is grown a queen: 
You Il find it ſoon by woeful proof; 
She l come no more beneath your roof. 


R1icnumoxD-eLODGE, 


The kingly prophet well evinces, 
That we ſhould put no truſt in princes : 
My royal maſter promis'd me 
To raiſe me to a high degree; 
But he 's now grown a king, God wot, 
I tear I ſhall be ſoon forgot. 
You ſee, when folks have got their ends, 
How quickly they negle& their friends; 
Yet I may ſay, *twixt me and you, 
Pray God, they now may find as true! 


* Geerge J. ane died after a ſhort fichneſs by 
eat ng a me'ony, at Oſnaburg, in his wway to Harover, 
Jure 11, 1727 —The cem was carried te court, 


ard read is Rirg Geerge La Queen C relive. 
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My houſe was built but for a ow, 
My lady's empty pockets krow ; 
And now "e will not have a filling, 
To raiſe the fairs, or build the cieling: 
For all the cor.rt!y radams round | 
Now pay jour illings in the pound: 
"Tis come to what I always thought: 
My dame i- hardy worth a groat. 
Had you and beer. courtiers born, 
We tſhould not thus have lain forlorn: 
For thoſe we dextrous courtiers call, 
Can riſe upo.: their maſters? fall; 
But we, ur lucky and unwiſe, 
Muſt ſal! becauſe our maſters ri/e, 


RricumoxD-LODGE. 
My maſter, ſcarce a fortright ſince, 
Was grown as wealthy as a prince; 
But now it will be no ſuch thing, 
For he Il be poor as any 4ing ; 
And by his crown will nothing get, 
But like a king to run in debt. 


MaAnPLE-HILL, 


No more the Dean, that grave divine, 
Shall keep the key of my no—winez 
My ice-houſe rob, as heretofore, 
And ſteal my artichokes no more; 

Poor Patty Blount no more be ſeen 

Bedraggled in my walks ſo green : | 
Plump Johnny Gay will now elope ; 
And here no more will dangle Pope. 


Ric#mOND=LODGE. 


Here wont the Dean, when he *s to ſeek; 
To ſpunge a breakfaſt once a week; 
To cry the bread was ftale, and mutter 
Complaints againſt the royal butter. 
But now I fear it will be ſaid, 
No butter ſticks upon his bread. 
We ſoon ſtall find him full of ſpleen, 
For want of tattling to the queen; 
Stunning her royal ears with talking; 
His revererce and her khighre/+ walking: 
Whilſt lady Charlotte *, like a ſtroller, 
Sits mounted on the garder.-roller, 
A goodly ſight to ſee her ride 
With ancient Mirmonty at her fide. 
In velvet cap his head lies warm; 
His hat for ſhow beneath his arm. 


MARBLE-HILL. 


Some Scuth-Sca broker from the city 
Will purchaſe me, the more 's the pity ; 
Lay iy my fne plantations wafte, 

To fit them to his vulgar tat : 


Chang'd for the worſe in every part, a 
My maſter Pope will break his heart. 


* Lody Charlette de Rouſſy, a French lady, 
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R1icuMOKD=-LODCE. 


In my own Thames may I be 
If eber I fioop beneath a crown*d-head : 
Except her majeſty prevails k 
To place me with the prince of Wales; 
And tken ſhall I be free ſrom fears, 
For he 'I be prince theſe fifty years. 
IT then will turn a courticr too, 
And ſerve the times, as others do. 
Plain loyalty, not built on hope, 
T leave to your contriver, Pope: 
None loves his king and country better, 
Yet nene was ever leſs their debtor. 


MaRetLiE-HILL 


Then let him come and take a nap 
In ſummer on my verdant lap; 
Prefer our villas, where the Thames is, 
To Kenſington, or hot St. James*s : 
Nor ſhall 1 dull in fllence ſit; 
For tis to me he owes his wit; 
My groves, my echoes, and my birds, 


| Hove taught him his poetic words, 


We gardens, and you wilderneſſes, 

Aft all poets in diftreſſes. 

Him twice a week I here expect, 

To rattle Moody * for neg lect; 

An idle rogue, who ſpends his quartridge 
In tippling at the Dog and party idge ; 
And I can hardly get him down 

Three times a week to bruſh my gown. 


Ricuwoxp-LODGE. 


I pity you, dear Marble-hill ; 
But hope to ſee you flourith ſtill. 
All happineſs—and ſo adieu. 


MaAaRnBLE-HILL. 


Kind Richmond-lodge, the fame to you. 


DESIRE AND POSSESSION. 1727. 


ins ſtrange, what different thoughts inſpire 
| In men, Pofltefhon and Det rc ! 

Think what they with ſo great 2 blefling 3 
So diſappointed when poſſeſſing! 

A moraliſt profoundly ſage 
(I know not in what book or page, 
Or whether o'er a pot of ale) 
Rclated thus the following tale, 

Poſſeſſon; and Deſ re his brother, 
But fill at variance with each other, 
Were ſcen contendiry in a race; 
And kept at fir!t an equal pace: 
Tis ſaid their courſe continued long 
For this was active, that was ſtrong: 
Till Envy, Slander, Sloth, ard Doubt, 
Miſled them many a Icague about. 
Seduc'd by ſome deceiving light, 
They take the wrong way for the right; 
Through ſlippery by-roads dark and deep, 
They often climb, and often creep. 


+ Margaiz ds AU monty a French mas. ef lt. 


* The gardener, 
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Deſire, the ſwifter of the two, 
Along the plain like lightning fiew : 
Till, entering on a broad high-way, 
Where ever and titles ſcatter'd lay, 
He ſtrove to pick up all he found, 
And by exourſions Ioft his ground: 
No ſooner got, than with difclain 
He threw tne n on the ground again; 
And haſted forward to purſue 
Freſh objects fairer to his view, 
In + 7 to ſpriug ſome noblcr game; 
But all he took was juſt the ſame : 
Too ſcornful now to ſtop his pace, 
He ſpurn d them in his rival's tate. 
Poſſe ſſ. on kept the beaten road, 
And gather'd all his brother frow'd 3 
But overcharg*d, and out of wind, 
Though ſtroug in limbs, he layg*d behind, 
Deire had now the goal in ght: 
It was a tower of mon:trous height, 
Where on the ſummit Fortune ſtands, 
A crown and ſceptre in her hands 
Beneath, a chaſm as deep as hell, 
Where mon a bold adventurer tell. 
De hre in rapture gaz'd awhile, 
And ſaw the troicherous gnddefs ſmile 3 
But, as he climb'd to graſp the crown, 
She knock'd him with the ſceptre down. 
He tumbled in the gulph protound, 
There doom'd to whirl an endle!s round, 
Poſſeſſion's load was grown fo great, 
He ſunk beneath the cumberons weight 2 
And, as he now expiring lay, 
Flocks every ominous bird of prey; 
The raven, vulture, owl, and kite, 
At once upon his carcaſe light, 
And ftrip hiz hide, and pick his bones, 
Regardleſs of his dying groaus. 


4 „ 


ON CENSURE. 1727. 


lv me to endure 
1 evil which admits no cure; 
Or how this evil can be borne, : 
Which breed: at once both hate and ſcorn, 
Bare mnocence is no ſu n 
When you are try*d in Scaadal's court. 
Stand high in honour, wealth, or wit : 
All others who iafcriar It, 
. — in conſcience bound 
o join, and drag you to the 
Your altitude offend; the eve mw . 
Of thoſe who want the power tu riſe, 
The world, a willing ftand-r- by, 
Inclines to aid a ſpecious lye; 
Ali:! they would not do you wrong 3 
* all ences are ſtrong |! 
et whence? proceeds this wei 
On what — people ſay ? on 
For let mankind di charge their tongues 
In venom, till they burit their lungs, 
heir utmoſt malice cannot make 
| Your head, or tooth, or finger ache; 
Vol. V. | 


Nor ſpoil your ſhape, diſtort your face, 

Or put ene feature out of place ; 

Nor will you find your fortune fink 

By what they ſpeak or what they think: 

Nor can ten hundred thouſand lyes 

Make you leſs virtuous, learn'd, or wiſe. 
The maſt efſectual way to bulk 

Their malice, is—to let them talk, 


THE FURNITURE 
OF A WOMAN'S MIND. 1727. 


A SET of phraſes learnt by rote; 
A paſhon for a ſcarlet- ct: 
When at a play, to laugh, or cry, 
Yet cannot tell the reaſon why; 
Never to hold her tongue a minute, 
While all he prates has nothing in it; 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb fit, 
And take his nonſenſe all for wit; 
Her learning mounts to read a ſong, 
But half the werds pronouncing wrong 3 
Bath every repartee in ſtore 
She ſpoke ten thouſand times before: 
Can ready compliments ſupply 
On all occaſions, cut and dry 
Luci hatred to a parſon*s gown, 
The ſ ght will put her in a ſwoon; 
For converſation well endued, 
She calls it witty to be rude : 
And, placiug raillery in railing, 
Will tell aloud your greateſt failing: 
Nor make a ſcruple to expoſe 
Your bandy leg, or crooked noſe : 
Can at her morning tea fun oer 
The ſcarGul of the day before ; 
Improving hourly in her thx ill 
To cheat and wrangl: at quadrille. 

In chooſing lace, a critic nice, 
Knows to a groat the loweſt price; 
Can in her female clubs diſpute, | 
What linen beſt the {1k will ſuit, SI 
What colours cach complexion match, | 
And where with art to place a patch. 

If chance a ruſe creeps in her fight, 
Can nr ly counter ſeit a fright ; 
So ſweetly ſcreams, it it comes near her, 
She raviſhes all hearts to har her. 
Can devxtrouCfy har huſſ and teaſe, 
By tat ing fits wheneer the pleale ; 
By frequent practice l1-arns the trick 
At proper ſeaſons to be ch; 
Think nothing gives one airs fo pretty, 
At ones creating love and pity, 
If Molly happens to be careleſs, 
And hut negl-@s to warm her hair-lace, 
She gets a cold as ture a© drath, 
And vows the ſcarce can fetch her breath; 
Ad:inir's how modeſt women can 
Be ſo rolu/licus, lihe a man. 

In party, furious 10 her power 3 
A bitter Whig, or Tory ſour ; 
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Her arguments direQly tend | 

Againft the ſide the would defend; 

Will prove herſelf a Tory plain, 

From principles the Whigs maintain; 

And, to defend the Whiggith cauſe, 

Her topicks from the Tories Craws, 
yes l if any man can find 

More virtues in a woman's mind, 

Let them be ſent to Mrs, Harding“; 

She l pay the charges to a farthing ; 

Tate notice, ſhe has my commiſſion 

To add them in the next edition 

They may out-ſel] a better thing : 

So, halloo, boys ; God fave the king! 


— — 


CLEVER TOM CLINCH 
GOING TO BE HANGED. 1727. 


S clever Tom Clinch, while the rabbl- was 
bawling, 

Rode ftately through Holbourn to die in his 

He ſtopt at The George for a bottle of ſack, 

And promis'd to pay for it when he came back. 

His — and ſtockings, and breeches, were 
* 5 

His cap had a new cherry riband to tye *t. 

The maids to the doors and the balconies ran, 

And ſaid, « Lack-a-day ! he 's a proper young 
man: 

But, as frpm the windows the ladies he ſpy'd, 

Like a beau in the box, he bow'd low on each 
kde ʒ 

And, when his laſt ſpeech the loud hawkers did 


err 
He — from his cart, „It was all a damn'd } 


« lye Þ? 
The hangman for pardon fell down on his knee; 
Tom gave him a kick in the guts for his tce : 
Then ſaid, I mutt ſpeak to the people a littl: ; 
But I U fee you all damn'd before I will 
„ Feoluttle. 
Mz — friend $Wild may he long hold his 
acc, : 
He lengthen'd my life with a whole year of grace. 
Take courage, dear comrades, and be not afraid, 
Nor {1p this occa{on to follow your trade; 
My conſcience is clear. and my ſhirits arc calm, 
And thus I go off without prayer- hook or vialm; 
Then follow the practize of clever Tc m Clinch, 
Who hung like a hero, ard ever would inch. 


DR. SWIFT TO MR. POPE, 


{ WHILE HE WAS WRITING THE DUSCIAD. 


| * has the talent well to ſpeak, 
But not to reach the car; 
His loudeſt voice is low u d weah, 
The Dean too deaf to hear. 


— 
* Widew of Jol Hardire, the Drapier*s frint ear. 
+ A cant wer for co felſing at the galley, 
2 Te noted thief=catcher, willere fee fer of New 
ale, W..0 Was harged cr receiving fielen geeds, f 
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Awhile they on each other look, 
Then different ſtudies choofe : 

The Dean fits plodding on a book; 
Pope walks, and courts the Mule. 
Now backs of Vetters, though deſ:gn'd 
For thoſe who more will need cm, 
Are filÞd with hints, and interlin'd, 

Himſeli can hardly read em. 


| Each atom by ſome other firuck 


All turns and motions tries: 
Till, in a lump together ſtuck, 
Behold a Poem riſe ! 


Yet to the Dean his ſhare allot 
He claims it by a canon; 

Thot evitheut ich a thing is net, 
Is, cauſa ſme qua ner, 


Thus, Pope, in vain you boaſt your wit; 
For, had our deaf Divine 

Been for y ur converſation gt, 
You had not writ a line. 


Of Sherlock thus, for preaching fanrd, 
The Sexton reaſon'd well; 

And jufily half the merit claim'd, 
Becaule he rang the bell. 


A LOVE POEM 


FROM A PHYSICIAN TO HIS MISTRESE, 
Written at Lexpox in the Year 1727. 


Poets we are well afſur'd 
That Love, alas! can uc'er be card: 
A complicated heap of /e, 
Deſpiſmg “ſer and g. 
Ah! Chloe, this I find is true, 


Since firft I gave my heart to you, 


Now, by your cruelty Acrd-beurd, 
TI ftrain my ite, my co/er wound, 
Now jealouſy my grumbling tripes 
Aſmaults with grating, grinding grifec. 


| When pity in thoſe cyes I view, 


My 6e2oels wambling make me e. 


When I an amorous kiſs d-1.gu*d, 


Aeli hurricane of wind. 

Once you a gentle gh let fall 3 
Remember how I/. it all: 

What colic parg: from thence I felt, 

Had you but known, your dert would melt, 
Like ruffling winds in cavcrns pent, 
Till Nature pointed out a vent. 

How have you torn my heart to pieces 
With maggots, humours, 'and caprices ! 
By which I got the A d 

And loathſome wer ms my anus voids. 


- 


* An * te the firgularity mcrtiened f. 358 


+ The Deun of St. Pauls, father ts the biſhop. N. 


PTY LY T SL AA... 


SWIFT“ POEM $. 


Whene'er I hear a rival nam'd, . 

I fect my body all intiant'd ; 

Which, breaking out in Be and blares, 
W th eller ft my linen ſtains; 

Or, parch'd with unextinguiſt. d 74ir/?, 
Small- beer I g till 1 burft : 

And then I drag a bloated corpus, 
SwelPd with a dye ſy, like a porpoiſe: 
When, if I canoot par ge or /tale, 

I muſt be tapp'd to fill a pa-. 


y 


DEAN SWIFT AT SIR AR'TUR ACHESON®*S, 
IN THE NORTH OZ IRELAND. 


Dean would viſit M: rket-hill ; 
Our invitation was but flight : 
I faid—Why let him, if he will; 
And ſo I bade Sir Arthur We. 


His manners would not let him wait, 

Lett we 1} ould think ourſelves negleQed 
And ſo we ſaw him at our gate 

Three days before he was expected. 


After a week, a month, a quarter, 
And day ſucceeding after day, 
Says not a word of his departure, 
Though not a ſoul would have him ſtay, 


Ie ſaid enough to make him bluſh, 1 
Methinks, or elſe the devil 's in 't; 


$ | 


But he cares not for it a ruſt, 
Nor for my life will take the hint, 


But you, my dear, may let him knnw, 
In civil language, if he ſtays, 

How deep — foul the roads may grow, 
And that he may command the chaiſe, 


Or you may ſay— My wife interds, 
Though I ft:ould be excecding proud, 

This winter to invite ſome frici:ds ; 
And, Eir, 1 know, you hate a crowd. 


Or, Mr, Decan—T ſhould with joy 
Beg you would here continue {till ; 
But we muſt go to * Agnnacloy, 
Or Mr. Moore will take it ill. 


The houſe accounts are daily rifing ; 

So much his ftay doth ſwell the bills; 
My dcareſt lite, it is ſurpriſing 

How much he cats, how much he ſwills. 
His brace of puppies how they ſtuff! 

And they muſt have three meals a day, 


Yet never think they get enough; 
His horſes too cat all our hay. 


Oh! if Tcould, how I would maul 

His tallow-facc, and wainſcot-paws, 
His beetle-brows, and eyes of wl. 

And make him ſoon give up the cauſe ! 
Muſt I be every moment chid 

With FSkinny bonia, Snipe, and Lean? 
Ch! that I could but once be rid 

Oi this inſulticg Tyrant Dean! 

* The feat of Acheſen Moore, Eſq. 


+ The Dean uſed to call Lady Acheſon by thoſe 
namgs, 


| 
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On a very old Gras .at Manxe r= LL, 
RAIL glaſs ! thou bear'ſt that as well 
as I; 


Though none can tell, which of us firſt ſhall die. 


/ 


AxSWERED EXTEMPORE BY Dr. Sw1FT.. 
ME only chance can kill ; thou, frailer creature, 
May*i die, like me, by chance; but muſt by 

nature. 


ON CUT THG DOWN THE OLD THORN 
AT MARKET-HILIX. 


T Market-Hill, as well appears, 
By chronicle of ancient date, 
There ſtood for many hundred yc ars 
A ſpacious thora before the gate. 


Hither came every village-maid, 
Aud on the boughs her garland hung: 
And here, beneath the ſpreading ſhade, 
Secure from Satyrs ſate and bay 


Sir ArchibaldF, that valorous knight, 
The lord of all the fruitful plain, 
Would come and liſten with delight ; 
For he was fond of rural firaia, 


(Sir Archibald, whoſe ſavourite name 

Shall fiand for ages on record, 
By Scottiſſ hards of higheſt fame, | 

Wie Hawthornden and Stirling's lordf.) 
But time with iron teeth, I ween, 

Has canker'd all its branches round; 
Nor fruit or bloſiom to be ſeen, 

Its hcad reclining towards the ground. 
This aged, ſckly, ſapleſs thorn, 

Which muſt, alas! no longer ſtand, 
Behold the cruel Dean in ſcorn 

Cuts down with facrilegious hand. 
Dame Nature, when ſhe ſaw the blow, 

Ailonit'd, gave a dreadful M rick ; 
And mother Teilus trembled ſo. 

She icarce recover'd in a week. 


* Avilluge near the ſert of Sir Arthur Acheſon 
where the Pe.m ſometimes made a lerg vit. The 
tree, which was a remir table one, was much ad- 
mired by the Fnight, Yet the Dean, 'n one of i 
wne.ccourt..ble kumours, pave direttions fer cutting 
it dewn in the abſence of Sr Arthur, who ewes of 
courſe highly ircenſes, ror <ou'd ſee Sncift for ſome 
time after, By W-.y of mai rg tis f eucc, the Dean 
ewrote thi: foem . Sp had the deſiredefie'?, N. 

Si Archi Acſeſen, ſecretary of ate 
x 2 Nen, ſecretary ef ate fer 

Dumm em of Huwihornden, and ei, Milieu 
Alexander, earl of Stirling, ve cbere beth friends 
10 Sir Archibald, and famous for their fta. 
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The Sylvan powers, with fear perplex'd, 
In prudence and compaſſion, ſent 

(For none could tell whoſe turn was next) 
Sad omens of the dire event. 


+ The magpie, lighting on the ſtock, 
Stood chattering with inceſlant din: 
And with her beak gave many a knock, 
To rouſe and warn the nymph within, 


The owl ſoreſaw, in penſwe mood, 
The ruin of her ancient ſeat ; 
And fied in hate, with all her 5rood, 


To ſeek a more ſecure retreat, 


Laſt trolled forth the gentle ſwine, 

To eaſe her itch agaiaſt the ttump, 
And diſmally was heard to whine, 

All as the ſerubb'd her meaſly rump. 


The nymph who dwclls in cvery tree, 
(If all be true that poets chant) 

Condemn'd by Fate's ſupreme decree, 
Mutt die with h-r expiriog plant. 

Thus, when the gentle Spina found 
The thorn conumitted to her care 

Receiv d its laſt and deadly wound, 
She ficd, and vaniſt'd into air. 


But from the root a diſmal groan 
Firſt iſſuing ſtruck the murderer's ears ; 
And, in a ſtrill revengeſul tone, 
This prophecy he trembling hears : 
6 Thou chief contriver of my fall, 
« Relentleſs Dean, to miſchief born; 
% My kindred oft? thinc hide ſtall gall, 
« Thy gown and caſſock of? be torn. 
« And thy confederate da me, who brags 
« That ſhe conde mid nit to the fire, 
„ Shall rend her petticoats to rags, 
« And wound her legs with cvery brier, 


& Nor thou, lord Arthur“, f:a!t eſcape; 
« To thes I oiten calPd iu vain, 
« Againft thut aſlaffin in Cape ; 
« Yet thou gut tamely fee me fiain: 
s Nor, when I felt the drcadful blow, 
«© Cr ckid the Lau, ur pincli'd ny ſpoule ; 
& Since you couid ice me treated fo 
« (An old rctaincy to your houtc} : 
« May that ſcll Dcan, by whols command 
„% Was form this Machiavelian plot, 
4% Not Icave a thiir!- on thy land; 
« Theu who will own thes tor a Scot ? 


“ Pigs and fanaties, cows aud teagues, 
« Through all thy cmpice 1 forcice, 
% To tear thy bedg->, jolu in Joaguc:, 
« Sworn to revenge my tugrn and me. 
« And thou, the wretcah ordain'd by ute, 
« Neal Gahagan, Hibernian cJown, 
4% With hatchet hlunter thin thy pate, 
« To hack my hallow*d timber de; 


* &r Art ur A. A. « 
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« When thou, ſuſpended high in air, 


« Dy'tt on a more ignoble tree 


| «« (For thou ſhalt ſtcal thy landlord's mare), 


« Then, bleody caitiff ! think on me, 


CANT AT AT. 


N harmony would you excell, 
Suit your words to your muſic well ; 

For Pegulus runs every race 
By gailoping high, cr level pace, 
Cr amblirg, or ſweet Canterbury, 
Or with a down, # high down derry. 
No victory he ever got 
By ;oggling, jogzlirg, joggling trot ; 
No Mule harmonious ciitertains 
Rough, roittering, ruſtic, rearirg ſtrains. 
Nor ſhall you twine the crackling bays 
By ſneaking, ſuiveling roundelays. 

Now flowly move your f ddle-ſtick: 
Now, — tantantivi, quick ; 
Now trembling, fl.ivering, curvering, quaking, 
Set hoping hearts of Lovers aching. 15 
Fly, Vs above the ky, 
* gan- bling, trolloping, lolloping, gale 

oping. ; 

Now ſweep, ſweep the deep. 
See Celia, Celia dies, . 
While true Lovers“ eyes 
Weeping ſcep, Sleeping weep, 
Weeping fiecp, Bo peep, bo pcep. 


S=STLTAPH 
AT EERKELEYW, GLOUCESTERSHIRE, 


Hs lies the Earl of Suffolk's fool, 

Men call'd him Dicky Pearce; 

His folly ſerv'd to mae folks laugh, 
When wit aud mirth vere ſcarce, 


* This Certata is printed il the muſic in al. 
the Lonion editicns of Sewiſt, Dr. Beattie, after 
eenſuring the profiice of lat Fe cu. It e i{licit 
„im tat ion, v obſcrue', that 4 this abuſe of a noble 
% id ret eferite the ſatire ef Swift ;, d, 


« i Dr, Helin, aningenious gentleman cf Ireland, 
be ceuigeſe a Cuntata, inridicule of this puerile 
« mini. Tere wwe have motions imitateds 
« which are the moft inharmonicus, and ſounds tie 
85 / 1 c -I 4 word, Sevift”s Cantare 


© fut i ue, Would de rien. IN, 


« theugh aenf to the charms of mujic, <vas not blind 
« tete abſurcity of nic ian He recommended it 


many corvirce ary ferton, hut mujic, if any {bite , 
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Poor Dick, alas! i» dead and gone, 
What {gnifes to cry? . 

Dicl..'* enough arc {till behind, 
To laugh at by and by. 


Buried June 18, 1728, aged (3. 


MY... LADY'S 
LAMENTATION AND COM- 
PLAINT AGAINST THE 
DEAN. 


July 28, 1728. 
URE never did mau ice 
* wretch lie pour N aliCys 
So tcas b day and night 
Ry a Dean and a N. igt. 
Jo punith my ſius, 
Sir Arthur begins, 
Aud give me a wipe 
With Skiouy and Suipe f: 
His malice is plain, 
Hallooivg the Dean. 
The Dran never f.0ps 
When he opens his chops ; 
I *m quite over-run ; 
With rebus aad pun, 
B-ſore be came here 
To ſpunge tor good checr, 
J fate with delight, 
From morning till Highe, 
With two bony thun 
Could rub my old gums, 
Or ſcratching my noſe, 
And jogging my toes; 
But at preſent, ſorſooth, 
1 muit not rub a tooth, 
When my cloows he .es 
Held up by my knees, 
My arms, lil: two prupss 
Svpporting my chops, ' 
A:d juſt as I handle **m 
Moving oll like a pendulum ; 
He trips up my props, 
And down my chin drops, 
trom my head to my heels, 
Like a Jock without wheel; ; 
1 fk in the fpleen, 
An uſeleſs machine. 
It he had his will, 
I ould never bt Hill: 
He comes with his whians, 
1 muſt move my limbs; 
I canuot be ſweet 
Without ulng wy feet ; 
To levgthen my breath, 
He tires me to death. 
By the work of all Syuires, 
ugh bogs and through bricrs, 
Lady Acheſon, 
7 See f. 381. 


\ Where a cow would be ſtartled, 
Im in ſpite of my keant led; 

Aud, ſay what J will, 
| HauPd up every hill; 
Till, daggled aud tatter'd, 
| My ſpirits quite Matter'd, 
I return heme at night, 
Al d fat, out of ſpite : 
Fer ) 'd rather be dad, 
1 han it &cr Gould le ſaid, 
1 I vas letter tor tim 
In tiemach or limb. 

But now to my dict; 
Ne catir.g in quict, 
He 's £1 nes fault, 
Too ſour or tao Halt : 
The wing of a chick 
I nardly can pick ; 
Put traſh without meaſure 
I ſwallow with plraſure. 

Next for his diverſion, 
He rails at my perſon : 
What court-breeding is this! 
He takes me to PIcces 3 
From ſhoulder to flank 
4 1 *m lcan and am lank; 
My note, long and thing 
{ Grows down to my chin; 
My chin will not ſtay, 
But meets it half way ; 
| My fingers, proh:., 

Are ten croo:£d ſticks: 
| He ſwears my el bow: 
{ Are two iron crews, 
| Or ſtarp-pointcd rock, 
And wcar out mv ſmocks : 
| To 'ſcape them, Sir Arthur 
{| 1s forc'd to lic fargher, 
or bis i des they would gore 
| Like the tuſk of a boar. 
Now, changing the ſcene, 
| But ſtill to the Dean: 
He loves to be bitter at 
| Alady illitcrate; 
If he ſees her Lut once 
He ' iwear :c * a &. 
Can tell by her looks 
A hater of baobe 5 
Through each like of her ſace 
Her folly can trace; 
Which ſpoils every feature 
BeH. her by nature; 
But ſenſe gives a grace 
To the homelieſt tace : 
Wiſe books and reficxion 
Will mend the complexion : 
(A civil Divine! | 
I ſupppſc, meanivg mine! 
No lady who — them , 
Can ever be handſome, 

] gueſs well m— 

| What he means by thi 
He haws and he hums, 
At laſt out it comes: 
What, Madam ! No walking, 


No reading, nor talking: 


—_ RM * 


td. 
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You 're now in your prime, 

Make uſe of your time, 

Conſider, before 

Youu come to threeſcore, 

How the huſhes will fleer 

Where%cr you appear: 

« That filly old puſs 

Would fain be like us. 

What a figure ſhe male 

Ju her taraiſh'd brocade !”? 
And then he grows mild : 

Come, be a good child: 

It you are inclin'd 

To poliſh your mind, 

Be ador'd by the men 

Till threeſcore and ten, 

And kill with the ſpleen 

The jades of fixteen ; 

II bew you the way : 

Read fix hours a day. 

The wits will frequent ye, 

And think you but tweuty. 
Thus was I drawn in; 

Forgive me my fin. 

At breakfaſt he Il ak 

An account of my taſk. 

Put a word out of joint, 

Cr miſs but a point, 

He rages and frets, 

His manners forgets ; 

And, as I am ſerious, 

Is very imperious. 

Ko book for delight 

Muſt come in my ſight; 

But, inficad of new plays, 

Dull Pacui:*, Eflays, 

And porc evcry day on 

That naſty Pantheon. 

If I be not a drudge, 

Let all the world judge. 

»Twere better be blind, 

Than thus be confin'd. 
But, while in aa ill tone, 

I murder pvor Milton, 

The Dean, you will ſwear, 

I» at ſtudy or prayer, 

He * all the day fauntering, 

With labourers bantering, 

Among his coll-2gues, 

A parcel of Icagues, 


(Whom he brings in among us, 


Aud bribes with mundungus). 
Tail fellow, well met, 

All dirty and wet: 

Find out, it you can, 
Who's maſter, who *s man; 
Who makes the beſt figure, 
The Dean or the digger; 
And which is the beſt 

At cracking a jeſt. 4 
How proudly he talks 

Of zigzacks and walks; 

And all the day raves 

Of cradles and caves 

And beaſts of his feats, 

His grottos and ſcats; 


„„ 


— 


* 


Let you 


Shews all his gew—gaws, 
And gapes for applauſe ; 
A fine occupation 
For one in his ſation ! 
A hole where a rabbit 
Would ſcorn to inhabit, 
Dug out in an hour 
He calls it a bower. 
But, oh! how we laugh 
To ſec a wild calf 
Come, driven by beat, 
And foul the green ſcat; 
Cr run helter- Kelter 
To his arbour, for ſheltcr, 
Whcre all goes to ruin 
The Dean has been doing: 
The girls of the village 
Come flocking for ge, 
Pull down the fine briers 
And thorns, to make fires ; 
But yet are ſo kind 
To leave ſomething behind : 
No more need be ſaid on t, 
I ſmell when I tread on *t. 
Dear friend, doctor Jenny, 
If I could but win ye, 
Or Walmſley or Whaley, 
To come hither daily, 
Since Fortune, my foe, 
Will nerds have it ſo, 
That I'm, by her frowns, 
Condemn'd to black gowns ; 
No Squire to be found 
The neighbourhood round 
(For, under the roſe, 
I would rather chooſe thoſe) ; 
If your wives will permit ye, 
Come here, out of pity, 
To caſe a poor lady, 
And beg her a play-day. 
So may you be ſeen 
No more in the ſpleen ! 
May Walmſley give wine, 
Like a hearty divine ! 
_y Whaley diſgrace 
Daniel's whey-face ! 
And may your three ſpouſes 
ie at friends ! 


——— — . ñ ᷓꝓ́ f—— 


A PASTORAL DIALOGUE, 1728. 
E 


DERMOT, SHEELAH, 


whe + — and ſwain, Sheclah and Dermot 

: | 

Who — to weed the court of * Gosford 
Knight; ä 

While cach with ſtubbed knife remov'd the roots, 

That rais*d between the ſtones their daily ſhoots 3 

As at their work they ſate in counterview, 

With mutual beauty ſmit, their paſſion grew. 

Sing, heavenly Muſe, in ſweetly-flowing ſtrain 

The ſoft endearments of the nymph and ſwain. 


* Sir Arthur Acheſon, 


$wiFrT*Ss POEM Ss. 


Dr nmorT. 


lore to Sheelah is more firmly fixt, 
Tn weeds that grow theſe ſtones be - 
twixt : 
from the ſtones can part; 


ſpud theſe nettles 
0 I i dns to wed Gen from my heart. 


SprEELAH, 


My love for gentle Dermot faſter grows, 
Than yon tall dock that riſes to thy noſe. 
Cut down the dock, *twill ſprout again: but, oh! 
Love rooted out, again will never grow. 

Draxor. 

No more that brier thy tender leg ſhall rake 
(1 fpare the thiſtles for Sir Arthur*s* fake), 
Sharp are the ſtones ; take thou this ruſhy mat: 
The hardeſt bum will bruiſe with fitting ſquat. 


SHEELAH. 
Thy breeches, torn behind, ſtand gaping wide; 
This p*tticoat ſhall ſave thy dear backi de: 
Nor need I bluſh; although you feel it wet, 
Dermot, I vow, tis nothing elſe but ſweat. 


De nmorT. 


At an old ftubborn root I chanc'd to tug, 
When the Dean threw me this tobacco-plug : 
A longer ha*p*orth never did I fee ; 
This, dcareft Sheelah, thou ſhalt ſhare with me. 


SurxELAH. 


In at the pantry-door this morn I ſlipt, 
And from the ſhelf a charming cruſt I whipt : 
Dennis was out, and I got hither ſafe ; 
And thou, my dear, ſhalt have the bigger half. 


DERrmMoT. 


When you ſaw Tady at long-bullets play, 
You ate and lous*d him all a ſun-ſhine day. 
How could you, Sheelah, liſten to his tales, 
Cr er ch ſuch lice as his betwixt your nails? 


SuEELAH, 


When you with Onah ſtood behind a ditch, 
I pzcp'd, and ſaw you kiſs the dirty bitch, 
D-rmot, hov- could you touch theſe naſty ſluts? 
I almot wiſt'd this ſpud were in your guts, 


DERrmorT. 


If Onah once I kiſs*d, forbear to chide ; 
Her aunt 's my goſſip by my father's ſide : 
But, if I ever touch her lips again, 

May I be doom'd for life to weed in rain! 


SHEELAH, 
1 wh Iſwear, though Tady*s locks could 
0 
Ten thouſand lice, and every louſe was gold; 
Him on my lap you never more ſhall ſee ; 
Or may I loſe my weeding-knife—and thee ! 


Me was a great lever ef Kt and. 
T Sir Ari butler, 


L 
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De nmorT. 


Oh, could I earn for thee, my lovely laſs, 
A pair ol *brogues to bear thee dry to maſs! 


But ſee, where Norah with the ſowins comes 


Theh let us riſe, aud reſt our weary bums. 


ON THE 
FIVE LADIES AT SOT'S-HOLEF, 
Wirn THE DOCTORY AT THEIR HEAD. 
N. B. The Ladies treated the Decker. 
Sent as from an Or ric in the AR ur. 


AIR ladies, number five, 
Who, in your merry freaks, 
With little Tom contrive 
To feaſt on ale and ſteaks ; 


While he ſits by a-grinning, 
To ſee you ſafe in Sot's-hole, 
Set up with greaſy linen, 
And ncitber mugs nor pots whole: 
Alas ! I never thought 
A prieft would pleaſe your 3 
Beſides, I U hold a groat, _ 
He l put you in a ballad; 


Where I ſhall ſee your faces 
On paper daub'd fo foul, 
They Il be no more like Graces, 
Than Venus like an owl. 


And we ſtall take you rather 
To be a midnight pack 

Of witches met together, 
With Beelzebub in black. 


It fills my heart with woe, 
To think, ſuch ladies tine 
Shall be reduc?d fo low 
To treat a dull Divine. 


Be by a Parſon cheated ! 

Had you been cunning ſtagers, 
You might yourſclves be treated 

By Captaias and by Majors. 
See how corruption grows, 

While mothers, daughters, aunts, 
Inftead of powder'd beaux, 

From pulpits chooſe gallauts! 


If we, who wear our wigs 
With fan- tail and with ſnake, 
Are bubbled thus by prigs; 
Z—ds ! who would be a rake ? 
Had I a heart to fght, 
I *d knock the Doctor down: 
Or could I read or write, 
Egad ! Id wear a gown, 
Then leave him to his birck$; 
Ayd at The Roſe on Sunday, 
The parſon ſafe at church, 
I treat you with burgundy. 
* CEhoes evith flat low reels, 
An ale! ouſe in Dublin, famous fer beef. 6.78, 
Br . Themas FRE Sg / 10 ff 
$ Dr. Ser idar. was a ſelsel. maſer. 


1728. 
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THE FIVE LADIES ANSWER 
TO THE BEAU 
With the Wie and Wines at his HzaS. 


OU little ſcribbling beau, 
What dæmon made you write? 

Becauſe to write you know 

As much as you can fight. 
For compliment ſo ſcurvy, 

I wiſh we had you here ; 
We *d turn you topſy-turvy 

Into a mug of beer. 
You thought to make a farce on 

The man and place we choſe ; 
We ere ſure a ſngle Parſon 

Is worth an hundred Beaux. 


And you would make us vaſſals, 
Good Mr. Wig and Wings, 
To f:ver-clocks and taſſels ; 
You would, you Things of Things! 
Becauſe around your cane 
A ring of diamonds is ſet ; 
And you, in ſome bye-lane, 
Have gain*d a paltry grirette ; 
Shall we, of ſcnſe refin'd, 
© Your trifling nouſenſe bear, 
As noiſy as the wind, 
As empty as the ar? 

We hate your empty prattle ; 
And vow and ſwear *tis true, 
There 's more in one child; rattle 

Than twenty tops like you. 


THE BEAU'S REPLY 
TO THE 


FIVE LADIES ANSWER. 


Y, how now, dapper Black! 
T ſmell your gown and caſſock, 
As ſtrong upon your back, 

As Tiſdall* ſmells of a ſock. 


To write ſuch ſcurvy ſtuff ! 
Fine Ladies rever do t; 

I know you well enough, 
And eke your cloven foot. 


Fine Ladies, when they write, 
Nor ſcold, nor keep a iplutter : 
Their verſes give delight, 
As ſoft and ſweet as butter, 


But Satan never ſaw 
Such haggard lines as theſe : 
They tick athwart my maw, 
As bad as Suffolk-cheeſe. 


* A cler in the Nerth of Ireland, wwe had 
made propoſals of marriage te Stella, 


POE M$ 


| 
THE JOURNAL. 


OF A MODERN LADY. ” 


In a Lx TIE A to a Persox of QUatity, 1548, 
Six, 


T was a moſt unfriendly part 
In you, who ought to know my heart, 

Are well zcquaint-d with my zeal 
For all the femate commonweal— 
How could if come into your mind 
To pitch on me, of all mankind, 

Againſt the ſcx to write a ſatire, 
| And brand me for a woman-hater ? 
On me, who think them all ſo fair, 
They rival Venus to a hair; 
Their virtues never ccasꝰd to ſing. 
Since frit I learn'd to tune a ſtriug ? 
Methinks I hear the ladies cry, 
Will he his character belye ? 
Muſt never our misfortunes cnd ? 
And have we loft our only friend? 
Ah, lovely nymphs, remove your ſcars, 
No more let fall thoſe precious tears. 
\ Sooner ſhall, &c. 

[ Here ſeveral werſer are omitted] 

The hound de lunted by the hare, 
Than I turn rebel to the fair. 

"Twas you engag'd me firft to write, 
Then gave the ſubject out of ſpite : 
| The journal of a modern dame 
Is by my promiſe what you claim, 

My word is pft, I mutt ſubmit; 

| And yet perhaps you may Le bit. 

I but traaſcribe z for not a line 

Of all the ſatire ſhall be mine; 
Compell'd by you to tag in rhymes 
The common ſander: of the times, 
Of modern times, the guilt is yours, 
And nie my innocence? cures. 
Unwilling Muſe, begin thy lay, 
The annals of a female day. 

By nature turn'd to play the rave well 
(As we ſhall ſhew you in the ſequel), 
flſhe modern dame is wal*d by noon 
(Some authors ſay, not quite ſo ſoon), 
Becanſe, though ſore againſt her will, 
She ſate all night up at quadrille, 

She ftretches, gapes, unglues her eyes, 

And aſks if it he time to riſe; 

Of head-ach and the ſpleen complains ; 

And then, to cool her heated brains, 

Her night=-zown and her ſiippers brought her, 
Takes a large dram of citron-watzr. 

Then to her glaſs ; and, „ Betty, pray 5 
« Don't I look frightfully ta-day? 

« Put was it not confounded hard ? 

« Well, if I ever touch a card! 

« Four mattaderer, and loſe colille ! 

« Depend upon *t, I never will. 

« But run to Tom, and bid him fx 

c The ladies here to-right by ſix.“ 

« Madam, the goldſmith waits below 

25 He ſays, „ His buſme ſs is to know 
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« If you A redeem the filrer cup 


« He keeps in pawn ?'— Firſt, ſhew lim up.” | 


% Your drcſiing-pla e be Il be content 

« To take, for intereſt cert. ger cert, 

« And, Madam, there * my lady Spade 

« Hath ſent this letter by her maid.” 

« Well, 1 remember what e won; 

« And hath the ſent fo ſoon to dun? 

« Here, carry down thoſe ten piſtules, 

« My huſ-anG left to pay for cnals : 

« ] think my ſtars, they all are liglt ; 

« Aud I way bave revenge to-night”? 

New, loitering ot her ten and creams 

ghe enters or her uſval theme 3 

Her lam nicht's i ſucce's ropate, 

Calls lady Spade a hundred cheats: 

6 She Apt lll in her brea't, 

« 7] hen thought to tra it to a jeſt: 

t There 's Mrs. Cut and he combine, 

1% And to each other give the g. 

Through every game purſues her tale, 

Lise buuters oer their evening ale. 
No to anotier ſeene give : 

Enter tue folvs with His and : 

Freſh matter for a world of chat, 

Right Indian this, right Mechlin that : 

« Obſerve this pattern ʒ there 's a ſtuff 3 

« I can have cuttomers enough. 

« Dear madam, you are grown ſo hard 


% This lace is worth twelve pounds a yard: 


% Madam, if there he truth in man; 
« I never ſold ſo cheap a fan.” 
This buſincſs of importance ofcr, 
And madam almoft dreſe'd by tour; 
The fortman, in his uſual phraſe, 
Comes up with, „ Madam, dinner ſtays,” 
She anſwers, in her uſval fiyi2, 
« The cook mvit heep it bac awhile : 
« I never can have time to dreſs 
« (No woman breathing takes up Jeſs) 3 
« Im hurried fo, it makes me "ck; 
c, I wiſh the dinner at Old Vick”? 
At table now ſhe acts her part, 
Has all the dinner-cant by heart: 
« [| thought we were to dine alone, 
t My dear; for ſure, i? l had known 
« This company would come to day— 
© Burt really *tis my ſpouſe's way! 
& He 's ſo unkind, he never ſ:uds 
« To tell when he invites his friends: 
« | wiſh ye may hut have enough h 
And while with all thi paltry ſtuff 
She ſus tormenting every gue h, 
Nor gives her tongue 1:40 m6ment's reſt, 
In phraſes batt-r®:1, ſtale. a. d trite, 
Which modern ladies call polite 3 
Von ſee the bonby ku: and 11 
In adlmiration it her wit. 

But let me now awhile ſurvey 
Our madam rx her ev2niigeten ; 
Surrounded with her nniſy clans 
Of prudes, conuettes, ard harridans ; 
When, frighted at the clamorous crew, 
Away the God of Silence w, 
And fair Diſcretion left the place, 
A-d Modeity with Uluſting face: 

Vol. V. 


— 
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| Now enters overweening Pride, 
And Scardal ever gaping wide 3 


Hypocriſy with frown ſevere, 

Scurrility with gibing air ; 

Rude Laughter ing like to burſt, 

And Malice always Judging worſt; 

And Vanity with pocket-glaſs, 

And Impudence with front of braſs ; 

And ftudy'd Afſectation came, 

Each limb and foature out of frame; 

While ignorance, with brain of lead, 

Few hovering o'er each female head. 
Why ould 1 aſk of thee, my Muſe, 

An hundred tongues, as poets uſe, 

When, to give every dame her due, 

An hundred thouſand were too few ? 

Or how ſhall 1, alas, relate 

The ſum of all their ſenſcleſs pr ue, 

Their innuerdos, hints, and ſanders, 

Their meanings lewd, and double entendres ? 

Now comes the general ſcandal-charge : 

What ſome invent; the reſt enlarge 3 

And, „Madam, if it be a lye, 

« You have the tale as cheap as I: 

« | muſt conceal my author's name: 

« But now *tis known to common fame. 
Say, fooliſh females, bold and blind, 

Are you on vices moſt ſevere, 

Wherein yourſelves have greateft ſtare ? 

Thus every fool herſel achudes 3 | 

The prudes condemn the abſent prudes : 

Mopſa, who ftinks her ſpouſe to death, 

Accuſcs Chloe's tai: ted breath; 

Hircina, rank with ſweat, preſumcs 

To cenfure Phyllis ſor perfumes 3 


While crooked Cynthia, ſueering, ſays 


That Florimel wears iron ftays : 
Chloe, of every coxcomb jealous, 
Admires how girls can talk with fehows 3 
And, full of indignation, frets, 
That women ſhould be ſuch coquettes 2 
Iris, for ſcandal moſt rotorious, 
Cries, « Lord, the world is ſo cenſorious * 
And Rufa, with her combs of lead, | 
Whiſpers that Sappho?s hair is red; 
Aura, whoſe tongue you hear à mile hence, 
Talus half a day in praiſe f filence ; 
Ard Sylvia full of inveard guilt, 
Calls Amoret an arrant jilt. 
Now voices over voices riſe, 
White each :o be the loude® vies : 
They eantradis, aFrm, diſpute. 
No {mgle tongue one moment mute; 
All mad to ſpeak, and none to hearken, 
They ſet the very lap-dog barking z 
Their chatteri: g makes a louder din 
Than fft.-wive> ver a cup of gin: 
Nat Tchnole bos at a harring- out 


Rois ever Tock luce ant rout: 


The zumbling p=rticles of matter 
In chaos made unt ſuch a clatter ; 
Far leſꝭ the rabhle roar and rail, 
When drunk with ſur cle ion- ale. 
Nor do they truſt their tongnes alone, 
1 ſpeak a language of their own 3 —- 
aa 
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Can read a nod, a ſhrug, a look, 
Far better than a printed book; 
Convey a libel in a frown, 
And wink a reputation down; 
Or, by the toſſing of the tan, 


$WiIiFT?*s 


Deſcribe the lady and the man. we” 


But ſee, the female club difbands, 
Each twenty viſits on her hands. 
Now all alone poor madam tits 
boy vapours and hyſteric fits: 
And was not Tom this morning ſent? 
« M hy my life he never went: 
« Paſt fix, andnort a living ſoul! 
« IT might by this have won a vole.” 
A ful interval of ſpleen ! 
How ſhall we paſs the time between? 
«« Here, Betty, let ue take my drops; 
&« And feel my pulſe, I know it ſtops: 
« This head of mine, lord, how it ſwims ! 
« And ſuch a pain in all my limbs ” 
% Dear madam, try to take a nap,” — 
But now they bear a footman's rap: 
„ Go, run, and light the ladies up: 
« It uſt be ane betore we ſup,” 
The table, cards, and counters, ſct, 
And all the gameſter-laclies met, 
Her ſpleen and fits recover d quite, 
Our madam can fit up all night : 
« Whoever comes, | *m not within. 
% the word, and ſo begin. 
How can the Mufe her aid impart, 
UnfkilFd in all the terms of art? 
Or in harmonious numbers put 
The deal, the ſhuffle, and the cut? 
The ſuperſtitions whims relate, ' 
That fill a female gameſter's pate? 
What agony of ſoul] ſhe feels 
To ſce a knave*s inverted heels ! 
She draws up card by.card, to fnd 
Good fortune peeping from behind ; 
With panting heart, and carneft cyes, 
In hope ta ſee /padi/le riſe : 
In vain, alas! her hope is fed; 
She draws an ace, and ſecs it red; 
In ready counters never pa''s, 
But pawns her ſnuft-box, rings, and keys; 
Ever with ſome new fancy Truck, | 
Tries twenty charms to mend her luck. 
« This morning, when the 5.7» came, 
« J ſaid I ſho M not win a game. 
« This odion® chair, bow came i ſtuck in t? 
« think I never had good luce in &. 
Jem ſo unenſy in my ſtays ; 
« Your ſan a moment, it vou pleaſe. 
Stand further, girl, or ge! you gone; 
„ [ always loſe when you look on.” 
« Lord ! madam, you have I» cedille : 
« never ſaw you play ſo ill.“ 
« Nay, madam, give me leave to tay, 
« ”Twas vou that threw the game away : 
« When lady Triekſey play'd a 1our, 
« You took it with a m7radere; 
« T ſaw you touch your wedding-ring 
« Retore my lady cubd a king, 
« You ſpoke a word began with H, 
* And 4 know whom you wat to reach, 


&« Becauſe you held the king of hearts ; 
| «« Fie, madam, leave theſe little arts,” 
« That *s not ſo bad as one that rubs 

&« Her chair, to call the king of clubs ; 
% And makes her partner underſtand 

« A mattadore is in her hand.“ 

„Madam, you have no cauſe to flounce, 
&« I fwear I ſaw you thrice renounce.” 

| And truly, madam, I know when, 


| © Inttead of five, you ſcor d me teu. 


Sf «dille here has got a mark ; 
A child may know it in the dark: 
« I gueſt the 


While thus they rail, and icold, and flor n, 
It paſſes but for common form: 

But, conſcious that they all ſpeak true, 
And give each other but their duc, 

it never uiterrupts the game, 

Or nakes them ſenſible of ſhame. 

The time too precious now to waſte, 
The ſupper gobblcd up in haſte; 
Agais atreſh to cards they run, 

As * — but jutt begun. 

But ] ſhall not again repcat, 

How oft” they ſquabble, ſnarl, and cheat. 
At laſt they hear the watchman knock, 

« Airofty morn—paſt four clock. 
The chairmen arc uot to be found, 
Come, let us play the other round.” 

Now all in haſie they huddle on | 
Their hoods, their cloaks, and get them gone; 
But, firſt, the winner muſt invite 
The company to-morrow might. 

Unlucky madam, left in tears 
(Who now again quadrille forſwears), 
With empty purſe, and aching head, 

Steals to her ſlee ping ſpouſe to bed. 


ö 
| A DIALOGUE 
; BETWEEN : 
| MAD Mull x- AND TIMOTHY. 
1728. 


M T OWN, *tis not my bread and butter ; 
But prythee, Tim, why all this clutter? 

Wny ever in theſe raging fits, 
| Naming to helf the jacobites? 
When, if you ſearch the kingdom round, 
There 's hardly twenty to be found; 
No, not among the frieſis and friarm— 
T. rwixt you and me, G— dn the lars ? 
M. The Tories re gone every man or 
To our Huſtrious 8 Hanover; 
From all their conduct this is plain 3 
And then— 

T. G— dn the lyars again! 
Did not an carl but lately vote, 
10 brug in (1 could cut his throat) 


* J fiirions name. See the hificry of this prin 
in its i iniciligencer y* Ne, wii, 1% 


d: it ſeldom fails : 5 
| © 1 wiſh ſome tolks would pare the ir nails.” 
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Our whol- accounts of public debts 2 - 


M. Lord! how this frothy coxcomb frets! [aſide.] 


. Did not an wble ſtate man biſtop 
This dangerous horrid motion diſt- up 
As fepiſh craft? did he not rail on t? 
Shew t re and faggot in the tail on 't? 
Proving the earl a grand offender, 
And in a plot tor the Pretender ; 
Whoſe neet, tis all our friends opinion, 
Was then embarki.,g at Avignon? 

[4 few dull lines are dere fur, emirred,) 


M. Theſe wrangling jars of Whig and Tory 


Are tial: and worn as I roy-town ttory : 
The wrong, tis certain, you were both in, 
And now you tind you fought for nothing. 
Your iaction, When their game was new, 
Might wart ſuch noiſy fools as you ; 
But you, when all the 4how is paſt, 
Reſolve to ſta d it out the luſt ; 
Like Martin Marratt*, gaping on, 
Not minding when the ſong is done. 
When all the 4ees are gone to ſettle, 
You clatter itill. your brazen kettle. 
The leaders whom you liſted under 
Have dropt their arms, and ſciz'd the plunder 3 
And when the war is paſt, you come 
To rattle in cheir ears your drum: 
And as that hateful hideous Grecian 
Theriites (he was your relation) 
Was more abhorr'd and ſcorn*d by thoſe 
With whom he ſerv*d, thao” by his foes ; 
So thou art grown the deteſtation 
Of all thy party through the nation : 
hy peeviſh and perpetual teaſing 
With plots, and Jacobites, and treaſon, 
=o _ 8 tace, | 
hy ſcrew*d-up front, thy ftate=grimccc, 
Thy formal nods, — — 
Thy whiſperings foi ſted in all cars 
{Which are, whetever you may think, 
But nonſenſe wrapt up in a ſtink), 
Have made thy preſence, in a true jeuſe, 
To thy own fade fo d&—1'd a nuiſance, 
That, when they have you in their eye, 
As if the devil drove, they tiy. 
T. My good triend Mullinix, forbear ; 
J vow to G—, you ere too ſevere, 
If it could ever yet be known 
1 took advice, except my own, - 
It ould be yours: but, d—n my blood! 
] muſt purſue tie public good. 
The faction (is it uot noturious ?) 
Keck at the memory of Glorinus : 
Lis true 3 nor nec i to be toll, 
My guondem friends are grown [1 cd, 
icarce a creature cau be found 
To prance with me the ſtatute round. 
The public ſafety, 1 foreſee, 
Henceforth depends alone on me 
And while this vital breath I blow, 
Or from above, or from below, 


»* A charatter in one Dry lem comedies, 
7 King William TIT, 


17 ſputter, ſwagger, curſe, and rail, 


| 


| © what a pleaſure mixt with paia! 


The Tories terror, ſcourge, and fiail. 

M. Tim, you mittake the matter quite: 
The Tories you arc their delt 
And ftouid you act a dfterent part, 
B. grave and wiſe, tw ould break their heart. 
Why, Tim, you lave a tate I know, 
An often ſ a pupperefhrony : 
Obſerve, the audience is in 
| While Punch is had behind the ſcene 3 
But, hen they hear his ruſty voice, 
With what impaticnee they rejoice ! 
Aud then they value not two liraws, 
How 2odomoa decides the cauſc, 
M nich the uu mother, which pretender ; 
Nor jiften-to tue witch of Ender, 
Should Fauſtus, with tue Devil behind him, 
Enter the: tage, they never mind him: 
If Punch, to tir thyr fancy, ſhows 


| In at the door his monſtrous noſe, 


Then ſudden draws it back again; 


You every ment think an age, 

Till he appears upon the tage : 

And firit lu, bum you ice aim clap 
Upon the quecu of Sheba's lap: 

The duke of Lorraine drew his ſword 3 
Pur.ch roaring ran, and running roar*d, 
Reviles all people in his jargon, 


pon the dragon ; 
He gets a thouſand thumps and kicks, 


{ Yet cannot leave his roguiih tricks; 
In every action thruſts his noſe; 


The reaioa why, no mortal knows : 

In dolzrul ſcenes that break our heart, 

Punch comes, Ii you, anddets a fart. 

Th re *s not-a puppet inade of wood, 

But what would hang him, if they coulds 

Wait», teating all, by all he 's teagd, 

How well are ttc ſpectators pleas'd ! 

Who in the motion have no ſhare, 

But purely come to u and !tare 3 

Have no concern for d! fake, 

Which gets the better, © + ſnakes 

Provided Punch (tor there u jet ) 

Be ſou..dly maid, «nd plague th reſt. 
Thus, "ſim, phi}:{--phers ſuppoſe, 

The world cen cf pap et- ſhocut; 

Where petulaat conceited te:lows 

Pertorn: the part of Punchire ies : 

So at this booth, which we call Dublin, 

Tin, tou *rt tic Punch to itir up trouble in 

oc rige, Fdge, and mae a rom, 

Put all your brother hu pets out; 

Run ou in a perpetual round, 

To teaſe, perplex, diiiurb, confound; 

Intrud- with monxey-grm and clatter, 

To interrupt all ſerious matter; 

Are grown the nuiſance ot your clan, 

Who hate and ſcora you to a man: 

But then the lookers-on, the Tories, 

You ſtill divert with merry ftories ; 
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They would confent that all the erew (There 's Latin too, that fee 
Were hang'd, before they d part with you. How 9 
But tell me, Tim, upon the ſpot, 1 have a coat at home, that you may try; J 
By all this toil what hait thou got ? *Tis juſt like this, that hangs by geometry, ( 
tories muſt have all the ſport, My hat has much the nicer air ; 
fear you u be diſgrac'd at court. Your block will fit it to a hair. 
T. Ge: D- my blood! I frank my letters, | That wig, 1 would neit for the world 
Walk to my place before my betters ; Have it fo formal, and ſo curFd; 
And, mpl- as I now ſtand here, "Twill he ſo oily and fo ſleek, 
Expect in time to be a peer | When 1 bave lain in it a week, 
Get F D— me! why I got my will! You 'Il fiad it well prepar d to take 
Ne*er hold my peace, nor neꝰ er ſtand ſtill: The f gure ai toupee and ſnake. 
I fart with twenty ladies by ; Thus dre ſsꝰd alike from top to toe, 
They call me beaſt 3; and what care I? That which is which *tis hard to know ; 
I bravely call the Tories Jacks, When fr in public we appear, 
And ſons of whores—behind their backs, 1 1 lead the van, you keep the rear: 
But, could you bring me once to think, Be careful, as you walk behind; 
That, when I ftrut, and ftare, and ſtink, Uſe all the talents of your mind; 
Revile aud Nander, fume and ſtorm, Be ſtudious well to imitate 
| Betray, make oath, impeach, inform, | My portly motion, mien, and gait; 
With ſuch a conſtant loyal zeal Mark my addreſs, and lcarn my ityle, 
To ſerve myſelſ and commonweal, | When to look ſcornfu}, when to ſmile 5 
And fret the Tories? ſoul to death, Nor ſputter out your oaths ſo fait, 
I did but loſe my precious breath ; But keep your ſwearing to the laſt. 
And, when 1 damn my ſoul to plague em, Then at our leiſure we 11 be witty, 
Am, as you tell me, but their may-game ; | And in the fireets divert the city ; 
Conſume my vitals! they ſtall know, The ladies from the windows gaping, 
Iam not to be treated ſo : The children all our motions aping. 
] *d rather hang myicli by half, | Your converſation to refine, 
Than give thoſe raſcals cauſe to laugh. A take you to ſome friends of mine; F 
But how, my friend, can I endure, Choice ſſirita, who employ their parts 
Once ſo renown?d, to live obſcure ? To mend the world by uſeful arts; 
No little boys and girls to cry, Some cleanſng hollow tubes, to ſpy 
« There *s nimble Tim a-paſſing by?“ Direct the zenith of the Ey: 


No more my dear delightful way tread 
Of keeping up a y hatred ? 
Wi 


Some have the city in their care, 
From noxiops ſteams to purge the air; | 


ill none the Tory dog purſue, | Some teach us in theſe dangerous days 
When through the ſtreets | cry Aue? How to walk upright in our ways; 
Muſt all my d—n me*s ! bloods and wounds! Some whoſe retorming hands engage 
Paſs only uow for empty ſounds ? To laſt the lewdneſs of the age; 
Shall Tory raſcals be elected, Some tor the public ſervice go 
Although I ſwear them diſaffected? | Perpetual envoys to and fro, 
And, when I roar, « A plot, a plot!“ Whoſe able heads ſuppert the weight 
Will our own party mind me not ? Ot twenty miniſters of ſtate. , 
So qualify*d to ſwear and lye, We ſcorn, for want of talk, to jabber 
Will they not truſt me for a /;y ? Of parties o%er b:1ry-c/abber : 
Dear Mullinix, your good advice | Nor are we ſtudious to enquire, 
I beg; you ſee the caſe is nice: Who votes for manors, who for hire: 
Oh ! were I equal in renown, Our care is, to improve the mind 
Like thee to pleaſe this thankleſs town! | With what concerns all human- kind; 
Or bleſs? *d with ſuch engaging parts | The various ſcenes of mortal lite ; 
To win the truant ſchool boys? hearts! Who beats her huſ-ard, who his wife ; 
Thy virtues meet their just reward, Or how the bully at a froke 
Attended by the ſable gv. Krock'd down the boy, the lantern broke. 
; Charm'd by thy voice, the *prentice drops One tells the 1 iſe of cheeſe aud watmeal z 
* The ſnow-ball deſtin'd at thy chops : Another when he got a hot meal ; 
Thy graceiul ſtepe, and colonePs air, One gives advice in proverbs ol, 
— Allure the einder-picking fair. Inſtructs us how to tame a ſcold ; 
M. No more—in mark of true affection, One ſhews how bravely Audouin dy'd, 
T take thee under my protection: | And at the gallows all deny'd ; 
Your parts are good, *tis not deny*d : How by the «/manack tis clear, | | 
I wiſk they had been well apply'd. That herrings will be cheap this year. 
But now obſerve my council (v.) T. Dear Mullinix, I now lament | 
Adapt your habit to your phiz ; My precious time ſo long mis-ſpent, 
You muſt no longer thus equip ye, | o nature meant for nobler ends: | 
i Cb, introduge me to your friends! 


A: Horace ſays, optat ephippiu; 
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For whom by birth I was dera, 
Till politicks de bad my mind; 
I give mylcl; entire to ou; 


TIM* AND THE FAELES, 


N, meaning evill be beſt unratelid, 
W-inTreniſe thi Tim has tr awed, 
In Luca-'s by chance there lay 

Tue Fables writ by Mr, Gay. 

Tim ttt the volume on a table, 

Read over here and there a Fable: 

And ioud, as he the pages twirPd, 

The Monkey who bad cen the world: 
(For Tonſon Fad, to op the ſale, 
Vretix d a cut to every talk.) 

The Monkey was completly dreſt, 

The Mau in all ns airs c r-tt. 

Tin, with ſurprile and plcaſure ſtar ing, 
Ran to the glaſs, and tl. comparing 

His own ſweet tigure with the print, 
Diiti. gu iſſ. d every feature in t, 

The twiſt, the ſqueeze, the rump, the fidge in all, 
Jut: as they loox'd in the original. 

« By —,“ iays Tim, and let a fart, 

« This graver under{tocd lis art, 

« *Tis a true eopy, I'll tay that for t; 

* I welkremember when I ſat for *t. 

« My very face, as trit I knew it; 

. Juli in this dreſs the painter drew it. 
Tim, with his Ikenefs Ceeply ſmitten, 
Would read what underucatu was ritten, 
The merry tale, with moral grave, 

He now began to ſtorm aid rave: 

« The ciiricd villain ! now I ſee 

« This was a libel meant at me: 

« Theſe ſcribbkrs grow ſo bold of late 

% Agaiait us miniſters of fate ! 

« Such Jacobit-s as he deſerve— 

„% D—n mc ! I ſay, they ought to ſtarve,” 


TOM MULLINIX AND DICK. 


| M and Dick had equal fame, 
Aud both had equal knowledge 
Tom could wr te and ipell his name, 
But Dick had ſcen the college. 


Dick « coxcomb, Tom wa mad, 
And both al:kc diverting 3 

Tom was hcid the merrizr lad, 
But Dick the beſt at farting. 


Dick would cock his noſe in ſcorn, 
But Tom was kind and loving 3 

Tom a fout-boy bred and bora, 

But Dick was from an oven. 


* $2 an account of kim in the et Intclligencer 
x. 
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| Diek cniildl neatly dance a jig, 

Nut Tom was beit at bortes; 
Tom would pray for every Whig, 

And Dick curic all the Tories. 


Diel would matic a woeful noiſe, 
And ſcold at an cle on; 


| 


| Tom hurra d the blac-guard boys, 


And held them in ſubjecl ion. 
Ten could move with lordly grace, 
Dick nimbly L. igt the gutter; 
Tom could talk with ſole mn race, 

But Dick could better ſputter. 


Dick was come to high renown 
Sti.ce he counmenctd phyfician ; 

Tem was held by al! the town 
The decper poutician, 

Tom had the genteeler ſwing, 
As hat could nicely put on; 

Dick knew better how to ſwing 
His cane uo 2 button. 

Dick ſor repartet was fit, 

And Tom or deep diſcerning; 
Dick was thought the brightcr wit, 
But Tom had better learaing. 
Dick with zealous no's and ay's 

Could roar a. loud as oteatory 
Iu the houſe tis all tie zays ; 
But Tom is eloqque ater. 


» 


—_— 


e. 


il i AG. at. 


| S when, from rooting in a bin, 

Al: pov der'd oer from tail to chin, 
A lively maggot ſalli-s out, 

Y ou kaow him by bis hazel ſnaut: 

30 when the graadion of his grandi re 
Forth it uss wriggling, Die! Drawcanſr, 
wich pow der'd rump and back and ide, 
You cannot Llanch his tawny bide 3 

| For tis heyond the power of meal 

The gipſy viſage to couceal ; 

For, as he ſha-cs his wainſcot chops, 
Town every mealy tom drops, 

And leaves the tartar phiz, in few 

Lixe a freſl. A jait dropt on ſaow, 


CLAD ALL IN PROWN. TO DICK. 
IMITATED FROM COWLEY, 


| FPOULEST brute that ſtinks below, 
Why in this brown doſt thou appear? 
For, would thou make a fouler how, 
Thou muſt go naked all the year. 
Freſh from the mud a wallowing ſow, 
| Would then be not ſo browa as thou. 
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"Tis not the coat that looks ſo dun, 
His hide emits a foulneſs out; 
Not ane jot better looks the ſun 
Seen from behind a dirty clout : 
So t—ds within a glaſs encloſe, 
Ihe glaſs will ſeem as brown as thoſe. 


Thou now one heap of foulneſs art, 
All outward aud within is foul ; 
Con denſed t.Ith iu every part, 
Thy body 's cloathed lie thy ſoul: 
Thy ſoul, which turough thy hide ot buff 
Scarce glimmers like a dying ſnuct. 
Old carted bawds ſuch garments wear, 
When pclted all with dirt they ſhiue ; 
Such their exe bodies are, 
As ſnrivePd and as black as thine. 
It thou wert in a cart, I fear 
'; hou wouldſt be pelted worſe than they re. 


Yet, when we ſer thee thus array'd, 
ne uc ighhours thiak it is but juſt, 
That thou !-ould take an honeft trade, 

And weekly carry out the duft. 
Of cle u, ly houſes who will douts, 
When Dick cries, © Dutt to carry out?“ 


DICK'S VARIETY. 


ULL uniformity in fools * 
| hate, who gape aud ſneer by rules. 
You, Mulliuix, and flobbering , 
Who every day and hour the ſame are ; 
1 nat vulgar talent I deipiſe 
Ct piſliug in the rabble*s eyes. 
i ud When I liuen to the noiſe 
Of idiots roaring to the boys: 
To better judgments itill ſubmitting, 
] owa } ice but little wit in: 
Such paſtimes, when our taite is nice, 
Cay pleaſe at moꝛt but once or twice. 
But then conſider Dick, you ll find 
His g-nius of ſuperior kind ; 
He never muddles iu the dirt, 
Nor icowers the ſtreets without a wirt; 
*( hough Dick, I dare preſume to tay, 
Could do ſuch tate as well as they. 
Vick 1 could venture every where, 
Let the boys pelt him if they dare ; 
He *d have them try*d at the affizes 
For pricits and jeſuit, iu diſguiſes 3 


d wear they were with the dwedes at Bender, 


And lifting troops tor the pretender. 
But Dic can tart, and dance, and friſk, 

— other M —_— halifſo briſk ; 

dow hes the ſpeaker by the 
Next . the Maſe 2 3 
Now ſcalding at my lady kKuſtace, 
Or thrathiug Baby in her new fiays. 
Preſto! be gone! with t'other hop 
He 's powderiag in a barber*s ſhop; 
No at the anti- chamber thruſting 
His noie to get the carcle juſt in, 


| And Uns his blood, that in the rear 
He ſees one ſingle Tory there: 

] Then, woe be to my lord lieutenant, 
Again he 'l] tell him, and again ou *t, 


AN EPITAPH ON 


GEN RAL GORGES® axp LADY MEATH. 
Iren this fone lie Dicky and Dolly. 


| Doll dying firſt, Dick grew melancholy; 
| For Dick without Dull thou living a folly. 
Dick lott in Doll a wife tender and dar: 


But Dick Joſt by Loll twelve hundred a year; 
A lofs tuat Dick thought no mortal could bear. 


arms croit ; 
Thought much of his Doll, and the jointure he 
loſt ; 


The Grit vex'd him much, the other vex'd moſt. 
Abus loaded with grief, Dick figh'd and he 


ery d: | 
| To live without both full three days he try'd; _ 
But lik'd neither loſs, and ſo quietly dy'd. 


Dick left a pattern few will copy aſter : 
| Then, reader, pray ſhed ſome tears or ſalt-wajer; 
For ſo 1ad a tale is no ſubject of laughter. 


ſo late; | Z 
The ſon laughs, that got the hard-gotten eſtate; 
And Cuflej grius, for getting the Alicant p'ate, 
Both ſolemaly put in this hole on a Sunday, 
Aud here reti—fic tranjit gloria mundi 


VERSES ON 1 KNOW NOT WHAT. 


| hteſt tribute here 1 ſ-nd, 


| With this let your collect ion end. 
{ Thus I con gn you down to fame 

A character to praiſe or blame: 

| And, it the whole may paſs for true, 

C ontented reit, you have your duc. 

| Give future times the ſatisfaction, 

| To leave one handle for detraction. 


| #* Of Kilb-ue, in the county of Meath, N 


+ Dorothy decager of Edward earl of Meath. 
| She war married to the General in 4916 ; and died 
] April 10, 1928: her huſband ſurvived but two 


1 days. N. 


+ Jes Cuffe of Peſart, Eſq, married tt 
General lde! daughter, N. 


1 Dick figh'd for his Doll, and his mournful 


1 Meath ſmiles for the jointure, though gotten 
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ON 
DR. SWIFT'S COMPLAINT, | 
ON HIS OWN DEAFNESS, PADDY'S CHARACTER OF THE 
WITH AN ANSWER. INTELLIGENCER®. 
+ fg S a thorn-buſh, or oaken-bough, 
1 giddy, helpleſs, left alone : A Stuck in an Iriſh cabin*s brow, 
6 Above the door, at country-fair, 
Except the the fault s your own. Betokens enter rainmert there; 
2 So bays on poet's brow have beca 
— Set, for u bgn of wit within, 
To Sag — 122 And, as ill neighbours in the night 
ane | Pull down an le-hovie buſh tor ſpite : 
Becauſe to few you will be ſhown. The laurel fo, by poets worn, 
Give them good wine, and meat to ſtuff, Is by the teeth of Envy torn ; 
You may kave company enough, , a canter-worm, Which ear; 
DOCTOR. Thoſe ſacred leaves that /ightnive / ures, 
No more I hear my church's bell, And now t' exempliry this moral : 
Than if it rang out for my Knoll. Tom having earn'd a twig of laurel 
— (Which, meaſur'd 3 1 was found 
2 n Not long enough to r. fk round 
Then write and read, "twill do as But, like a girl's coc*ade, was Wu, 
DOCTOR, A trophy, on his temple-fde) ; 
At thunder now ro more 1 ftart, « Paddy repin'd to fee him Wear 
Than at the rumbling of a cart. This badge of honour in his hair; 
| | AKXSWER. And, thinking this cockade of wit 
| Think then of thunder when you fart. Would his own temples better fit, 


DOCTOR, 
And, what *s incredible, alack! 
Ko more I hear a woman's clack. 


ANSWER. _ 
A woman's clack, if 1 have {kill, 
Sounds ſomewhat like a throwfter's mill; 
But louder than a bell, or thunder ; 
That does, 1 own, increaſe my wonder, 


1 


DR. SWIFT TO HIMSELF, 


UN 
SAINT CECILIA'S DAY. 


RAVE. Dean of St. Patrick's, how comes it 
to paſs, 
That you, who know muſic no more than an aſs, 
That you, who to lately. were writing of Drapiers, 
| 1 your cathedral to players and ſera- 
rs ? 
| To act ſuch an opera once in a year, 
So ofſfeuſwe to every true Proteſtant ear, 


With trumpets, and tiddles, and organs, and 
ſnging, _ 

Will ſure the Pretender and Popery bring in. 

No Protettant Prelate, his Lordſhip or Grace, 

Durft there ſhew-his Right or Moſt Reverend 
face : | 

How would it pollute their crohers and rockets - 

To liften to minims, and quavers, and crotchæts! 


i The i. vantir £1 


riſe te theſe wer ſes. 


Forming his Muſe by Smedley*sf model, 
Lets drive at Tom's devoted noddle, 
Pelts him by turns with verſes and proſe, 
Hums like a hornet at his noſe, 

At length preſumes to vent his ſatire on 
The Dean, Tom's honour'd friend and patron, 
The eagle in the tale, ve know, 

Teas'd by a buzzing waſp below, 

Took wing to ſove, and hop*d to reſt 
Securely in the thunderer*s breait: 

In vain ; even there, to ſpoil his acd, 
The /pit. ful i, ſec ftuug tac god. 


PARODY 
ON A 
CHARACTER or DEAN SMEDLEY{, 

Written in Latin by zümſelſ. 

1 very reverend Dean Smedley, 
Of dullneſs, pride, conceit, a medley, 

Was equally allow*d to ſhine, 
As poets, ſcholar, ard divine; 


* Dr. Sheridan was publiſher of the c Hel. 
« gencer,”” a <veekly pater, written frincitally ly 
himſelf, but Dr. Sci fr occaſronally ſupplied him 
with a letter, Dr. Dela, piqued at the a 
b tion thoſe papers receive, attacked them 
beth in converſation and 
Juemb/ed on ſe me e 
crit tens, and | 


N violent 
frist; but unfortunately 
the numbers which the Lean hag 


the werld admired; ewhich gave 
+ Deanof Ferns, Sec the ert 


Dei thy d Supplemgre to Se H. 
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With godlineſs could well diſpenſe ; 
Would be a rake, but wanted ſenſe ; 
Would ſtrictly after Truth enquire, 
Becauſe he dreaded to come nigh her. 
For Liberty no champion bolder, 

He hated bi ſſ at his Foulder. 

To half the world a ſtanding jeſt; 

A perfect -uiſarce to the reft : 

From many (and we may believe him) 
Had the beſt wiſhes they could give bim. 
To all mankind a conftant friend, 
Provided they had cæ/h to lend. 

One thing he did before he went hence, 
He lett us a /ucenic ſentence, 

By cutting of bis phraſe, and trimming, 
To prove that Biſt ops were old women. 
Poor Envy durſt not ſhew her phiz, 

She was ſo terrĩ ed at his. 

He waded, without any ſi ame, 
Through thick and thin to get a name, 
1ried every ſt arping trick for bread, 
And after all he ichkiom . 

When fortune favour*d, he was nice : 
He never once would cog the dice : 

But, if ſhe turn'd agninft his play, 

He krew to ſtop @ gzutre trois. 

dow ſound in mind, ard ſourd in cer puesy 
Says he) though ſwell'd like any fer ſ eiſe, 

He heys from — at fort- four 

( But by his leude he ſmks a ſcore) 

To the Eaſt- Indies, there to cheat, 

Jill he can purchaſe an etiate ; 

Where, after he has fill'd his cheft, 

He 'Il mount his 723, and preach his beſt, 
And plauuly prove, by dint of text, 
This world is his, and theirs the next. 
Left that the reader ſhould not know 
The bank where laſt he ſet his toe, 

*T was Greenwich. I here he took a ſhip, 
And gave his creditors the lip. 

But left chrenelegy ſhould vary, 

Upon the Ides of February; 

In ſevertees: hundred eight and twenty, 

To Fort St. George a ped/ar went he, 

Ve Fates, when all he gets is ſpent, 
RETURN H1M EEGGAR AS HE WENT! 


PAULUS, BY MR. LINDSAY “. 


; ; Dublin, Sept. 7”, 1728. 

40 SLAVE to crowds, ſcorch'd with the 

« ſummer” heats, 

« In courts the wretched lawyer toils and 
« ſweats ; | 

« While ſmiling Nature, in her beſt attire, 

% Regales each ſenſe, and vernal joys inſpire. 

« Can he who knows that real good ſhould 
« pleaſe, 

4 Barter ſor gold his liberty and eaſe ?Y— 

Thus Paulus preach'd —When, entering at the 


door, 
Y Upon his board the client pours the ore : 


1 Ar. Lirdſay, a polite and eleg ant ſcholar, at 
dat time an eminent pleader in Dublin, after wards 
ene of he juſtices of the cturt of common-pieas, 


* O EMS. 


He graſps the ſhini 


gift, pores o'er the 
| Forgets the ſun, _ 


doſeth on the laws, 


- 


THE ANSWER 
BY DR. SWIFT. 


| By 154 miſtakes the matter quite, 
And houeſt Paulus judges right. 
Then, why theſe quarrels to the ſun, 
Without whoſe aid you re all undone ? 
Did Paulus e*er complain of ſweat ? 
Did Paulus e*%er the ſun forget; 
The influence of whoſe golden beams 
Soon licks up all unſavoury fteams ? 
The ſun, you tay, his face hath k ĩſs d: 
It has; but then it d his 5ſt. 
"True lawyers, for the wiſeſt ends, 
Have always been Apollo's friends. 
Not for his ſuperficial powers 
Of ripening fruits, and gilding flowers; 
Not for inſpiring poet* brains | 
With pennyleſs and ſiarveling ftrains 3 
Not for his boaſted healing art; 
Not for his {ill to ſhoot the dart: 
Nor yet becauſe he ſweetly fddles ; 
Nor tor bis prophecies in riddles : 
But for a more ſubſtantial cauſe — 
Apollo 's patron of the laws; 
Whom Paulus ever muſt adore, 
As pareut of the golden ore, 
By Pheœbus, an iuceſtuous birth, 
Be got upon his grand-dame Earth; 
By Pherbus firſt produc'd to light; 
By Vulcan formꝰd fo round and bright: 
Then offer d at the ſt rine of juſtice, 
By clients to her priefts and truſtees. 
Nor, when we ſee Aſtræa ſtand 
With even balance in her hand, 
Muſt we ſuppoſe ſhe hath in view, 
How to give every man his due; 
Her ſcales you ſee her only hold, 
To weigh her prieſts? the lawyers gold. 

Now, ſhould I own your caſe was grievous 
Poor ſweaty Paulus, who d believe us? 
"Tis very true, and none denies, 
At leaſt, that ſuch complaints are wiſe : 
"Tis wiſe, no doubt, as clients fat you more, 
To cry, like ſtateſmen, Cuanta pat mur 
But, ſince the truth muſt needs be ftretched, 
To prove that lawyers are ſo wretched ; 
This paradox 1 Il undertake, 
For Paulus and for Lindfay*s ſake ; 
By topicks, which, though I abomine 'em, 
| May ſerve as arguments ad hominem : 
Yet I diſcain toofier thoſe 
Made uſe of by detrafting foes. 

1 own, the curſes of mankind 
Sit light upon a lawyer's mind: 
The clamours of ten thouſand tongues 
Break not his reſt, nor hurt bis lungs. 
I own, his eouſcience always free 
(Provided he has got his fee) : 
Secure of conſtant peace within, 


He knows no guilt, who knows no fin, 
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Yet well they merit to be pitied, 
By clicnts always over-vitted. 
and though the goſpel ſuems to ſay 
What heavy burd-n+ lawyers lay 
Upon the ſhoulders of their neighbour, 
Nor lend a fnger to the Jabovr, 
Always for ſavi::g their own bacon ; 
No doubt, the text is here miſtaken : 

he copy 's falſe, and ſenſe is rack d: 
To prove it, I appeal to fa ; 

And thus by d-monftration ſhow 
What burd-ns lawyers undergo, 

With carly clients at hi- docr, 
Though he was drunk the night before, 
And crop-lick with unclubb*d-for wine, 
The wretch muft be at court by nine : 
Half ſunk beneath bis bri-fs and bag, 

A+ ridden by a midnignt bag: 

Then from the bar, harangues the bench, 
In Englih vile, and viler French, 

And Latin, vileſt of the three ; 

And all for poor ten moidores ſce ! 

Of paper how is he profuſe, 

With periods long, in terms abftruſe ! 
What pains he tapes to be prolix, 

A thouſand lines to ſtand for fix ! 

Of common ſenſe without a word ia | 
And is not this a grievons burden? 

The lawyer is a common drudge, , 
To fght our cauſe before the judge : 
And, what is yet a greater curſe, 
Condemn'd to bear his clients purſe ; 
While he, at caſe, ſecure and light, 

M alks boldly home at dead of night; — 

When term is ended, leaves the town, 

Trots to his country-ma:nfon down 3 

And, diſencumber'd of his load, 

No danger dreads upon the road; 

Deſpiſeth rapparees, ar d rides 

date through the Newry mountains“ ſdes 
Lindfay, *tis you have ſet me on, 

To ſtate this queſtion pre and con, 

My fatire may offend, tis true 3 

However, it concerns not you, 

| own, there may, in every clan, 

Perhaps, be found one honeſt man; 

Yet link them cloſe, in this they jump, 

To be but raſcal: in the lump. 

Imagine Iindſay at the bar, 

He 's much the ſame his brethren are; 

Well taught by practice to imbibe 

The fundamentale of his trihe : 

And, in his cli-rt* juſt defence, 

Muſt deviate oft? from common ſenſe ; 

And mate his ignorance diſcerned, 

To get the name of Council Learned 

(As ac, comes a ror lucerds }, 

And wiſcly do as other men do: 

But \1.ift him to a better ſcene, 

Among his crew of rogues in grain: 

Eurrounded with companions ft, 

To taſte his humour, ſenſe, and wit; 

You i'd ſwear he never too! a fee, 

Nor knew in law bis A, B, C. 


Vor, V. 


Tis hard, where dullneſs over- rules, 
To keep good ſenſe in crowds of fools. 
And we admire the man who ſaves 
His honeſty in crowds of knaves : 

Nor yields up virtue at diſcretion, 

To villains of his own profeFon, 
Lindſay, you know what pains you take 
In bh, yet hardly ſave your ftake; 
And will you verture both anew, 

o t among that venal crew, 

at pack of mimic legiſlators, 


. Abaudon'd, ſrupid, ſlaviſm praters l 


For, as the rabble daub and rifle 

The fool who ſcrambles fer a trifle ; 
Who for his pains is cuft*d and kick'd, 
Draws through the dirt, his pockets pick'd 3 
You muſt expect the like diſgrace, 
Scramhling with rogues to get a place: 
Mvft loſe the benour you have gnin'd, 
Yovr numerous virtues foully ſtain'd ; 
Diſclai m for ever all nce 

To common honey and ſenſe | 
And join in friendftip with a fri tie, 
To M1, Cy, and Dick Tighe*®. 


A DIALOGUE 
BETWEFN 
AN EMINENT LAWYER+ 
AND 
Da. JONATHAN SWIFT, p. s. p. p. 


In Allustox to Horace, Book II. Sat. 1. 
« Sunt quibus in Satira, &c,” 
DR. SWIFT. 


(LEE there are perſons who complain 
There 's too much ſatire in my vein 3 
That 1 am often found exc-eding 

The rules of raillery and breeding ; 
With too much freedom treat my betters, 
Not ſparing even men of letters : 

You, who are {kiIld in lawyer#? lore, 
What 's your advice? Shall I give o'er? 
Nor ever fools or knaves expoſe 

Either in verſe or humorous proſe ; 

And, to avoid all frture ill, 

In my ſcrutoire lock up my quill ? 


LAWYER, 


Since you are pleas'd to condeſcend 
To af: the judgment of a friend, 
Your caſe conſder*d, I muft think 
You ſ ould withdraw from pen and ink, 
Forhi ar your poetry and whes, 
And live like other Chriſtian folks; 


* Ni pes tlewan, who wor a frivy crurſelſer, 
incurred the ſevere dilf'eaſure of the Ne », ooh bas 
talen ſever. Je proturitier of cenjuring kim, N. 

1 * . See p. 878, 
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Or, if the Muſes muſt infpire 

Your fancy with their plcaſing fire, 

Take ſubjects ſafer for your wit 

Than thoſe on which you lately writ. 
Commend the times, your thoughts correct, 
And follow the prevailing ſeR ; 


Shews all the malice of a Tory ; 
While „ in has deathleſs page, 
Diſcovers m without rage. 


To Woolſton recommend our youth, 
For learning, probity, and truth ; 

That noble genius, who unbinds 

The chain which fetter free-born minds 
Redecms us from the ſlaviſ fears 
Which laſted near two thouſand years; 
He can alone the prieſthood bumble, 
Make gilded ſpires and altars tumble. 


DR,SWIFT, 


Muſt I commend againſt my conſcicuee 
Such ſtupid blaſphemy and nonſenſe ? 
To ſuch a ſubjeci tune my lyre, 
And fing Yke one of Milton“ choir, 
+ Where devils to a vale retreat, 
And call the laws of Wiſdom Fate, 
Lament upon their hapleſs fall, 
That Force free Virtue ſhould enthrall ? 
Or ſhall the charms of Wealth and Power 
Make me pollute the Muſcs* bower ? 


LAWYER, 

As from the tripod of Apollo, 
Hear from my deſk the words that follow : 
« Some, by philoſophers miſled, 
« Muft honour you alive and dead : 
« And ſuch as know what Greece hath writ, 
« Muſt taſte your irony and wit; 
« Whiltt moſt that are, or would he great, 
t Muft dread your pen, your perſon hate: 
« And you on Drapier'⸗ g hill muſt liz, 


And there without a mitre die.“ 


On BURNING a putt POEM. 


1729. 

N aſ-ꝰs hnof alone can hold 

That poiſonous juice which kills by cold. 

Methought, when | this poem read, 
No veſel but an aſ-% h-ad 
Such frigid futtian could contain 
I mean, the head without the brain. 
The cold conceits, the chilling thoughts, 
Went down like ſtupifying draughts : 
I found iny head began to ſwim, 
A numbneſs crept through every limb. 


# Edcrerd Hyde, the firfl earl of Clin endan, w/c 


te the Hi ory cf the Civil Wars, N. 
ev7* The celebrated Biſhop of Salifomry, N. 


1 A degraded cler gym an ef the chnreh of E-g- 


L nd, e wrote again the mirecles of Chrijl, N. 


$ in the county ef Armagh, Gere Dr. Swift, in 
had ſome theughts of building ʒ b. 


the year 1729, 
apgears by ſeveral of the follozzirg Nen. N 


| 


| 
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In haſte, with imprecations dire, 
I threw the volume in the fire : 
When, (who could think ?) though cold as ice, 
It burnt to aſhes in a trice. 

How could I more enhance its fame? 
Though born in ſnow, it dy'd in flame, 


| 


AN EPISTLE 


10 
H:iSEXCELLENCY JOHN LORD CARTERET, 


By DR. DELANY. 


1729. 
| « Credis ob hoc, me, Paſtor, opes fortaſſe rogare, 
hu Propter quod, vulgus, eraſſaque turba rogat 
Ma xr. Epig. lib. ix. 
KN wiſe and learned ruler of our iſle, 

— guardian care can all her grieis be- 

gui 

When next your generous ſoul ſhall condeſcend 
T* inſtruct or entertain your humble friend; 


| Whether, retiring from your native charge, 


On ſome high theme you learnedly enlarge; 

Of all the ways of wiſdom reaſon well, 

How Richelieu roſe, and how Sejanus fell : 

Or, when your brow leſs thoughtfully unbends, 

Circled with Swift and ſome delighted friends ; 

When, mixing mirth and wiſdom with your 
wine, 

Like that your wit ſhall flow, your genius ſhine 

Nor with leſs praiſe the converſation guide, 

Than in the public councils you decide : 

Or when the Dean, long privileg'd to rail, 

Aſſerts his friend with more impetuous zeal ; 

You hear (whilſt I lt by abaſh'd and mute), 

With ſoft conceſſions ſhortening the difpute ; 

Then eloſe with kind enquiries of my ſtate, 

« How are your tithes, and have they roſe of 
« late ? 

« Why, Chriſt-Church is a ſituation, 

« There are not many better in the nation! 

« This, with your er ting, muſt yield you 
« clear 

« Some ſfix—at leaſt fire hundred pounds 2 
« year.” 

Suppoſe, at ſuch a time, I took the freedom 
To ſpeak theſe truths as plainly as you read dem 
(You ſhall rejoin, my lord, when 1 *ve replied, 
And, if you pleaſe, my lady ſhall decide); 

« My lord, I'm fatisfied you meant me well: 
« And that I'm thankful, all the world can tell: 
« But you l forgive me, if I own th event 
« Is ſhort, is very ſhort, of your intent; 

« At leaſt, I feel ſome ills unfelt before, 
« My income leſe, and my expences more,” 
% How, doctor! double vicar ! double rec- 
« tor! 


A dignitary ! wich a city leQure ! 


« What glcbe:—what ducs—what ti 
« fines—what rent! 


« Why, decor }-will you never be content 2” ? 


Fu TMR 1 7 OW OW | 


ahh. 1 


nr! 


« Would my good lord but caſt up the ac- 
« count, : 
« And fee to what my revenues amount, 
« My titles ample ! but my gain ſo ſmall, 
That one good vicarage is worth thein all : 
« And very wretched ſure is he, that 's double 
« jn nothing but his titles and his trouble. 
Add to this crying grievance, if you pleaſe, 
« My horſes fou::der'd on Fermanagh ways; 
« Ways of well-poliſt'd and well- pointed ftone, 
« Where every tcp endangers every bone; 
« Acad more to rai.e your pity and your wonder, 
« Two churches —twelve Hibernian miles aſun- 
« der! 
« With complicated cxres, I labour hard ing 
« Beſales whole ſummers abſent trom my gar- 
den 


« But that the world would think I play'd the 


« fool 
« 1 *d change with Charley Grattan for bis 
« cho 


<4 What tine caſcades, what viſtos, might 1 make, 
« Fixt in the centre of ti Iernian lake 
There might I ſail delighted, ſmooth and fafe, 
« Beneath the conduct of my geod Sir Ralphy: 
« There 's not a better ſteerer in the realm; | 
« I hope, my lord, you'll call him to the e. 
« * glorious ſcheme to eaſe your 
3 
« * 4 — are croſs, a ſchool 's a ſure relief. 
« You cannot fail of being happy there, 
« The lake will be the Lethe of your care : 
« The ſcheme is for your honour and your exc 5 
« And, doctor, I I promote it when you pleaſe, 
« Mcan-while, allowing things below your me- 
« rit, 
« Yet, doctor, you ve a philoſophie ſpirit z 
„ Your wants are few, and, like your income, 
« ſmall, 
« And you *ve enough to gratify them all; 
« You ve trees, and fruits, and roots, enough 
« in ſtare: 
And what would a philoſopher have more? 
« You cannot with for coaches, kitchens, cooks” 
« My lord, Ive not enough to buy me book. 
« Or pray, ſuppoſe my wants were all ſupplied, 
Are there no wants Þ ſhould regard betide ? 
« Whoſe breatt is ſo unmann'd, as not to grieve, 
« Compaſs'd with miſeries he can't relicve ? 
« Who can be happy—who ſhould wiſh to live, 
« And want the godlike happiacſs to give? 
« (That I'm a judge of this, you mutt allow: 
« 1] had it once—and I'm debarr'd it now.) | 
„Ak your own heart, my lord, ic this be true, 
« Then how unbleſt am I! bow bleſt are you!“ 
is true hut, doctor, let us wave all that 
« Say, if you had your wiſh, what au *d be at.“ 
* Excuſe me, 
« ſounded, 
* wy r my wants be bound- 


DP 


0 


i. hath. 


* 4 free ſcheol at III b 
Smith, 7 A 1 L Aillen, fourded by Eraſmus 


a”, hs 


good my. lord —l won't be 
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My lord, I challenge nothing as my due, 
4% Nor 15 it ; t I ſhould prefcribe to you. 

« Yetthis might Symmachus himſelf avow 
« Whoſe rigid rules arc antiquated now )— 
- My lord, I'd wiſh to joy the debt 1 oy to 
« 14 with belides—to 6»ild, and to beer? 


— — . —— ʒ— 


AN EPISTLE UPON AN EPISTLE 


A CERTAIN DOCTOR 


10 


A CERTAIN GREAT LORD: 


Being a Chriſtmas-Box for 
DR. DELANY. 


8 Jove will not attend on leſs, 

ben things of more importance preſs : 
You can't, grave Sir, believe it hard, 
That you, a low Hibernian bard, 
Should cool your bcels awhile, and wait 
Unanſwer'd at 172 gates - 
And would my vouchſate to grant 
Thes one, poor, humble boon I want, 
Free leave to his Secretary, 
As Falſtaff. aftcd old King Harry; 
Id el of yours inrhyme and print: 
Folks ſhrug, and cry There s nothing in 1 
And, after ſeveral readings over, 
It ſhines moit in the marble cover. 
Hoy could ſo fine a tafte diſpenſc, 
With mean degrees of wit and ſenſe? 
Nor will my lord ſo far beguile 
The wiſe and /curred of our ie; 


| To make it paſs .upor the nation, 


By dint of his ſac gpprobation. 


The taik 35 arduaaus, patrons find, 

To warp the ſenſe of all mankind ; 

Who think your Muſe muft firſt aſpire, 

Ere he advance the doctor higher. 

You *ve cauſe to ſay he meant e e: 

That you are thankful, who candtell? 

Far ftill you *re ſhort (whick grieves your ſpirit) 
Of his intent; you mean, your merit. 

Ah! quants reins, tu adefites 


Que? nil meliri« tam nente ? 


| Smedl2y*, thou Jonathan of 


* 
« When thou thy humble lay doſt oflur 
« To Grafton*> grace, with grateful heart, 
« "Thy thanks and verſe devold of art: 
«© Comcrt with what his bounty gave, 
No larger income dot thou crave.” 

But you muſt have caſcades, and a i 

Ferne*s lake for your canal, 
Your vittos, barges, aud (a pox on 
All pride!) our Speaker for your con: 
It 's pity that he can't beſtow you 
Twelve commoners in caps to row you, 


* Sr Ruf. Gere, le had @ vil. in the !akeof | 


ills 


* See a Niem to the Duke of Grafion, p. 526, 
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Thus Edgar proud, in days of yore, 


Hz=ld monarcu> labuuring at the gar; 
And, as he paſs'd, fo ſwell'd the Dee, 
Earag'd, as Ern would do at tice, 

How difler. nt is this irom Smedley ! 

(His name is up, he may in bed lie) 

„% Whe enly aiks ſome pr-tty cure, 

% in whelcſome ſoil and zther pure; 

„% The 22 ſtor'd with artleſs flowers, 
In either angle ſhady bowers : 

«« No gay parterre with co:ily green 

« Mui iu tac an.bicat bedge be ſeen ; 
But nature frecly tales her courſe, 

% Nor fears trom him ungrate.ul force : 
« No ſhe:rrs to check her ſprouting vigour, 
« Or ſhape the ye to antic figure.” 

« But you, ſorſooth, your a// muſt ſquander 
On that poor ſpot, call'd Dell- ville yonder :. 
Aud when you *ve been at va:t expences 
In whims, partzrres, canal:, and icnces, 
Your aſſets fail, and caſh is wanting; 
Nor ſarther buildings, farther plauting: 
No wonder, when you raiſe and level, 
Think this wall low, aud that wall be vel. 
F:cre a convenient box you found, 
Which you demoliſh'd to the ground: 
Ihen built, then took up with your arbour, 
And ſet the houſe to Rupert Barber. 

o ſprang an arch, which, ia a ſcurvy 

Humour, you tumbled topſy-turvy. 

Jou change a circle to a ſquare, 

Then to a circle as you were: 

Who can imagiue hene the fund is, 

That you quad atu change ja? 2 
To Fame a empl- you crect, 

A Flora does the dome protect; 

Mounts, walks, on higb : and in a hollow 

You place the Muſes and Apollo; 

There ſhining *midtt his tratn, to grace 

Your whimt:cal poetic place. 

Theſe Rories were of old de ſign'd 
As fables ; but you have refui%d 
7 he poets? mythologic dreams, 

To real Muſes, gods, and ſtrea ms. 
Who would not ſwear, her you contrive thus, 
That you *re Don Quixote Redivivus ? 
Beneath, a dry canal there lies, 
Which only Winter's rain ſuppli-=, 
teh! couldit thou, by ſome magic pell, 
I 'ither coavey St. Pairick?s well! 
lere may it re-aliv mr its ſtream®, 
And take a greater Patrick's name! 

If our expences riic ſo high, 

What iueome can your waat- ſupply ? 
Vet ſtill you fancy you inherit 

A fund of ſuch ſuperior merit, 

J hat can't ail of more proviſion, 
All by my J kind deciſion, 

Jon, the wore Evings you can fiſh up, 
7 vu think you l ſooner he a biſtop : 
hat could not be my /or d's intent, 

Nor can it anſwer the dent. 
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Moſt think what ha* been heap'd on you, 
To other fort of folk was due: 

Rewards too great for your tiim-flame, 
Eftiſlies, riddles, ejigr am:, 

Though now jour depth muſt r. be ſounded, 
The time was, when you *d have compounded 
For I-fs than Charley Grattan's ſchool ; 
Five hundred pound a year s 1:0 fool! 

Take this advice then from your iricad : 
To your ambitic:. put an ei d. 

Be frugal, Pat : pay what you owe, 
Before you build ard you be;:ow. 

Be modeſt ; uor addreis your betters 
With beggi g, vain, familiar letters. 

A pa age may be ound“, Ive heard, 
Tu ſome old Greek or Latin bard, 

Which ſays, «« Would crews in {lence eat 
„Their ohals, or their better meat, 
Their generous tceders not provobhing 
& By loud ad unharmonious croating , 
% They might, unhurt by Envy*s claws, 
Live on, and tuff to boot their maws.“ 


E . 


oN THE 
REV. DR. DELANY, 


AND HIS EXCELLENCY 
JOHN LORD CARTERET. 


3 mortals, whom the great 

Chooſe for companions tete à fete; 

Who at their dinners, en f.omi/lo, 

Get leave to fit whenc'er you will; 

Then boaſting tcll us where you din'd, 

And how his /ora/aip was fo kind; 

How many pleaſant things he ſpoke, 

And how you /azugh d at every joke * 

Swear he 's a moſt facetious man; 

I bat you and he are cxp and can : 

You travel with a heavy load, 

And quite miſtake preferment*s road, 
Suppoſe my {:rd and you alone; 

Hint the leaſt intereſt of your own, 

His viſage drops, he kaits his brow, 

He cannot talk of hufineſs now: : 

Or, mention but a vacant peſt, 

He MN turn it off with, « Name your toaſt .” 

Nor could the nice artiſt paint 

A couuterauce with more conſtraint. 
For as, their appetites to quench, 

Lords keep a pimp to bring a weach ; 

do men of wit are but a kind 

Ol pandars to a vicious mind; 

V ho proper objects muſt provide 

To gratify their luſt of pride, 

When, wearied with intrigue: of ſtate, 

They find an idle hour to prate. 
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Then, ſhall you dare to aſk, a place, 

vou foricit all your parror?s grace, 

And d:1.ppaint the ſole deſign 

or which he ſum mon'd you to dine, 
Thus Coagreve {peut in writiag plays, 

And one poor office, half his days: 

venile Montague, wane claim d the Nation 

o be ooganngs Fre nation, 

For pocts open table kept, 

But — confider'd wh.re they ſlept: 

Hi:aſclf as rich as fifty Jews, 

Was caiy, though they wanted ſhoes: 

Aud crazy Congreve ſcarce could ſpare 

A thilling to ducharge his chair; 


ill prud-ce taught him — 
From Pean's fire to purty zeal; 


Not owiag to his happy veia 

The fortui.cs of his later cene, 

Took proper principles to thrive ; | 

And ſo m ght every dunce alive. ; 
Thus Stecle, who own*®d what others writ, 

And flourick d by imputed wit, 

Tem perils of a huudred jails 

Witihdrew to ſtarve, and dic in Wales. 
Thus Gay, the hare with many tricnds, 

Twice ſeven long years the cent atteads : 

Who, under tales conveying truth, 

To virtue torm'd a princely youth“: 

Who paid his courtſhip with the crowd 

As far as mode pride allow*'d ; 

Rejects a [ervile ae place, 

And leaves ot. James*s in diſgrace. 
Thus Addiſon, by lords care it, 

Was left in foreign lands dittreit 3; 

Forgot at home, became for hire 

A travelling tutor to a ſyure : 

But w iſely Jo 

To buſineſs ſhap'd the feet quill, 

Let all his barren laurels iade, 

look up himſelf the courtier?s trade, 

And, grown a minijier of flute, 

Saw pocts at his levee wait. 
Hail, happy Pope ! whoſe generous mind 

Dete!ting all the ſtateſman kind, 

( ontemning cexrts, at courts unſeen, 

Refus'd the vitiits of a queen. 

A {oul wita every virtue fraught, 

By | ſecgery prieiis, or peers taught; 

Whoſe alial piety exccls 

Whatever Grecian ftory tells; 

A genius for all iiations ft, 

Whoſe mecwreft talent is his wit ; 

His heart too great, though fortune little, 

To lick a rujugd juteſmar?s ſpittle 3 

A ppraling wah nation's taſte, 

Auwe tue reach of want is plac'd : 

By Homer dead was taught to thrive, 

Which Homer never could alive 

And its aloft on Pi dus“ head, 

Deſpiſing Hive that cringe for bread, I 
True politicians only pay 

For ſolid <»cr4, but not for lay; 

Nor ever chooſe to work with tools 

Forg'd up in cee and ſchools, 


- 


#* William duke of Cumberland, ſen to Geerge I. 


it the Muſes? hill, ' 


Conſider how much more is due 

To all tneir cure than you: 

At table you can Horace quote; 

They at a prach can bribe a vote: 

You thew your {kill in Grecian wory ; 

But they can manage Whig and Tory: 

You, as a cri:ich, are fo curious 

To find a veric iu Virgil ſpurious ; 

But they cau ſmoke the deep defigns, 

When Bolingbroke with Pulteney dives, * 
Beſides, your patron may uphraid ye, 

That you have got a f lace already ; 


An oftice for your talents fit, 


To fatter, carve, and ſhew your wit; 
To fun the lights, and itir the fire, 
And get a der tor your hire, 

W hat claim have you to place or penſion ? 
He overpays in condeicenſon. f 
But, reverend decler, vou, we know, 

Could never condeſcend ſo low: 

The wice-rcy, whom you now attend, 
Would, if he durii, be more your iriend 
Nor will in you thoſe giits deſpiſe, 

By which himſelf was taught to riie: 


| Wnen he has virtue to retire, 


He ill gri-ve he did not raiſe you higher, 
And place you in a better ſtation, 
Although it might have pleas'd the nation. 
Tuis may be true—ſubmitting ſ̃ill 
To Walpole's more than royal will; 
Aud what condition caa be worſe ? 
He comes to drain a beggar*s furſe 
He comes to tic our chains on faſter, 
And inc us, England is our maſter : 
Careffing knaves, and duncay wooing, 
To make them work their own undoing. 
What has he elſe to bait his traps, 
Or bring bis vermin in, but ferap:s 9 
The ovals of a church diſtreſt; 
A hungry vicarage at beſt 
Or io me remote inferior peſt, 
With iorty pounds a year at moſt ? 
But here again you interpoſe — 
Your favourite /er d is none of thoſe 
Who owe their virtues to their ſtations, 
And characters to dedications : 
Far keep him in, or turn him out, 
His leur irg none will call in doubt 5 
His leu, though a peer ſaid it 
Betore a play, uud loſe no credit: 
Nor Pope would dare deny him wit, 
Alttough to praiie it Phillips wri*, 
I own, he hates an action baſe, | 
His v7» 1wes battli „ with his p/.-ce 3 
Nor wants a nice di cerning Hare 
Betwixt a truc and ſpurious merit; 
Can ſometimes drop a verer't claim, 
And give up party to his fame, 
do the moiſt that fr ienifhip can; 
I hate the Ce, love the man. 
But you who, till your fortune's made, 
Muit be a ſweetener by your trade, 
Should ſwear he never meant us ill; 


| We ſuffer ſore againf his will; 


That, if we could but ſee his heart, 
He would have choſe a milder part ; 


* 
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We rather ſhould lament his caſo, 
Who muſt obey, or loſe his place. 
Since this reflexion ſlipt your pen, 
Inſert it when you write again: 
And, to illuſtrate it, produce 
This nile for his excuſe : * 
4 80 to deſtroy a guilty 
« An * angel ſent by Heater”: command, 
„While he obeys a/mighty will, 
« Perhaps may feel compaſſicn till ; 
„ And with the taſk had been aſſigu'd 
« To ſpirits of leſs gentle kind.“ 
But I, in pe/iricks grown old, 
Whoſe thoughts are ot a different mould, 
Who from my ſoul ſincerely hate 
Both 4/»gs and mini/iers of ate, 
Who look on courts with tirifter eyes 
To ſee the ſeeds of vice ariſe, 
Can lend you an alluſion fitter, 
Though fatter ing inne / may call it birter 3 
Which, it you durſt but givc it place, 
Would cw you many a - ateſmanr's face; 
Freſh from the red of Apollo 
I had it in the words that follow 
ake notice, ta avoid offence, 
T here except i excellence ). 
« 80, to effect his me e ends, 
« From hell a vice rey devil aſcends ; 
«« His budge? with corruptions cramm'd, 
«© The contributions of the damr?d ; 
«« Which with unſparing hand he ſtrows 
« Through coxrts and ſenate: as he goes; 
« And then at Beelzebub's S4 kat/ 
« Complains his 6*dget was too ſmall.” 
Your mile may better ſhine 
In verſe ; but there is truth in mine, 
Fur wo imaginable things 
Can diner more than gods and kings: 
And /{-t4{mer by ten thouſand odds 
Are angels juſt as kings are gods, 


To Dx. DELANY, on Taz 
LIBELS WRITTEN AGAINST HIM. 


« — Tanti tibi non fit opaci 
« Omnis arona Tagi.“ 


S ſome raw youth in country bred, 
A To arms by thirſt of honour led, 
When at a fi:irmih frit he hears 
The bullets whiftling round his ears, 
Wil duck his head aſide, will ſtart, 
And feel a wembling at his heart, 

Till *fcaping oft* without a wound 
Lens the terror of the ſound 3 

Fly bullets now as thick as hops, 

He runs into a cannon*s chops : 

An author thus, who pants for fame, 
Begins the world with fear and ſhame ; 
When firſt in print, you ſee him dread 
Fach pop- gun levePd at his head; 


Joy. 
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How far their hcarts 


| No longer dread the 
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The lead yon critick's quill contains, 

Is deftin'd to beat out his brains: 

As if he heard loud thunders roll, 

Cries, Lord, have mercy an his ſoul! 
Concluding, that another ſhot 

Will ftrike him dead upon the ſpot. 

But, when with ſquibbing, fla'l ing, popping, 


He cannot ſee one creature dropping: 


That, miſſing fire, or miſſing aim, 
—_— is ſafe, I mean his fame; 
The danger R, takes heart of grace, 
And — a britick in the face. 
Though ſple:deur gives the faire ſt mark 
To poiſon'd arrows from the dark, 
Yet, in yewr ſe/f en ſmooth nd round, 
glance aſide without a wound. 
Tis rr Ba the gods try*d all their art, 
How * aim they might from pleaſure 8 
But little could their firen 2 — 
Both itill are ſuſlen'd by the tail. 
Thus fame and cenſure with a tether 
By fate are always lind together. 
Why will you aim to be preferr'd 
wb before the common herd ; 
yet mortify*d and vex'd 
To pay © mt annex*d ? 
Tis eminence makes envy riſe z 
As faireſt fruits attract the flies. 
Should ſtupid libels grieve your mind, 
You ſoon a remedy may find ; 
Lie down obſcure like other folks 
Below the laſh of ſaarlers jokes. 
Their faction is five hundred odds ; 
For every coxcomb lends them rods, 
And ſaeers as learnedly as they, 
Like females o'er their morning tea. 
You ſay, the Muſe will not containg 
And write you muff, or break a vein. 
Then, if you find the terms too hard, 
No longer my advice regard : 
But raite your ſancy on the wing 
The Iriſh ſena!#s praiſes fing 3; 
How jealous of the nation's freedom, 
And for corruptions how they weed em: 
How each the public good purſues, 
m private views : 
Make all true patriots, up to ſhoe- boys, 
Huxxa their brethren at the Blue- boys: 
Thus grown a member of the club, 
rage of Grub. 
How oft' am I for rhyme to ſeck! 
To dreſs a thought, may toil a week: 
And then how thankful to the town, 
If all my pains will earn 2 crown! 
Whilf every critick can devour 
My work and me in balf an hour. 
Would men of genius ceaſe to write, 
The rogues muſt die for want and ſpite 3 
Muſt die for want of food and raiment, 
If ſcandal did not find them pdy ment. 
How cheerſully the hawkers cry 
A ſatire, and the gentry buy ! 
While my hard-labour'd poem pines 
Unſold upon the printer's lines. 
A genius in the reverend gown 
Muſt ever keep its owner down: 
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Tis an unnatural conjund ion, 
And ſpoils the credit of the function. 
Round all your brethren caſt your eyes 
Point out the ſureſt men to r ſe: 
That club of candidates in black, 
The leaſt deſerving of the pack, 
Aſpiriug, factious, herce, and loud, ' 
With grace and learning unendow*d, 
Can turn their hands to every job, 
The fitteſt tools to work for Bob ; 
Will ſooner coin a thouſand lies, 
Than ſuffer men of — to riſe 3 
They crowd about erment's , 
A you — all their weight. 
For at, of old, mathematicians 
Were by the vulear thought magicians; 
So academic dull ale-drinkers 
Pronounce all men of wit free=thinkers, . 
Wit, as the chief of virtue's friends, 
Diſdains to ſerve ignoble ends. 
Obſerve what loads of ſtupid rhymes 
Oppreſs us in corrupted times: 
What pamphlets in & court's defence 
che w reaſon, grammar, truth, or ſeoſe ? 
For though the Muſe delights in fiction, 
She ne*cr inſpires againſt con vic̃᷑t jon. 
Then keep your virtue ſtill unmixt, 
Add let not ſact ĩon 4 8 
ſt ne im at, 
. 12 — you England's primate : 
Firſt learn the ſcience to be dull, 
You then may ſoon your conſcience lull ; 
If not, however ſeated high, 
Your genius in your face will fly. 
When Jove was from his teeming head 
Of Wit*s fair goddeſs brought to bed, 
There fullow*d at his lying-in 
For after- birth a Sooterkin ; 
Which, as the nurſe purſued to kill, 
Attain'd by flight the Muſes? hill, 
Th-re in the ſoil began to root, 
And litter*d at Parnaſſus? foot. | . 
From hence the critic vermin ſprung, 
With harpy claws and poiſonous tongue, 
Who fatten on poetic ſcraps, | 
Too cunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame Nature, as the learned ſhow, 
Provides each animal its foe : 
Hounds hunt the hare ; the wily fox 
Devours your geeſe, the wolf your flocks, 
Thus Envy pleads a natural claim 
To perſccute the Muſes? fame ; 
On pects in all times abuſiwe, 
From Homer down to Pope incluſive, 
Yet what avails it to complain ? 
You try to take revenge in vain. 
Arat your utmoſt rage defies, 
That ſafe behind the wainſcot lies, 
Say, did you ever know by ſight 
In cheeſe an individual mite ? 
Shew me the ſame numeric flea, 
That bit your neck but yefterday : 
You then may boldly go in queſt 
To find the Grub-freet poet's neſt; 
What ſpunging-houſe, in dread of jail, 
Recrives them, while they wait for ball; 


| 
Whole ſquadrons at a hngle blew; 
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What alley they are ne ſtled in, 

To flouriſt. oer a cup of gin; 

Find the luſt garret where they lay, 


Cr cellar where they ſtarve to-day. 


— ou had them all trepann 
With each a libel in his hand, * 


What puniſl. ment would you inflie ? 
Or call them rogues, or get them kickt? 
Theſe they have often try'd before; 
You but oblige them ſo much more: 
Themſelves would be the firſt to tell, 
To make their traſh the better ſell. 

You have been libePd—Let us know, 
What fool officious told you ſo ? 
Will you regard the hawker*s cries, 
M ho in his titles always lies? 
Whate*er the noiſy ſcoundrel ſays, 
It might be ſomething in your praiſe : 
And praiſe beſtow*d on Grub-ftrect rhymes 1 
Would vex one more a thouſand times. 
Till criticks blame, and judges pruiſe, 
Ihe poet canuot claim his bays, 
On me when dunces are ſatirie, 
I take it for a panegyrick. 
Hated by feels, and feols te hates 

that my mcrte, and my fate, — 


DIRECTIONS FOR MAKING A 
BIRT H-DAY SONG. 
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& ib form a juſt and finiſh'd piece, 
Take twenty gods of Rome or Greece, 

Whoſe godſſ ips are in chief requeſt, 

And fit your preſent ſubjeR beſt : 

Aud, ſhovld it be your hero's caſe, 

To have both male and female race, 

Your buſmeſs muſt be to provide 

A ſcore o goddeſſes beſide. 

Some cull their monarchs ſons of Saturn, 


For which they bring a modern pattern: 


Recauic they might have heard of one, 

Who often long*d to cat his ſon : 

But this, I thin®, will not go down, 

For here the ſather kept his crown. 
Why, then, appoiat him ſon ef Jove, 

Who met his mother in a grove : 

To this we freely ſhall conſent, 

Well knowing what the poets meant; 

And in their ſenſe, *twixt me and you, 


it may he literally true. 


Next, as the laws of verſe require 
He muſt be greater than his fire ; F 


For Jove, as every ſchool- boy knows, 
Was able Saturn to depoſe : 


| And ſure no Chriſtian poet breathing 


Would be more ſcrupulous than a Heathen! 
Or, if to blaſphemy it tends, 


| That 's but a trifle among friends, 


Your Hero now another Mars is, 
Makes mighty armies turn their 2. 
Behold his glittering falchion mow 
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While Victory, with w 

Flies, like an eagle, o'er his head; 

His milk-white fteed upon its haunches, 
Or pawing into dead men's paunches : 

As Overton has drawn his fre, 

Still ſeen o'er many an ale-houſe fire. 
Then from his arms hoarſe thunder rolls, 
As loud as fifty muſtard howls ; 

For thunder ftill his arm ſupplies, 

And lightning always in his eyes : 

They both are cheap enough in conſcience, 
And ſerve to echo rattling nonſenſe. | 
The rumbling words march fierce along, 
Made trebly Lada in your ſong. 

Sweet poet, hir'd for birth-day rbymes, 
To fing of wars, chooſe peaceful times. 
What though, for fifteen years and more, 

anus had Jock*d his temple door; 

hough not a coffee-bouſe we read in 
Hath mention'd arms on this ſde Sweden; 
Nor London Journals, nor the Poſtn.en, 
Though fond of warlike lies as moſt men 
Thou itill with battles ftuff thy head full: 
For, muſt thy hero not be dreadful ? 

Diſmiſſing Mars, it next muſt follow, 
Your conqueror is become Apollo: 
That he s Apollo is as plain as 
That Robin Walpole is Mzcenas ; 

Bi:t that he ſtruts, and that he ſquints, 
You id know him by Apollo's prints. 
Old Phoebus is but half as bright, 
For yours can ſhine both day and night. 
The frit, perhaps, may once an age 
Inſpire you with poetic rage: 

Your Pho-bus Royal, every day, 

Not only can inſpire, but pay. 

Then make this new Apollo fit 

Scle patron, judge, and god of wit. 

« How from his altitude he ttoops 

« To raiſe up Virtue when ſhe droops 3 
« On Learning how his bounty flows, 

« And with what juftice he beftows : 

« Fair lis, and ye banks of Cam! 

« Be witneſs if I tell a fam, 

4% What prodigies in Arts we drain, 

« From both your ſtreams, in George's reign. 
& As from the flowery bed of Nile“ 
But here 's enough to ſhew your ſty le. 
Broad innuendos, ſuch as this, 

If well applied, can hardly mils : 

For, when you bring your — print, 
He ll get it read, and tate the hint, 

(It mutt be read before tis warbled, 

The paper gilt, and cover marbled) 

And will be ſo much more your debtor, 
Fecauſe he never knew a letter. 

And, as he hears his wit and ſenſe 

(To which he never made pretence) 

det out in hyperbolic ftrains, 

A guinea i all reward your pains : 

For patrons never pay ſo well, 

As when they ſcarce have learn*d to ſpell. 

Next call him Neptune : with his trident 
He rules the ſea; you fee him ride wn 't: 


— 
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And, if provok' d, he ſoundly firks his 
Rebcllious waves with rods, lite Xerxes. 
He would have ſeiz'd the Spaniſh plate, 
Had not the feet gone out too late; 

And in their very ports be ſege them, 
But that he would not diſoblige them; 
And make the raſcals pay him dearly 

For thoſe affronts they give him yearly. 
Tis not deny*d, that, when we write, 
Our ink is black, our paper white; 

And, when we ſcraw] our paper oer, 
We blacben what was white befcre : 

| think this practice only tt 

For dealers in ſatirie wit. 

But you ſome white-l-ad ink muſt get, 
And write on paper hlack az jet; © 
Your intereſt lies to learn the back 

Of whitening what before was black. 

Thus your encomium, to be ſtrong, 

Muſt he applied directly wrong. 

A tyrant for his mercy praiſe, 

And crown a royal dunce with bays : 

A ſcguinting monkey load wi charms, 

Ard paint a coward fierce in arms. 

Is he to avarice inclin%d ? 

Extol him tor his generous mind : 

And, when we flarve for want of corn, 

Come out with Amalthea*s horn. 

For all experience this e- inces 

The only art of pleaſing princes : 

For princes? love you ſhould deſcant 

On virtues which they know they want. 

One compliment I had forgot, 

But ſongſters muſt omit it not; 

I freely grant the thought is old : 

Why, then, your hero muſt be told, 

In him ſuch virtues lie inherent, 

To quality him God's vicegereut; 

That, with no title to inherit, 

He muſt have been a ting by merit. 

Yet, be the fancy old or new, 

'Tis partly falſe, and partly true: 

And, take it right, it means no more 

Than George and William clain'd before. 

 Shovld ſome obſcure inferior fellow, 

Like Jviius, or the Youth of Pella, 

When all your liſt of Gods is out, 

Preſume to few his mortal ſaout, 

And as a Dritr intrude, 

Becauſe he had the world ſubdued ; 

Oh, ler bim not debaſe your thoughts, 

Or name him but to tell his faults, — 
Of Gods I only quote the beft, 

But you may hoo%-in all the reſt. 

Now, Birth-day Bard, with joy proceed 
To praiſe your Empreſs and her breed. 
Firſt of the firft, to vouch your lies, 
Bring all the females of the ſl i; 

The Graces, and their miſtreſs Venus, 
Muſt venture down to entertain us: 
With bended knees when they adore her, 
What dowdies they appear beſore her! 
Nor ſſ all we think you talk at random, 


| For Veuus might be her great-grandam : 
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fix thouſand years ha: liv'd the Goddeſs, 
Your Heroine hardly tity odd is. 
Beſides, your ſorigiiers oft? have ſhown 
That ine hath Graces of her own 3 
Tires Graces by Lug na brought her, 
uit thr-2, and every grace a daughter, 

re many a king his heart aud crown 
Sllall at their ſnowy cet lay down; 
In royal robes, they come by dozens 
To cot their gr glith. German couſins: 
Het ds a pair of priac-ly babice, 
That, five ycars hence, will hoth be Hebes. 

New ſee her ſeated in her throne 
With ge nume luttre, all her own : 
Por (y thia never ſhone fo bright, 
Her {pleadour is but borrow?d light; 
And o.ly with her Brother linkt 
(an ſhine, without him is extinct. 
Rut t arvlina ſhines the clearer 
With .cither ſpouſe nor brother near her; 
And darts her beams ver both our ifies, 
Though George is gone a thouſand miles. 
Thus Berecyathia takes her place, 
Attended by her heavenly race; 
And ſees a ſon in every God, 
Unaw'd by Jove”s all-ſhaking nod. 


| Now ſing his little Highneſs Freddy, 
Who ſtruts like any king already: 

With ſo much beauty, ſhew me any maid 

That could reſiſt this charming Gany mede } 

Where majeſty with ſweetneſs vics, 

And, like his father, carly wiſe. 

Then cut him out a world of work, 

To conquer Spain, and quell the Turk: 

Foretel lũ empire crown d with bæys, 

And golden times, and halcyon days; 

Aud ſwear his line fall rule the nation 

For ever—till the contiagration. 


But, now it comes into my mind, 
Me left a little Duke behind; 
A Cupid in his face and ſte, - 
And only wants to wart his eyes. 
Mate ſome proviion for the younker, 
Fiod him a kingdom out to conquer: 
Prepare a Coet to wat him oer, 
Make Gulliver kis commodore; 
It whoſe pociet valiant Willy put, 
Will on ſuldue the realm of Liliput. 


A it; ilrul critick juſtly blames 
Hard, tough, crauk, guttural, harſh, Riff names. 
The ſeuſe can nc'er be too jejune, 
But ſmooth your words to fit the tune. 
Hanover may do well enough, 
Bit George au Brunſwie are top rough: 
He ſſe-PDarmſtadt m kes a rugged ſound, 
ä | Aad Guelp the ftrongelt car will wound, 

Ja vain are all attempts from Germany 

To find out proper word: for harmoay : 
And yet I muſt except the Rhine, 
B*cauf it clinks to Caroline. 
Hail ! Queen of Britain, Queen of rhymes ! 
Be ſung ten hundred thouſand times ! 


Vor. V. 


| Britannia long will wear like ſteel, 


| And turn it all to ridicule : 
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Too happy were the poets? crew, 

If their own happineſe they knew: 
Three ſyllables did never meet 

So ſoft, fo Lidirg, and ſo ſweet : 

Niue other tunetul words like that 
Would prove ev*n Homer's numbers flat, 
Rc hold three beauteous vowels ſtand, 
With bridegroom liquids, hand in band: 
In concord former fixt, 

No jarring conſonant betwixt. 


May (Caroline continue long, 
For ever fair and young in ſong. p 
What though the royal carcaſe muſt, 
Squeez d in a coffin, turn to duſt ? 
Thoſe ele meuts her name compoſe, 
Like atoms, are exempt from blows. 


Though Carcline may fill your gaps, 
Yet itill you muſt conſult your maps 
Find rivers with harmonious names, 
Sebrina, Medway, and the Thames, 


=. -- 


But Albion's clifts are out at heel; 
And patience can endure no more 

To hear tlie Belgic lion roar, 

Give up the phraſe of haughty Gaul, 
But Iberia ſoundly maul : 
Reftore the ſhips by Philip taken, 

Aad make him crouch to ſave his bacon. 
Naſſau, who got the name of Glorious 
Becauſe he never was victorious, 
A hanger-on has always been; 

For old acquainta..ce bring him in. 


To Walpole you might lend a line, ' 
But much I fear he 's in decline; | 
And, if you chance to come too late, 
When he goes out, you ſhare his fate, 
And bear the new ſucceſſor's frown ; 

Or, whom you once ſaag up, ſing down, 


Re ject with ſcorn that ſtupid notion, 
To praiſe your Hero for devotion 3 
Nor entertain a thought ſo odd, 

That princes ſ:ould believe in God; 
But follow the ſecureſt rule, 


'Tis grown the chniceſt wit at Court, 

And gives the maids of honour ſport. 

For, tince they talk*'d with Doctor Clarke, 
They now can venture in the dark: 

That ſound Divine the truth hath ſpoke all, 
Aud pawn'd his word, hell is not local. 
This will not give them halt the trouble 
Of bargains ſold, or meanings double. 


Suppo'.ng now your ſong is done, | 
To Mynheer Handel next you run, | 


| Whn artfully will pare and prune 


Your words to ſome Italian tune: 
Then print it in the largeſt letter, 
With capitals, the more the better, 
Preſent it holdly on your knee, 
Aud take a guinea for your fee, 


* 


eee 


BOUTS RIMES. 
On SIGNORA DOMITILLA. 


VR {chool-maſter may rave i thꝰ fit 
Of claffic beauty hec hes & la, 
Not all his birch inſpires ſuch wit 
As th' ogling beams of Dowaitilla, 
Let nobles toaft, in bright champain, 
Nympbs higher born than Domitilla 3 
I 1 drink her again, in, 
In Berkeley's tar, or ſars- pai 


At Goodman's-Fields I *ve much admir'd 
K. poſtures of Monſieur Brilla ; 
But what are they to the ſoit ſtep, 


by eterniz'd in ſong . 
* footſt ry) Camilla : 
_ as — * was wrong 
Now hed Domitilla. 


„eee 
For thinking ill of his Placilla ; 

And deuce take London, if ſome knight 
O th city wed not Domitilla ! 


Wheeler, Sir George, in travels wiſe, 
Gives us a modelof Plantilla; 
! the empreſs has not eyes, 
Nor lips, nor breaſt, like Domitilla. 
Not all the wealth of plunder'd Italy, 
Pibd on the mules of king At-tila, 
bs ward ene alters (IM not tell a bit a lie} 
Or garter, fnatch'd from Domitilla. 


Five years a nymph at certain hamlet, 
Y-cleped Harrow of the Hill, a- 

—bus'd much my heart, and was a damn' d let 
To verſo— but now for Domitilla, 


Dan Pope configns Belinda's watch 
To the fair Sylphid Momentilla, 
And thus I offer up my catch 
To th? ſnow-white hands of Domitilla. 


HELTEP. SKELTER ; 
OR, 
Tux HUE AND CRY 
After the A'tornies, upon their riding the 
CIRCUIT. 


OW the ad ive young attornies 
Briſkly travel on their journies, 

Looking big as any giants, 
On the es of their clients ; 
Like fo many littl> Mars%s, 
With their tilters at their 2—, 
Brazen-hilted, lately burniſ}'d ; 
And with harne s- buchles furniſh'd, 
And with whips and fpurs ſo neat, 


And with jockey-coats compleat, 


wy 
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And with boots ſo very greaſy, 
And with ſaddles eke ſo caſy ; 


And with bridles fine and gay, 
Bridles borrow*d for a day; 
Bridles deftin'd far to roam, 
Ah! never, never to come home, 
And with hats ſe very big, Sir; 5 
And with powder*d caps and wigs, Sir 
Ard with ruffies to be ſhowo, 
Cambrick ruffles fat the ir own ; 
And with Hollayd il irts ſo white, 
Shirts becoming to the ſicht, 
Shirts be-wroyght with different — 
As belonging to their betters ; 
With their pretty tinſel'd boxes, 
Gotten from their dainty doxies ; 
And with rings ſo very trim, 
Lately taken out of lim 
And with very little pence, 
And as very little ſenſe ; | 
With ſome law, but little juſtice, 
Having ſtolen from my hoſteſs, 
From the barber and the cutler, 
Like the ſoldier from the ſutler : 
From the vintner and the taylor, 
Like the felon from the jailer ; 
Into this and tꝰ other county, 
1 on the public bounty: 

town — thorough village, 
[Thor to plunder, all to _ ; 
Thorough mountains, thorough vallies, 
Thorough ſtinkin 3 and alleys ; 
Some to—kiſs with farmers? ſpouſes, 
And make merry in their houſes ; 
Some to—tumble country wenches 
On their ruſtiy- beds and benches, 
And, it they begin a fray, 
Draw their ſwords, aud—run away; 
All to murder equity, 
And to take a double fee; 
Till the people all are quiet, 
And forget to broil and rict : 
Low in pocket, cow*d in covrage, 
| Safely glad to ſup their porridge ; 
And Vacation s over—thc n, 
| Hey, for London tow a again. 


— ——— Rn 


THE 


LOGICIANS REFUTED. 


OGICIANS have but ill de fin'd, 
As rational, the human- kind. 
| * Reaſon,” they ſay, © belongs to man 3? 
But let them prove it if they can. 
Wiſe Ariitotk and Smig le ſius, 
By ratiocinaticns ſpeciaus, 
| Wavy ttrovc to prove with great preciſion, 
With definition and divißon, 
1 eſt ratiore fr editum : 
But, for my ſoul, I cannot credit em, 
And muſt, in fpite of them maintain, 


| That man and all his ways are vain ; 
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And that this boaſted lord of nature 

Is both a weak and erring creature 

That inſtiuct is a ſurer guide 

Than reaſon-boaſiing mortals? pride 

And that brute beaſts are far before em, 

Deus eft anima brutorum, 

Who ever knew an honeſt brute 

At law his neighbour proſecute ; 

Bring action for aſſault and hattery, 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery ? 

Oer plains they ramble unconfin'd, 

No politicks diſturb their mind; 

They eat their meals, and take their ſport, 
dor know who *s in or aut at court, 

They never to the levee go, 

To treat as deareſt friend, a foe : 

They never impa tune his grace, 

Nor ever cringe tv men in place 

Nor undertake a dirty job, 

Nor draw the quill to write for Bob : 

Fraught with invective they neꝰer go 

To folks at Pater- noſter- row. 

No judges, tiddlers, dancing-maſters, 

No pick-pockets, or poetaſters, 

Are known to honeſt q 

No fingle brute his fellows leads. 

Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 

Nor cut each other's throats for pay. 

Of beaſts, it is confeſs'd, the ape 

Comes neareſt us in human ſhape ; 

Like man, he imitates each faſhion, 

And malice is his ruling paſſien : 

But, both in malice and grimaces, 

A courtier any ape ſurpaſſes : 

Behold him 2 cringing wan 

Upon the minifter of ſtate; | 

View him ſoon after to inferiors 

Aping the conduct of ſuperiors : 

He premiſes with cqual air, 

And to perform takes equal care. 

He in his turn finds imitators : 

At court, the porters, laequeys, waiters, 

Their maſters* manners ſtill contract; 

And footmen lords and dukes can ad. 

Thus, at the court, both great and ſmall 

Behave alike ; for all ape all. 


ama 
THE PUPPET-SHOW. 
HE life of man to repreſent, 
And turn it all to ridicule, 
it did a fuppet-fhowo invent, 
Where the chicf actor is a foal. 
The gods of old were logs of wood, 
And worſhip was to fwppets paid; 
In antic drefs the idol ſt h 
And prieſt and people bow d the bead. 
No wonder then, if art began 
The fmple votaries to frame, 
To ſhape in timber fooliſh man, 
And conſecrate the Sec to ſame, 
F ow! hence poetic fancy learn'd 
t trees might riſc from human forms, 
The body to a trunk be turn'd, 
Aud branches iſſue from the arms, 


| 
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Thus Dedalus and Ovid too, 
That man 's a blockhead, have confeſt; 
Towel“ and Stretch“ the hint purſue ; 
Life is a farce, the world a jeſt. 


The ſame great truth South-Scaf hath prov'd 
On that fam*d theatre, the a/ley : 

Where thouſands, by directors mov'd, 
Are now ſad monuments of folly. 


The latter is a Punch below. 


This fleeting ſcene is but a ſtage, 
Where various images appear ; 
In different parts of youth and age 
Alike the prince and peaſant ſhare. 
Some draw our eyes by being great, 
Falſe pomp conceals mere wood within: 
And legiſlators rang d in ſtate 
And oft but wi in maschine. 
A ſtock may chance to wear a crown, 
And timber as a lord take place 
A ſtatue may put on a frown, 
And cheat us with a thinking face. 
Others are blindiy led away, 
And made to act for ends unknown; 
By the mere ſpring of wires they play, 
And ſpeak in language not their on. 
Too oft, alas! a ſcolding wife 
Uſurps a jolly fellowꝰs throne z 
And many 1 the cup of life, 
Mix'd and emhitter*d by a Joan. 
In ſtort, whatever men purſue, 
Of pleaſure, tolly, War, or love 3 
This mimic race brings all to view: 
Alike they dreis, they talk, they move. 
Go on, Stretch, with artful hand, 
M to pleaſe and to deride ; 
And, when death hreaks thy vital band, 
Thou ſhalt put on a pe pride, 


Thou ſhalt in puny wood be ſhown, 
Thy image ſhall preſerve thy fame ; 
Ages to come thy worth ſhall own, 
Point at thy limbs, and tell thy name, | i 


Tell Tom, he draws a farce in vain, 
Before he looks in naturc's glaſs ; 
Puns cannot form a witty ſcene, 


Nor jedartry for humour paſs, 


To make men a as ſenſcleſs wood, 
And chatter in a myftic ftrain, 
Is a mere force on fleſh and blood, 
And ſhews ſome error in the brain. / 


He that would thus refine on thee, ' 
And turn thy ftage iato a ſchoal, 


| The jeſt of Punch will ever be, 


And ftand confeft the greater fool. | 


* Two famous puppet-fhew men. 
Þ See the peem on the South=Sea, p. 312. 


Cee 2 ö 


* 


390 


Tax GRAND QUESTION DEBATED: 


Whether Hamilton's Bawn ſhould be turned into 
| a Barrack or a Malt-houſc, 1749. 


« Let me have your advice in à weighty affair. 
40 Tas Hamilton's Bawnf, whilſt it ſticks on my 


« haud, 
„I loſe by the houſe what T get by the land; 
« But how to diſpoſe of it to the beſt bidder, 
* For a Garrack] or malt-heuſe, we now muſt 
« conſider, 
« Firſt, let me ſuppoſe I make it a ma/r-hewſe, 
« Here I have computed the profit will fall us; 
« There 's nine hundred pounds for labour and 
«c grain, 
« |] increaſe it to twelve, ſo three hundred re- 
« main ; 
« A handſome addition for wine and good cheer, 
* Three diſhes a day, and three hog ſheads a year. 
« With a dezen large veſſels my vault ſhall be 
« ford; 
« Xo little terub Joint ſhall! come on my hoard; 
« And you and the Dean no more ſhall combine 
« To ftint me at night to one bottle of wine; 
« Nor ſhall I, for his humour, permit you to 
66 purloin, 
&« 9 of beef from my fur- 
« Join, 
« Tf I make it a harrack, the crown is my tenant ; 
« My dear, I have ponder'd again and again on 't: 
& In poundage ahd drawbacks 1 loſc half my 
« rent; 
« Whatever they give me, I muſt be content, 
& Or join with the court inevery debate; 
« And rather than that, I would loſe my "eſtate. * 
Thus ended the Knight : thus began his mee 
wite : : 
c It mu/\, and it fall be a barrack, my life, 
« 1m grown a mere mopus 3 no COMPANY comes, 
But a rabble of tenants, and ruſty dull FRum:. 
« With Parſons what lady can keep herie!f clean? 
« Jm all over daub'd when 1 ſit by the Dean. 
„ But if you will give ns a barrach, my dear, 
« The Captain, I 'm ſure, will always come 
« here; 
I then woll not value his Deanſhip a ſtraw, 
« For the Captain, 1 warrant, will keep him in 
« awe; 


« Or, ſhould he pretend to be briſk and alert, 


bc Wl tell him that Chaplains ſhould not be ſo 


« pert; 
« That men of his coat ould be minding their 


46 Prayers, 


* « And nat among ladies to give themſelves airs.” 


bus argued my Lady, but argued in vam; 
— Knight his opinion reſolved to maintain. 


* Sir Arthur Acheſor, at wheſe ſeat this wwas | 


reren. 


+ 4 large old houſe, teve miles from Sir Arthur*s 


fear, F. 


1 The army in Ireland is locgedin firerg buildings, 
over the whole king lem, called barracks, F. 
$ 4 cant word in elend for @ foor country 


_ clergyman, F. 


ys Lone” watered Knight“ full of 


— 
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But Hannah“, who liſten'd to all that vn pas, 
And could not endure ſo vulgar a tate, 
As ſoon as her Ladyſſ ip call'd to be dreft, 
Cry'd, 1— why ſurely my maſter % poſ. 
«c 
Sir Arthur the maltſter! how tine it will found! 
« ] *d rather the baws were ſunk under round. 
« But madam, 1 gueſs d there would never come 
« wood, 
« When | ſaw him fo often with; Darby ard 
« Wood. 
« And now my dream 's out; for I was a. 
% drcam'd 
&© That 1 ſaw a huge rat—C « ar, how 1 
« ſcrcam'd! 
« And aiter, methought, I had loit my new 
« {hoes . 
« And Molly, fie ſaid, 1 ſhould hear ſome ill 
©« new3 
% Dear madam, ha1 you but the ſpirit to tea, 
« You might havc a bar - ue k whenever you phaſe: 
ce © id, ma lam, I1 alway: betioyid you fo © aut, 
That for twenty denials you would not give 
« ovt, 
« If 1 had a huſband like him, Ire, 
« Till he gave me my will, I would give himno 
« reſt; 
And, rather than come in the ſame pair of ſheets 
« With ſuch a croſs man, T would lie in the ftreets; 
c But, madam, I beg you contrive and invent, 
* And worry him out, till he girces hi- confent, 
„ Dear madam, whene*cr of a Sor ract U think, 
« An I were to be hang'd, I can't fleep a wink; 
« For if a new crotchet comes into my brain, 
I can't get it out, though Id never ſo fain, 
« I fancy already a barrack contriv*d 
« At Hamilton's bawn, and the troop is arriv'd; 
« Of this to be ſure Sir Arthur has warning, 
« And waits on the Captain betimes the next 
«© morning. 
Now ſee, when they meet, how their Honours 
« behave : 
« Noble Captain, your ſervant”— Sir Arthur, 
« your ſlave ;” 
« You honour me much” —c The honour is 
&« mine.“ 
« Twas a ſad rainy night“ But the morn» 
« ing is fine” 
& Pray how does my Lady ?%—* My wife sat 
« your fervice.“ 
I think I have ſeen her picture by Jervas.”— 
4 Good morrow, good Captain. I II wait on 
« you down.“ 
« You ſhan't ſtir a foot. Vou 'I think mea 
&« clown : 
« For all the world, Captain—” “ Not half an 
« mch farther.” — 
« You mult be ohey'd !— Your ſervant, dir 
« Arthur! 
&« My humble re ſpects to my Lady unknown. — 
« IT hope you will uſe my houſe as your own.” 
« Go bring me my ſmock, and leave off your 
« prate, 
Thau haſt certainly gotten a cup in thy pate." 
* Ay lud waiting evoman, F. 
} Two of Sir Arthur't managers, F. 
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« Pray, madam, be quiet ; what was itI 

« lan? 

% You had, like to have put it quite out of my 
« heal. 

« Next day, to be Cure, the Captain will come, 

4% At the head of his troops, wii trump-<t and 
« drum, a 

« New, madam, obſerve how he marches in 
« flat ; 

« The man with the kettle- drum enters the gate: 

« Dub, dib, adub, dub. The trumpeters fol- 
cc low, 

« Ta; tara, tantara z while all the boys hollow. 

« Sec ho cones the Captain all daubꝰd with gold 
« Jace ; 

O la! the ſweet gentleman ! lock in his face; 

« Ard ſec how he rides like a lord of the land, 

&« With the ſine flaming ſword that Le holds in 
« his and 

« And his hor, the dear creter, it prances and 
«K rears; 

« With ribbons in knots at its tail and its cars 

« At latt comes the trop, by the word of cone 
« mand, 

« Drawen up in our court; when the Captain cries, 
« STAD! 

« Your Ladyſhip liſts up the ſaſh to be ſeen 

( For ſure I had dizcr*4 you out like a queen), 

„The Captain, to ſhew l is proud of the fa- 


«© your, 
« Looks up to your window, and cocks up his 
« beaver 


« (His beaver is cock'd; pray, madam, mark 


« that, 

« For a Captain of horſe never tabes off his hat, 

« B-cauſe he has never a hand that is idle; 

„ For the right holds the ſword, aud the Jef: 
« holds the bridle ). 

* Then flouriſhes thrice his ſword in the air, 

« As a compliment due to a lady fo fair ; 

« (How I trembl- to think of the blood it hath 
« ſpilt!) 

c Then hc luwers down the point, and kiffes 
« the hilt. 

« Your Ladyſſ ip ſmiles, and thus you Hogin + 

« Pray, Captain, be pleas to aligit and walk 
« in.“ 

« The Captain ſalutes yon with congee profound, 

« And your Lady ſhip curties hal! way to the 
« ground, 

« Kit, run to your maſter, and hid him come 

« to us; 

« m ſure ke N be proud of the honour you do 
« Us, 

« And, Cuptain, you ' do us the favour to tay, 

« And tale a Fon dinner here with us to-day: 

% Yon Pre heartily welcome; but as for good 
* cher, 

« You come in the very worſt time of the year: 

« If I had expected fo worthy a guet.“ 

« Lord! madam! your Ladyſhip ſure is in 

«c jeſt 3 

« You banter me, madam; the kingdom muſt 


cc rant 9 


® Yeu officers, Captain, are ſo com 


ilant lo 


— 


| 
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« [7;t, huſſy, 1 think I hear ſomebody com- 

«6 ing— 

Na, madain ; *tis only Sir Arthur a-humming. 

&« To horten my tale (or I hate a long ftory), 

« The Cuptain at dianer appears in his glory; 

« Ihe Dean and the * Doctor have humbled 
« their pride, 

« For the Captain's entreated to fit by your ſde: 

« Aud, Lecauſe he 's their bettcrs, you carve 
« lor hi em firſt; 

& The Farſous for cuvy are ready to bur. 

« Toe ſervants awaz'd are icarc2 ever able 

« To k».p o their eyes, as they wait at the 
40 taivle 

4 And Holly and I have thruſt in our noſe 

« To pc:p at the Captain in all his fine /. 

« Dear madam, be ſure be 's a fine-ſpokcn man, 

&« Do but Jac on the Clergy how glib his tongue 
« ran; 

« And, macam, ſays he, if ſuch dianers you 
«c gives 

« You n ne'er want for Parſons as long as you 
« hve, 

« [ ner knew a Parſon without a good noſe ; 

„ But tne devil's as welcome wherever he goes: 

© Ga d- me! tacy bid us reform and repent, 

« But, z—5! by their looks they never keep Lent, 

« Miter Curatc, tor all your grave looks, I'm 
« ajraid 

&« You cult a ſheep*s eye on her Ladyſhip's maid: 

A wiſh the would lend you her pretty white 
« hand 

« Jn mc:.ding your exTock, and ſmoothing your 
4 hai.d 

« (For th. Dean was ſo ftabby, and look'd like 
« a ninny, 

« That the Captain ſuppos'd he was Curate to 
« jinnx) 

& Whenever you ſec a caſſock and gown, 

« A hundred to one but it covers a clown, 

« Obterve how a Parſon comes in o a room; 

„% G— d—n me! he hobbles as bad as my 
« groom 3 

« A / holard, when juſt from his college broke 
«c Ioaſe, 1 

« Can hardly tcl how to cry 6: to a gooſe; 

« Your ee, and Zlutureks, and Omurs, and 
4% ſtuff, 

« By G—, they don't ſignify this pinch of ſnuff. 

« To give a young gentleman right education, 

&« Th. army *'s the only gaod ſchool in the nation: 

« Ny ſzhook-maftcr call'd me a dunec and a fool, 

« But at cuffs I was always the cock of the 
« ſchon; 

« ] never could take to my book for the blood o? 


cc me , 


« And the puppy conſeſ>'d he expected no good 


« © me. 
« He caught me one morning coquetting his 
« witez 
« Bi: he mauPd me, I ne'er was ſo maul'd in 
« my life ; 
«« So I took to the road, and, what 's very odd, 
The firſt man I robb'd was a Parſon, by G. 
* Dr, Jin, a cler g yman inthe neighbourhood, . 
T Ovids, Plutarchs, Homer 5, 
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« Now, madam, you M think it a ſtrange thing 


« to ſay, 
* a book makes me ſick to this 
F. 
« Never ſince I was born did I hear ſo much 


« wit, 


cc * laugbꝰd till I thought I ſhould 
cc it. | 


. P 

„So then you look'd ſcornful, and ſnift at the 
« Dean, | 

« As who ſhould ſay, Now, am 7 * ſkinny and 


« Jean? 
« But he durſt na fo much as once open his lips, 
« And the Doctor was plaguily down in the 

« Hi 27 

Thus mercileſs Hannah ran on in her talk, 

Til ſhe heard the Dean call, „ Will your Lady- 
| « ſhip walk? 
Her Ladyſhip anſwers, I'm juſt coming down: 
Then, turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown, 
Although it was plain in her heart ſhe was glad, 
Cry'd, . why ſure the wench is gone 

c« 


« How could theſe chimer . get into your brains? 
« Come hither, and take this old gown for your 


G 8. 

« But the Dan, if this ſecret ſhould come to his 
« cars, 

« Will never have done with his gibes and bis 
« Jeers : 

« For your life, not a word of the matter, I 
« charge ye : 


« Gwe me but a darrach, a fig for the clergy,” 


TO DEAN SWIFT. BY SIR ARTHUR ACHESON 


OOD cauſe have I to fing and vapour, 
For 1 am landlord to the Drapier : 
He that of every car 's the charmer, 
Now condeſcends to be my farmer, 
And grace my villa with his ftrains, 
Lives ſuch a hard on Britiſh plains ? 
No ; not in all the Britiſh court; 
For none but witlings there reſort, 
Whoſe names and works (though dead) are made 
Immortal by the Dunciad ; 
And, ſure as monument of braſs, 
Their fame to future times ſhall paſs, 
Pow, with a weakly warbling tongue, 
Cf brazen knight they vainly ſung : 
A ſubjeR for their genius fit; 
He dares defy both ſenſe and wit. 
What dares he not ? He can, we know it, 
A laureat make that is no poet; 
A judge, without the leaſt pretence 
To common law, or common ſenſe ; 
A biſtop that is no divine 
And coxcombs in red ribbons ſhine : 
Nay, he can make, what *s greater far, 
A middle-ſtate *twixt peace and war; 
And fay, there ſtall, for years together, 
Be and war, and both, and neither. 
Happy, O Markct-hill ! at leaft, 
That court and courtiers have no tafte : 


* Nicknames for my lady. 


w \ — „ 0 


4 


1 


4 


s WITT“ POEM 8s. 


| You never elſe had known the 

But, as of old, obſcurely lain; 

All things gone on the ſame dull track, 
And Drapier s- hill“ been ſtill Drumlack ; 
But now your name with Penſhurſt vies, 
And wing'd with fame ſhall reach the flies, 


DRAPIER?'S HILL. 


| give the world to underſtand, 
Our thriving Dean has purchas'd land; 

A purchaſe which will bring ham clear 
Above his rent four pounds a year; 
Provided, to improve the 
He will but add two hundred pound; 
And, from his endleſs — pon, 
To build a houſe, five hundred more. 
Sr Arthur too ſhall have his will, 
And call the manſon Drapier*'s-hill : 
That, when a nation, long enſlav'd, 
Forgets by whom it once was ſav'd ; 
When none the Drapier”s praiſe ſhall ſin g: 
His ſigns aloft no longer ſwing ; 
His medals and his prints forgotten; 
And all bis rchiefs are rotten ; 
His famous rs made waſte-paper'; 
This hill may keep the name of Drapier; 
In ſpight of envy, flouriſh till, 
And Drapier's vie with Cooper's hill. 


THE DEAN” REASONS FOR NOT 
Building at Drapier*s-Hill, 

WILL not build on yonder mount : 

And, ſhould you call me to account, 


{ Conſulting with myfelf, 1 find 


It was nolevity of mind. 

Whate*er | promis'd or intended, 

No fault of mine, the ſcheme is ended: 

Nor can you tax me as unſteady, 

I have a hundred cauſes ready: 

Al riſen fince that flattering time, 

When Drapier*s-hill appear?d in rhyme. 

I am, as now too late I find. 

The —1 cully of mankind : 

The loweſt boy in Martin's ſchool 

May turn and wind me like a fool. 

How could I form ſo wild a viſion, 

To ſeek, in deſerts, Fields Elyſian ? 

To live in fear, ſuſpicion, variance, 

With thieves, fanatics, and barbarians ? 
But here my oY object: 

| Your Deanſhip ought to recollect, 

That, near the Knight of Gosford plac'd, 

Whom you allow a man of taſte, 

Your intervals of time to ſpend 


| With ſo converſable a friend, 


* The Dean gave this name to a called 
Drumlack, which he rented of Sir Arthur Acheſon, 
whoſe ſeat lay beteveen that and Market-hill; and 
intended to build an houſe upon it, but afterwards 


changed his mind, F. 
+ Medals were caftl, many figns hung uf, ard 


handherchiefs made with devices, in honour f tte 
Dean, unde r the name of M. B. Drafier, F. 
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n would not ſignify a pin 
Whatever climate you were in. 

is true, but what advantage comes 

To me from all a uſurer's plambs ; 
Though I ſhould ſee him twice a day, 
And am his neighbour croſs the way ; 
If all my rhetoric muſt fail 

To ſtrike him for a pot of ale? 

Thus, when the learned and the wiſe 
Conceal their talents from our eyes, 

And from deſerving friends with-hold 
Their gifts, as Miſers do their gold: 
Their knowledge to themſclves confin'd 
Is the ſame avarice of mind; 

Nor makes their converſation better, 
Than if they never knew a letter. 

Such is the fate of Gosford”s Knight, 
Who keeps his wiſdom out of z 
Whoſe uncommunicative heart 

Will ſcarce one precious word impart : 
Still rapt in ſpeculations deep, 

His outward ſenſes faft aſleep ; 

Who, white 1 talk, a ſong will hum, 
Or, with his fingers, beat the drum ; 
Beyond the {cies tranſports his mind, 
And leaves a lifeleſs corpſe behind. 

But, as for me, who ne*er could clamber high, 
To underſtand Male branche or Cam 5 
Who ſend my mind (as I believe) 

Than others do, on errands ſleęveleſs; 
Can liſten to a tale humdrum, 

And with attention read Tom Thumb; 
My ſpirits with my body progging, 

Both in hand together jogging 3 
Sunk over head and cars in matter, 
Nor can of metaphyſics ſmatter 

Am more diverted with a quibble, 
Than dream of worlds intelligible ; 
And think all notions too ahſtracted 
Are like the ravings of a crackt head; 
What intercourſe of minds can be 
Betwixt the Knight ſublime aud me, 
If when I talk, as talk I muſt, 

It is but prating to a buſt? 

Where friendſhip is by Fate deſign'd, 

It forms an union in the mind: 

But here I differ from the Knight 

Ju every point, like black and white: 
For none can ſay that ever yet 

We both in one opinion met; 

Not in philoſophy, or ale , 

In ſtate affairs, or planting calc ; 

In rhetoric, or picking ftraws ; 

la roaſting larks, or making laws; 
In public ſchemes, or catching flies; 
In parliaments, or pudding-pies. 

The neighbours wonder why the Knight 

Should in a country life delight, 
Who not one pleaſure entertains 
To cheer the ſolitary ſcenes : 
His gueſts are few, his viſits rare? 
Nor uſes time, nor time will ſpare 3 
Nor rides, nor walks, nor hunts, nor fowls, 
Nor plays at cards, or dice, or bowls ; 
But, ſeated in an eaſy chair, 
Deipiſcs exerciſe and air, 


| His rural walks he 2<%er adorns : 
Here poor Pomona ſits on thorns; 
And there neglected Flora ſettles 

Her bum upon a bed of nettles. 

Thoſe than}leſs and officious cares 

Ius d to take in friends affairs, 
From which I never could refrain, 
And have been often chid in vain 3 
From theſe I am recover'd quite, 

At leaſt in what regards the Knight. 
Preſt-ve his health, his nga — a : 
nothing interrupt his peace 

Bur now Jet all his tenants round 
Firſt milk his cows, andafter, pound : 
| Let every cottager conſpire 
To cut his hedges down for fire : 
The naughty hoys about the village 
His crabs and ſloes may freely pillage : 
| He ftill may keep a pack of knaves 
To ſpoil his work, and work by halves: 
His mcadows may be dug by ſwine, 
It ſhall be no concern of mine. 
For why ſhould I continue ſtill 
| To ſerve a friend againft his will? 


A PANEGYRICK ox Tez DEAN, 
In the Perſon of a Lady in the North*, 1730. 


ESOLV'D my gratitude to ſhow, 
xz. Thrice Reverend Dean, for all I owe, 
Too long I have my thanks delay*d, 
Your favours left too long unpaid ; 
But now, in all our ſex's name, 
My artleſs Muſe ſhall ling your fame. 
Indulgent you to female kind, 
To all their weaker fides are blind; 
Nine more ſuch champions as the Dean 
Would ſoon reſtore our ancient rogr.. 
How well, to win the ladies“ hearts, 
You celebrate their wit and parts ! 
How have I felt my ſpirits rais*d, 
By you ſo oft”, ſo highly prais'd ! 
| Transform*d by your convincing tongue 
To witty, beautiful, and young, 
I hope to quit that aukward ij ame, 
Affected by each vulgar dame, 
To modeſty a weak pretence; 
And ſoon grow pert on men of ſeaſe; 
To ſhew my face with ſcornful air; 
Let others match it, if they dare. 
Impatient to be out of debt, 
Oh, may I never once forget 
The bard who humbly deigns to chooſe 
Me for the ſubje& of his Muſe! 
Behind my back, before my noſe, 
He ſounds my praiſe in verſe and proſc. 
My heart with emulation burns | 
To make you ſuitable returns : 
My gratitude the world ſhall know ; 
And ſec, the Printer's boy below; 
Ye hawkers all, your voices lift : 
« A Panegyrick on Dean Swift 
Anc then, to mend the matter till, 
« By Lady Anne of Market-hill.” 
| Nie lauch of Sir Artur dcheſer, 


> 
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I thus begin: My grateful Muſe 
Salutes the Dean in dittercat vic ws; 
Dean, butler, uſher, jetter, tutor ; 
Robert aud Darby's coadjutor : 

And, as you in coinmiſſion fit, 
To rule the dairy next to FKit. 

In each capacity I mean 
To ſing your praiſe. And firſt as Dean: 
Envy muſt own, you underſtand your 
Precedence, and ſupport your grand-ur 7 
Nor of your raak will bate an acc, | 
Except to give Dean Dauiel place. 

In you ſuch dignity appears; 

So ſuited to your ſtate and years! 

With ladies what a ſtrict decorum ! 

With what devotion you adore cm! 

Trcat me with ſo much complailance, 

As fits a princeſs in romance! 

By your example and affiftance, 

The fellows Icarn to know their diſtance, 

Sir Arthur, fince you ſct the pattern, 

No longer calls me ſripe and fiiitern; 

Nor daces he, though he were a duke, 

3 me with the leaſt rebuke. 
roceed we to your fpreaching next: 

How nice you ſplit the — — 

How your ſuperior learning ſhines 

Above our neighbouring dull divines! 

At Beggars“ Opera not ſo full pit 

Is ſeen, as when you mount our pulpit. 

Conſidermow your converſation : 
Regardful of your age and ftation, , 
You ne'er was knows, by paſſion ſtirr'd, 
To give the leaſt offenfive word; 

But itill, whenre*er you ſilence break, 

Watch every ſyllable you ſpeak : 

Your ſtyle ſo clear, and ſo conciſe, 

We never alk to hear you twice. 

But tnen, a parſon ſo genteel, 

So aicely clad from head to heel; 

So fine a gown, a band ſo clean, 

As well become St. Patrick's Dran, 

Such reverc:atial awe expr2ſs, 

That cow-boys know you by your dreſ>? 

Then, if our neighbouring friends come here, 

How proud are we when you apprar, 

With ſuch ad. lreſs and graceful port, 

As clearly ſtews you bred at court! 

Now raiſe your ſpirits, Mr. Dean, 

1 lead you to a nobler ſcene, 

When to the vault you walk in ſtate. 

In quality of butler*s=mate 

You next to Dennis bear the ſway : 

To you we often truſt the key: 

Nor can he judge with all his art 

So well, what bottle holds a quart; 

What pints may beſt for bottles pals, 
uſt to give every man his glaſs; 

hen proper to produce the be, 


And what may ſerve a common gueſt. 


* The names of tens over ſeers, 
lady: feet ma-. ; 
1 Tis * but orce u,: he ww"s 


there. 
$ The butler. 
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| With Dennis you did ne%r combine, 
Not you, to ſtral your maſter wine; 
Except a bottle now and then, 

To welcome treter ſerving-men: 

But that is with a good deſign, 

To drink Sir Arthur's health and mine; 

Your maſter's honour to maintain, 

And get the like returns again. 

Your e, poſt muit next be handld ; 
How bleſe d am I by ſuch a man led! 
Under whoſe wiſe and careful guardſhip 
I now deſpiſe fatigue and hardſhip: 
Familiar grown to dirt and wet, 
Though daggled round, 1 corn to fret: 
From you my chamber-damſels lara 
My broken hoſe to patch aud darn, 

Now a: a r I coit you; 


Which never yet one friend has loſi you, 


You judge ſo nicc!y to a hair, 
How far to go, and when to ſpare; 
By long experience grown ſo wiſe, 
Ot every talte to know the ſize ; 
There 's none ſo ignorant or weak 


7 lo take offence at what you ſpeak. 


W hene*er you joke, *tis all a caſe 
Whether with Dermot, or His Grace; 
With Teague O*Murphey, or an Earl; 

A ducheis, or a kitchen-girl. 

With ſuch dexterity you tt 

Their ſ-vera! talents with your wit, 

That Moll the cha:aber-maid can {mokey 
And Gabagan take every joke, 

I now become your humbie ſuitor 
To let me prait: you as wy tutor g. 
Pear I, a favage bred and born, 

By you inſtrucled cvery morn, = 
Alrcady have improv*'d ſo wel, 
That I have almoſt learnt to ſpell: 


| The neighbours win come here to dine, 


Admire to hear me ſpeak ſo ine. 


Ho enviouſly the ladies look, 


When they ſurpriſe me at my book ! 
And ſure as they *re alive at night, 

As ſoon as gone will ſho their ſpight: 
Good lord! what can my lady mean, 
Couveriiag with that ruſty Dean! 

She 's grown ſo niee, and fo peruricusy 
With Socrates and Epicurius. 

How could the fit the live-long day, 
Yet never aſk us once to play? 

But I ad aire your patience moſſ x 
That when 1 'm duller than a poſt, 
Nor can the plaineſt word prouounce, 
You neither fume, nor iret, nor flounce 3 
Are ſo indulgent, and ſo mild, 

As it I were a darling ch Id. 


% 


* Fe ſometimes uſed t cv wvith the lady, F. 
The nei gelben ing ladies were no great urder- 
anders of raillery, F. 
f Tie clown that cut down the old thorn at Mar- 
het Hill, See abive, p. 366. 
In bad center the auther 1 ed to dire? my 
Ledy in ker reading, F. 
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8e gentie is your whol- proceeding, 

That 1 could ſpend my life in reading. 
You merit new employments daily: 

Our thatcher, ditcher, gardener, baily. 

And to a genius ſo extenſive 

Nor work is grievous or offenſ ve 

Whether your fruitful fancy lies 

To make for pigs convenient ftyes ; 

Or ponder long with anxious —_ 

To baniſh rats that hauat our vault : 

Nor have you grumbled, reverend Dcan, 

To keep our po try frrcet and "Tan 

To ſwcep the manſon-houſe they dwell in, 

Aud cure the rank unſavory ſmclliag. 
Now enter as the dairy ha 1d= maid ; 

Snch charming butter never man made. 

Let others with fanatic ſace 

"Valk of t ir i for bates of free; 

From ruh, their ſauffDiag nowutcaſc utter: 

Thy vd ſtall mate us 74h; of butter. 

The biſhop with his foo7 may burn it}, 

But with his hand the Dean can chura it, 

How are the ſervants ov. rjoy*d 

To ſee thy Deanſhip thus employ'd! 

Inſtead of poring on a book, 

Providing butter for the cook ! 

Three morning- hours you toſs and ſhake 

The bottle till your fingers ache: 

Hard is the toil, nor ſmall the art, 

The butter from the whey to part : 

Behold a frothy ſubſtance riſe ; 

Be cautious, or your bottle flies. 

7] he butter comes, our fears are ceas*d; 

And out you ſqueeze an ounce at leaſt. 
Your Reverence thus, with like ſucceſs 

(Nor is your {&illl or labour leſs), 

When bent upon ſome ſmart Jampoon, 

Will toſs and turn your brain till nocn 

Which, in its jumbliugs round the ſkull, 

Dilates and makes the veſſel full: 

While nothing comes but froth at fir ſt, 

You think your giddy head will burſt ; 

But, ſqueezing out four lines in rhy me, 

Are largely paid for all your time. — 
But you have rais d your generous mind 

To works of more exalted kind. 

Palladio was not half ſo ſlcill'd in 

The grandeur or the art of building. 

Two temples of magnific ſae 

Attract the curious traveller's eyes, 

That might be envy'd by the Greeks 3 

Rajs'd up by you iu twerty weeks ; 

Here gentle goldeſs Cloacine 

Receives all oftering« at her ſt rine. 

In ſeparate cell the he's and f. es 

Here pay their vows with bemied knees ; 


A 


* 4 way of making butter for bre. 4 
ire 1 bettle with creum, and 2 1 2 — 


ter comes, E. 
þ4 


Titica conmon ſ..ying, when the with burn-te, 


T the devil or 
dc [ -aving beer 
Vor. V. 


the Hijhop has ſet his foct in it, the 
cal ed biſhop of hell, F. 
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For 't is profane when ſexes mingle, a 
And every nymph muſt enter ſingle, 
And when the feels an inward nerien, 
Come fill'd with reverence and devotion. 
The baſhful rhaid, to hide our bluſh, 
Shall creep no more behind a buſh; 
Here urobſcrv'd ſhe boldly goes, 
As who ſhould ſay, to pluck a reo/e. 

Ye who frequent this hallow'd ſcene, 
Be not ungrateful to the Dean: 
But duly, cre you leave your ſtation, 
Offer to him a pure lihation | 
Or of his own or Smedley*s lay, 
Or billct-doux, or lock of hay: 
Aud, oh! may all who hither come, 
Return with unpolluted thumb! 

Yet, when your lofty domes I praiſe, 
I fgh to think of ancient days. 
Permit me then to raiſe my ſtyle, 


* 


| And fweetly moralize awhile. 


Thee, bounteous goddeſs Cloacine, 
To temples why do we confine ? 
Forbid in open air to breathe, 
Why are thine altars fixt beneath ? 
When Saturn ruPd the ſkies alone 
(That ge/den age to geld unknown), 
This earthly globe, to thee afſign'd, 
Receiv*'d the gifts of all mankind. 
Ten thouſand altars ſmca#*rg round 
Were built to thee with offerings crown'd : 
And here thy daily votaries plac'd 
Their ſacrifice with zeal and haſte : 
The margin of a purling ſtream 
Sent up to thee a grateful ticam 
(Though ſometimes thou wert pleas'd to winks 
If Naiads ſwept them from the brink). 
Or where appointing lovers rove, 
The ſhelter of a ſhady grove ; 
Cr, offer'd in ſome flowery vale, 
Were waſted by a gentle gale : 
There many a flower abſterſ ve grew, 
The favourite flowers of yellow hue ; 
The croous, and the dafiodil, 
The cowſlip ſoft, and ſweet jonquil. 
But when at laſt uſurping Jove 
Old Saturn from his empire drove; 
Then gl/uttory with greaſy paws 
Her napkin: pinr:*d up to her jaws, 
With watery chaps, and wagging chin, 
Brac d like a drum her oily fin ; 
Wedg'd in a ſpacious elbow-chair, 
And on her plate a treble ſſ are, 
As if ſhe ne'er could have enough, 
Taught harmleſs man to.cram and tuff. 
She ſent her prieſt in wooden f oes 
From haughty Gaul to make ragoos 3 
In ſtead of whel:ſome bread and cheeſe, 
To dreſs their ſoups and fricaſſees ; 
Ad, for our home-bÞred Hritiſn cheer, 
Botargo, catſup, and cavecer. 
This bloated harpy, ſprung from hell, 


| 


Con n'd thee, goddeſs, to a cell: 

eprung ſrom her womb that impious line. 
; C ontem3aers of thy rights divine. 

Firſt, lolling Vet, in woollen cap 

a + _ after-dinner pap: 
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Pale drop/y with a fallow _ 

Her belly burſtg and Now her pace: 
And lordly gout, wrapt up in fur; 
And wheezing aa, loth to ftir : 
Voluptuous eaſe, the child of evea/rh, 
Infefting thus our hearts by Realth, 
None ſeek thee now in open air, 

To thee no verdant altars rear; 

But in their cells and vaults obſcene 
Preſent a ſacrifice unclean ; | 
From whence unſavory vapours roſe, 
Offenſive to thy nicer noſe. 


Ah! who, in — 9 days, 
As nature prompts, his offering pays? 
Here nature never diftererce made 
Between the ſceptre and the ſpade. 

Ye great-ones, why will ye diſdain 
To pay your tribute on the plain ? 
Why will you place, in lazy pride, 
Your altars near your couches? fide ; 
When from the homelieſt earthen ware 
Are ſent up efferings more fincere, 
Than where the haughty dutcheſs locks 
Her ſilver vaſe in cedar-box ? 

Yet ſome devotion ſtill remains 
Among our harmleſs northern ſwains, 
Whoſe offerings, plac'd in golden ranks, 
Adorn our cryſtal rivers? hanks ; 

Nor ſeldom grace the flowery downs, 
With * tops and copple-crowns; 
Or gilding in a ſunny morn 

The humble branches of a thorn. 

So, poets * with golden hough 
The Trojan hero paid his vow. 

Hither, by luckleſs error led, 

The crude conſiſtence oft? I tread : 
Here, when my ſhoes arc out of caſe, 
Unweeting gild the tarniſt'd lace 
Here by the ſacred brambtle ting'd, 
My petticoat is doubly fring'd. 

Re witneſs for me, nymph divine, 
I never robb'd thee with det gn: 
Nor will the zealous Hannah pout 
To waſh thy injur'd offering out. 

But ſtop, ambitious Muſe, in time, 

Nor dwell on ſubiects too ſublime, 
In vain on Jofty heck I tread, 
Afpiring to exalt my head; 

With hoop expanded wide and light, 
In vain I tempt tan high a flight. 

Me Phebus in a midnight dream 
Accoſting ſaid, «© Go ſhaice your cream,” 
Be bumbly minded, know your port ; 
Sweeten your tea, ard watch your toait, 
The: bet befits a lowly ſtyle: 

Teach Dennis how to ſtir the ge: 
With Peggy Dixon thorghtful (it, 
Contriving for the pot ard pit. 

Take down thy proudly ſwelling fail, 
And rub thy teeth, and pare thy nails: 
At viccly-carvirg ſhew thr wit; 

But ne'er preſvine to eat a bit: 


* „lehnte, ts male erer. 


+ The gue 71t 'ty ef ale er „ br enoes at 97. time, 


2. Dion. , e houſe lee er. 
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Turn every way thy watchſul eye ; 
And every gueſt be ſure to ply: 
Let never at your board be known 
An empty plate, except your own. 
Be theſe thy arts; nor higher aim 
Than what be fits a rural dame. 

But ( loacina, goddeſs bright, 
Sleek claims her as his right; 
And Smedley, flower of all divines, 
Shall ſing the De an in Smedley”s lines, 


þ © EST it may more quarrel: breed, 
Iwill never hear you read, 
II. By diſpming, I will never, 
To convince you, once endcavour. 


III. When a paradox you ſtick to, 
I will never contradi& you, 


IV. When 1 talk, and you are kcedlcſ:, 
I will ſhew no anger needleis. 
V. When your ſpeeches are abſurd, 
I] will ne*%er object a word. 


VI. When you furious argue wrong, 
| I will grieve, and hold my tongue, 
VII. Not a jeſt or humorous 

Will I ever tell before ye: 
| To be chidden for explainirg, 

When you quite miſtake the meaning, 
VIII. Never more will I ſuppoſe, 

You can tafte my verſe or proſe. 


IX. Yon ro more at me ſhall ſret, 
While IT teach, and you forget. 


X. You ſhall ne ver hear me thunder, 
When you blunder on, and blunder. 


XI. Shew your peverty of ſpirit. 
And in dref: place all your merit; 
Give yourſelf ten thouſand air=-, 
That with me fall break no ſquares, 
XII. Never will I give advice, 
Till you plate to ad: me thrice : 
W hich if you in ſcorn rot, 
"Twill be juſt as I expect. 
Thus we both Wall have our ends, 
Al d continue ſpecial ricads, 


1730. 
ROM diſtant regions Fortune ſends 
An od. triumvirate of friends; 
Where Foxbus pays a ſcanty ſtipend, 
We ncver yet a coGlin ripen'd : 
Hitl-r the frantic godeſs draws 


| Thrue ſufierers in a ruig cauſe: 
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By ſad ion banĩ ud, here unite, 

A Dean“, a Spaniard}, and a Knight; 

Unite, but on conditions cruel : 

he Dean and Spaniard find it too wel, 

(unde mund to live in ſervice hard 

Ou cither ſide his honour's guard: 

Th: Dean, to guard his honour's back, 

Muſt build a caſtle at Drumlack ; 

The Spaniard, ſore againſt his will, 

Muſt raiſe a fort at Market-hill, 

And thus the pair of humble gentry 

At north and /curk are potted centry : 

While, in his lordly caſtle faxt, 

The Knight triumphant reigns betwixt: 

Aud, what the wretches mort reſent, 

To be his ſlaves, muſt pay him reat; 

Attend him daily as their c,, 

Decant his wine, and carve his beef, 

Oh, Fortune ! ®tis a ſcandal for thee 

To ſmile on thoſe who are leaſt worthy : 

Weigh but the merits of the three, 

His llaves have ten tines more than he. 
Proud Earonet of Nova Scotia ! 

The Dean and Spaniard muſt reproach ye: 

Ot their two fames the world enough rings: 

Where are hy ſervices and ſufferings? 

What it for nothing once you kiſt, 

Againſt the grain, a monarch's fiſt ? 

What i!, among the courtly tribe, 

You loſt a place, and fav'd a bribe ? 

And then in ſurly mood came bere 

To fifteen hundred pounds a year, 

And fierce againſt the Whigs harangu*d? 

You never veatur'd to be hang'd. 

How dare you treat your betters thus ? 

Are you to be compar'd with us? 
Come, Spauiard, let us from our farms 

Call ;orth our cottagers to arms; 

Our forces let us both unite, 

Attack the foe at left and right; 

From Market-Hül's exalted head, 

Full gortiward let your troops be led: 

While I from Drapier's mount deſcend, 

And to the ſouth my ſquadrons bend, 

New-river-walk with friendly £:ade 

Shall keep my hoſt in ambuſcade 

Vile you, from where the baſon ſtands, 

Shall ſcalc the rampart with your bands. 

Nor need we doubt the fort to win: 

I hold intelligence within. 

True, Lady Anne no dang-r fears, 

Brave as the Upton fan ſhe wears; 

Then, leſt upon our firit attaci 

Her val ant arm ſhould force us back, 

And we of all our hopes depriv*d; 

I have a firatagem contriv'd. 

By theſe embroider%d tigh-hecÞd ſhoes 

She ſhall be caught as in 4 nooſe 3 

So well contri e' her toes to pinch, 

She I not have power to ſtir an iuch; 


* Dr. Swift, 


T Cel, Harry Leſiie, wh ſerved ard lived leng in 
Pain, Fee p. 399. 
di Sir Artur Acheſer, 
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Theſe gaudy ſhoes muſt Hannah place 

Dired before her lady*s face ; 

The ſhoes put on, our faithful portreſs 

Admits us in, to form the fortreſs ; 

W lite tortur'd Madam bound remains, 

Lie Montezume, in golden chains; 

Or like a cat with walnuts mod, 

Stumbling at every ſtep ſhe trod: 

Sly hunters thus, in Bornoc's iſle, 

To catch a monkey by a wile, 

The mimic auimul amuſe; 

They place before him gloves and ſhoes : 

Which when the brute puts awkward on, 

All his agility is gone: 

In vatu to friſł or climb he tries; 

The huntſmen ſeize the grinning prize. 
But let us on our firſt aſſault 

Secure the larder and the vault; 

The valiant Denni“ you muit fx on, 

Ard 1 H engage with Peggy Dixon: 

Then, iſ we once can feize the key 

And che that keeps my lady's tea, 

They muti furrender at diſcretion ; 

Aud, ſoon as we have gain d poſſeſſion, 

We 'n act as other conquerors do, 

Divide the realm between us two: 

Then (let me fee) we Il make the Knight 


| | Our clerk, for he can read and write 


But muſt not think, I tell him that, 


Like Lorimer? to wear his hat: 


Yet, when we dine without a friend, 
We m place him at the lower end. 
Madam, whoſe fill does all in dreſs lie, 
May ſerve to wait on Mrs. Leſlie 3 

But, left it might not be ſo proper 

That her own maid ſhould over-top ber, 


| To mortify the creature more, 


We Il take her heels five inches lower. 
For Hannah, when we have no need of her, 
»Twill be our intereſt to get rid of her: 
And, when we exccute our plot, 
"Tis beft to hang her on the ſpot; 
As all your politicians wiſe 
Diſpatch the rogues by whom they rife. 


TT 3 A UE Us 
A DIALOGUE BETWEEN 


TOM AND ROBIN. 1730. 


THE FIRST PART, 


Dm. AY, Robin, what can Traulus& mean 
By b-lowiag thus againſt the Drau? 
Why docs hu call hi. u paltry ſcribbler, 
Papiit, ard Jacobite, avd Libelkr; 
Y ot cannot prove a ſingle att ? 
Nc v. Forgive him, 1 m; Lis bead is crackt. 
J. What miſchief can the Dean have done lim, 
That Traulus call: for veugeance on him? 
* The butler, 1 Lie leuſe-kecfer. 
The agert, 


$ Lerd Ailsr, D. &. 
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Why muſt be fputter, ſpawl, and ſiaver it 
In vain againſt the people's favourite ? | 


Revile that nation- ſaving paper, 
Which. gave the Dean t 
R. Why, Tom, I think the caſe is plain; 
and ſpleen have turn'd his brain, 
T. Such frndſhip never man proteſt, 
The Dean was never ſo careit ; 
For Traulus long bis n ο,1e nurs'd, 
Till, God knows why, at laſt it burſt. 


Tha: clumſy outſide * 


How could it thus co: a courtier ? 
R. Ion, nces arc bad 3 
Yet ſtill infiſt the man is mad. 


T. Yet many a wretch in Bedlam knows 
How to diſtmguiſh friends from focs; 
And, though perhaps among the rout - 
He wildly fliggs his filth about, 
He ftill has gratitude and ſap'ence, 
To ſpare the folks that give bim he*pence ; 
Nor in their eyes at random piſſes, 
But turns aſide like mad U ly ſſes: 
While Traulus all his ordure ſcatters 
To foul the man he chietiy natters. 
Whence come theſe inconſiſtent fits ? 
R. Why, Tom, the man has loſt his wits, 
* : and yet, when Tower ſnaps 
At people's heels with frothy chaps, 
=—_ down his head, and drops his tail, 
To ſay he 's mad, will not avail ; 
The neighbours all cry, . Shoot him dead, 
« Hang, drown, or knock him on the head.“ 
So Traulps when he firſt harangu'd, 
J wonder why he was not haiig'd; 
For of the two, without diſpute, 
Tower *s the leſs offenſ.ve brute. 
R. Tom, you miſtake the matter quite; 
Your barking curs will ſcldom bite; 
And though you hear bim ftut-tut-tut-ter, 
He barks as faſt-as he can utter, 
He prates in ſpite of all impediment, 
While none believes that what he ſaid he meant; 
Puts in his finger and his thumb 
To grope for words, and out they come. 
He calls you rogue ; there 's nothing in it, 
He fawns upon you in a minute : 
4 Begs leave to rail, but, d—n his blood! 
c He only meant it for your good: 
« His friend/hip was exuchy tim'd, 
«« He ſhot before your ioes were prim'd. 
t By this contrivance, Mr. Dean, 
* By G—! I Il bring you off as clean * 
Then Jet him uſe you e er fo rough, 
« Twas all for love,“ and that * enough. 
Rut, though he ſputter through a ſeſſion, 
It never makes the leaſt impreſſion: 
Whatc*er he ſpeaks for madneſs: goes, 
With no effect on friends or foes. 
I. The ſcrubhieſt cur in all the pack 
Can ſet the maſtiff on yorr ack, 
Jon, his madneſs is a jeſt, 
Tf that were all, But he 's poſſeſt, 
Incarnate with a thouſand icps, 
To work whoſe ends his madi:cis pimps ; 
* This 1s the uſuul excuſe of Traulus, when he | 
abuſe: you 0 others without fr ovecarion, 


name of Drapier ? | 
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Who &er each ſtring and wir» preſide, 
Fill every pipe, cach mot on guide; 
Direfting every vice we {:n:d 

In Scripture, to the devil aſgn'd ; 

Sent rrom the dark injer:.al region, 

In him they lodge, ard make him /egicn, 
Of o, 274ren be 's a ful e arg,; 

A ſland rer, traitor, and 1cducer 

A fawving, baſe, trepanuing liar 3 

The marks peculiar of his fra. 

Or, grant him but a drove at beſt, 

A drort can raiſe a hornet s neſt. 

The Dean had felt their ſtings before ; 
Ard muit their malice ner give oer? 
Still ſwarm and buzz about his noſe ? 
But Ircland's friends ncꝰer wanted foes, 
A patriot is a dangerous poſt, 

When wanted by his country mott z 
Perverſely comes in evil times, 

Where virtues are inputed crimes, 

Hs guilt is clear, the proofs are pregnant; 
A traitor to the vice regr-aat, 
What ſpirit, fuce the world began, 
Could alewoys bear to /rite with muy ? 
Which God pronounc d, be never would, 
And ſoon convinc'd them by a flood. 
| Yet ſtill the Dean on freedom raves ; 
His fpirit always ſtrives with ſlaves. 
Ti; time at lait to ſpare his ink, 
And let them rot, or hang, or ſnk. 


TRAULUS, 


THE SECOND PART, 
ULUS, of amphibious breed, 
Motley fruit of mungrel ſeed ; 
By the dom from lordlings ſprung, 
By the fre exhaPd tom dung: 
Think on eyery vice in both; h 
Look on him, and fee their growth. 
View him on the mother's de, 
FilPd with falſchood, ſpleen, aud pride; 
Politive and overbearing, 
Changing ftill, and ill adhering 3 
Spiteful, pecviſh, rude, untoward, 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward ; 
When his friends he mot is hard on, 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon ; 
Reputat:on ever tearing, 
Ever deareſt friendſhip ſwearing; 
ſudg ment weak, ard. paſſion ſtrong, 
Always various, always wrong 
Provocation never waits, 
Where he loves, or where he hates; 
Talis whate%er comes in his head; 
Wiſhes it were all unſaid. 
Let me now the vices trace, 
From the f ther*s ſcoundrel race. 
Who could give the looby ſuch airs ? 
Were they maſon, were they butchers * 
Herald, lend the Muſe an anſwer 


| 


From his azavys and grandſire: 
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This was dextrous at his trowel, 
That was bred to kill a cow well: 
Hence the greaſy clumſy mica 
In his dreſs and figure ſeen; 
Hence the mean ana ſordid ſoul, 
Lite his body, rank aud foul; 
Hence that wild ſuſpicicus peep, 
Like a rogue that ſteals a ſteep ; 
Hence he learnt the butcher*s guile, 
How to cut your throat and £::3ile ; 
Like a butcher, doom d tor liic 
In his mouth to wear his &rife; 
Hence he draws his daily tood 
From his teaants* vital blood, 
Lailly, let his gifts be try'd, 
Borrow?'d from the maſon's tide 5 
Some perhaps may think him able 
In the ſtate to build a Babel; 
Could we place him in a ſtation 
To deſtroy the old fund tf ien. 
True i. deed, I ould be gladder, 
(old he learn to mount a /adder. 
May he at luis latter end 
Mount alive, and dead de ſcend! 
In him tell me which prevail, 
Female vices moſt, or male ? | 
What produc'd him, can you tell? 
Human race, or imp of /.cl/? 


ROBIN AND HA RRV“. 


OBIN to beggars, with a curſe, 
Throws the laſt ſhilling in his purſe ; 
And, when the coachman comes for pay, 
The rogue muſt call another day. 

Grave Harry, when the poor are preſſing, 
Gives them a penny, and God's blefling 3 
But, always careful of the main, 

With two-pence left, walks home in rain, 

Robin. from noon to night, will prate, 
Runs-out in tongue, as in eſtate: 

And, ere a twelvemonth and a day, 
Will not have one new thing to ſay. 
Much talking is not Harry*s vice ; 
He need not tell a ſtory twice : 
And, if he always be fo thriſty, 

His fund may laſt to five and fifty. 

It ſo fell out, that cautious Harry, 

As ſoldiers uſe, for love muſt marry, 

And, with his dame, the ocean croſt; 

(All for Love, or the World well Loft !) 
Repairs a cabin gone to rum, 

Juit big enough to Helter two in; 

Ard in his houſe, if any body come, 

Will mate them welcome to his medicums 
W ere Goody Julia milks the cows, 

And boils tocs for her ſpouſe ; 

Or dearus his hoſe, or mends his breeches, 


While Harry 's fepcing up his ditches, 


* Sons of Pr. Leſic. Harry was a golongl in the 


Sani ſu ſer duct. See al cue, p. 397. 
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Robin, who ne'er his mind could fix 
To live withont a coach aud fx, 
To patch his broken fortunes, ound 
A miſtreſs worth Uve thouſand pouud; 
|] Swears he could get her in an hour, 
If Gafſer Harry would cndow her; 
And ſell, to pacify his wrath, 
A birth-right for a meſs of broth. 
| Young Harry, as all Europe knows, ? 
Was long the quinteſience or beaux ; 
But, when eſpous'd, he ran the fate 
That muſt attend the marry'd fate ; 
From gold brocade ard inicg armour, 
Was metamorph d to a farmer; 
| His grazier*s ccat with dirt beſmear'd ; 
Nor twice a week will ſtave his beard. — 
9 Robin, all * — a Noven, 
At ffty-two, when lovi 
Clad Ta coat — 88 
| A flaxen wig, and waiſtcoat gay, | 
| Powder*d from ſhoulder down to flank, 
In courtly ffyle addreſſes Frank; 
Twice ten years older than his wife: 
Is doom d to be a beau tor life ; 
Supplying thoſe defeQs by dreſs, ! 
Which I muſt leave the world to gueſs, 


— 


* 


TO BETTY THE GRZ ET rx. 


1730. 
UFEN of wit and beauty, Betty ! 
Never may the Muſe forget ye: 
How thy face charms every ſhepherd, 
Spotted over like a leopard ! 
And thy freckled neck, diſplay'd, 
Envy breeds in every maid, 
Like a fly-blown cake of tallow, 
Or on parchment ink turn'd yeHow ; 
Gr a tawny ſpeciled pippin, 
Shrivel'd with a winter's keeping. 
And, thy beauty thus dif: atch'd, 
Lef me praiſe thy wit unmatch'd. 
Sets of phraſes, cut and dry, 
Evermore thy tongve ſupply. 
And thy meincry is loade 
With old ſcraps from plays exploded ; 
Stock*d with repartees and jokes, 
Suited to all chriſtian folks ; * 
Shreds of wit, and ſenſeleſs rbymes, 
Blunder'd out a thouſand times. 
Nor wilt thou ol giits be ſparing, 
Which can ne%er be worſe ſor wearing: 
Picking wit among collegians, 
In the play-houſe upper regions; 
Where, in eighteen-penny gallery, 
Iriſh nymphs learn Iriſh rai ; 
And thy raillery is railing. 
Thus with talents well endued 
To be ſcurrilous and rude ; 
When you pertly raiſe your ſnout, 
Fleer, and gibe, and laugh, and flout ; 
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Thi- among Hibernian aſſes 
J or ſheer wit and humour paſſes, 
Thus indulgent Chloe, bit, 
Swears you have a world of wit. 


DEATH AND DAPHNE. 
TO AN 'AGREEABLE YCUNG LADY, 
1IUT EXTREMELY LEA%. 1750, 


EATH vent upon a ſolemn day 
At Pluto's hall his cout to pay 

The phantom, having humbly kin 
His grid monarchs tooty if, 
] rejiented him the weet ly bills 
Ct doctors, fevers, plagues, and pilis. 
Pluto, obſerving ſince the peace 
The burial-article decreaſe, 
And, vext to ſee affairs miſcarry, 
Declar'd in council, Death mwit marry ; 
Vow'd he no longer could fupport 
Old batchelors about his court; 
The intereſt of his realm had need 
That Death ould get a numerous breed ; 
Young Deathlings, who, by practice made 
Proficient in their father's trade, 
With colonies might ſtock around 
His large dominions under ground. 

A conſult of ttes below r 
Was call'd, to rig him out a beau : 
From her own head Megzra takes 
A periwig of twiited ſnakes ; 
Which in the niceſt faſhion carl'd 
{Like tcxezets of this upper world), 
With flour of ſulphur pov:der*d woll, 
That graczful on his ſ} oulders fell; 
An adder of the ſable Kiad - | 
In line direct hung down behind 
"The owl, the raven, and the bat, 
(lubb'd for a feather to his hat ; 
His coat, an uſurer's velvet pall, 
Beqgueath*d to Pluto, corpſc aud all. 
But, luth his perſon to expoſe 
Bare, like a carcaſe piel by crows, 
A lawyer oer his hand: and face 
Stuck artfully a parchment-caſe. 
Ivo new-fluxt rake 1}.cw*d fairer ſia; 
Kor Phyllis after lying-in. 
With ſnuff was fill'd hi; chon box 
Of ſhia-bones rotted by the pox. 
Nine fpirits of blaſph-ming fops 
With aconite anoint his chops ; 
And give lym words of dreadful ſounds, 
Crt} d—1 his blood! and b—d and w- ds! 

Thus furni 3} *d out, he ſent hi: train 
To take a houſe in Warwick-lane ; 
Tae f.cx/ty, his humble friends, 
A complimental —_— ſends ; 

Their preſident in ſcarlet gown 
Harangu'd, and welcora'd him to town, 
But Death had buſineſs to diſpatch ; 

His miad was running on his match. 
And, hearing much of Daphuc's ſame 
Hit irre came, ö 
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Fine as a colonel of the guards, 

To viſt where the ſate at cards; 

She, as be came into the room, 
Thought him Adonis in hi- bloom. 

| Ard wow her heart wita pleaſure jumps; 
She ſcarce remembers what is trumps 3 
For ſuch a ftape of ſkin and bone 

| Was never ſeen, except her own : 
Charm'd with his eyes, and chin, and ſuout, 
Her poc!.ct-claſs drew Lily out; 

And grew camour'd with her phiz, 

{ As juft the counterpart of his, 

She darted many a private glance, 

| And frecly ade the firft acvaace ; 

Was of her beauty grown ſo vain, 

| She doubted not to win the ſevain, 
Nothing ſte thought could ſooner gain him, 
Thau with her wit to entertain him. 

She aſk*d about her friends below; 

{ This meagre fop, that batter'd beau: 
Whether tome late departed toaſts 

Had got gallants among the ghoſts ? 

If Chloe were a fl. arper ſtill 

As great as ever at quadrille ? 

(The ladies there muſt needs be rooks ; 
For cards, we knew, are Pluto*s books !) 
If Florim:l had found ber love, 

For whom ſhe hang'd herſelf above? 
How oft” a week was kept a ball 

By Froſerpine at Pluto's hall? 

She fancied thoſe Elyſan fades 

The ſweeteſt place for maſquerades : 
How pleaſant, on the banks of Styx, 

{ To troll it in a coach and fix! 

What pride a female heart inflames ! 
How endleſs are ambition*s aims! 
Ceaſe, havghty ny mph; the Fates decree 
Death mutt nut be a ſpouſe for thee : 
| For, when by chance the meagre ſhade 

Upon thy hand his finger laid, 
Thy hand as dry and cold as lead, 
| His matrimonial ſpirit fled; 
He felt about his hcart a damp, 
That quite extinguiſh'd Cupid's lamp: 
| Away the frighted ſpectre ſcuds, 
And leaves my lady in the ſuds, 
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D A P H N KE. 
APHNE knows, with equal caſe, 

How to vex, and how to plcaic z 

But the folly of her ſex : 

Makes her ſale delight 10 vex. 

Never v.oman more devis d 

Surer ways to be deſpis'd : 

Paradox wealldy wielding, 

Always conquer'd, never yielding. 

To diſpute, her chief delight, 

With not one opinion right : 

Thick her arguments ſhe lays on, 

And with cavils combats reaſon; 

Anſwers in decifive way, 

Never hears what you can ſay : 

Still her odd perverſeneſs ſhows, 

chief where ſhe nothing knows; 
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And, where ſhe is moſt familiar, 
Always peeviter and ſillier: 

All her ſpirits in 4 flame, 

When ſhe knows ſhe 's moſt to blame. 

Send me hence ten thouſand miles, 
From a face that always ſmiles : 

None could ever act that part, 

But a Fury in her heart, 

Ye who hate ſuch inconſiſtence, 

To be eaſy, keep your diftance; 

Or in folly fill befriend her, 

But have no concern to mend her. 
Loſe not time to contradict her, 

Kor endeavour to convict her. 
Never take it in your thought, 

That ſheM own, or cure a fault, 
Into contradiction warm hers 
Then, perhaps, you may reform her : 
Ouly take this rule along, 

Always to adviſe her wrong; 

And reprove her When fac 's right; 
She may then grow wiſe for ſpight, 

Nothat ſcheme will ne*er ſucceed, 

She has better learnt her creed : 

She 's ton cunning, and too ſkilful, 

When to yield, and when be wilful. 
Nature holds her ſarth two mirrors, 

One for truth, and one for errors : 

That looks hideous, fierce, and frightful 3 
This is fattering and delightful : 

That ſhe throws away as foul 3 

Sits by this, to dreſs her ſoul. 

Thus you have the caſe in view, 
Daphne, *twixt the Dean and you. 
Heaven forbid he ſhould deſpiſe thee ! 
But will never more adviſe thee. 


THE PHEASANT AND THE LARK. 


A ZAELE. EY DR. DELANY. 1939, 


. Quis iniquæ 
Tam patiens urbis, tam ferreus, ut teneat ſe-?” 


uv. 
ancient times, as bards indite, J 
(If clerks have conn'd the records right) 
A Peacock reignd, whoſe glorious ſway 
His ſubjects with delight obey : 
His tail was heauteous to behold, 
Replete with goodly eyes and gold 
(Fair emblem of that monarchꝰs guiſe, 
Whoſe train at once is rich and wile). 
And princely rubd he many regions, 
And ftateſmen wiſe, and valiant legions, 
A Pheaſant Lord *, above the reſt, 
With every grace and talent bleſt, 
Mus ſent to ſway, with all his fill, 
The ſceptre of a neighbouring hill, 
No ſcience was to him unknown, 
For all the arts were all his own : 
In all the living learned read, 
Though more delighted with the dead: 


* Lord Carteret, lord liguterart of Ireland. 
T Fall d. 
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For birds, if ancient tales be true, 

Had the their Popes ard Homers too, 
Could rcad and write in proſe and verſe, 
And ſpeak like , and build like Pearce v. 
He knew their voices, and the ir wings: 
Who ſmootheſt ſoars, who ſweeteſt ſings ; 
Who toils with ill-fledg*d pens to climb, 
And who attain'd the true ſublime : 

Their merits he could well deſcry, 

He had ſo exquiſ te an eye; 

And when that fail*d, to ſew them clear, 
He had as exquiſ tc an ear. 

It chanc'd, as on a day he ſtray d, 

Peneath an Academic ſtade, 

He lik*d, amid a thouſand throat:, 

The wildrets cf a WoodhrisF notes, 

Ard Trarch'd, aud ſpy'd, and ſeiz'd his game, 
Aud wok him home, ard made bim tame; 
Found him on trial true and able, 

So cb-cr*d ar d fed him at bis table. 

Here ſome ſhrewd critick tnds I'm cavght, 
And cries out, « Better fed than taught“ 
Then jeſts on -.,me and tame, and reads 
And jefts ; and ſo my tale proceeds, 

Long had he itudy'd in the Wond, 
Converſ'ng with the wile and good; 

His {- ul with harmony inſpir'd, 
With love of truth and virtue fir'd ; 
His Brethren's good and Maker's praiſe 
Were all the ſtudy of his lays ; 
Were all his ſtudy in retreat, 
And now emplcy'd him with the Great, 
His ſriendſt ip was the ſure reſort 
Of all the wretched at the Court ; 
But chicfty merit in diſtreſs 
His greateſt bleſſing was to ble. 
This Hd him in his Patron's breaſt, 
But fr'd with envy all the reſt: 
I mean that noiſy craving crew, 
Who round the Court inceſſant flew, 
And prey'd like rooks, by pairs and dozens, 
To fl the maws of ſons and couſins : 
& Unmoery'd their heart, ard chill'd thc ir blood, 
« To every thought of common good, 
&« Confining every hope and care” 
To their own low contracted ſphere, 
Theſe ran him down with ceaſeleſs cry, 
Put found it hard to tell you why, 
Till his cwu worth and wit ſuppl d 
SufFcient matter to deride : 
« *Tis Envy*= ſafeſt, ſureſt rule, 
« To hide her rage in ridicule : 
« The vulgar eye ſhe het heguiles, 
« When all her ſnakes are deck*d with ſmiles ;* 
Sardonic ſmiles, by rancour rais'd ! 
« Tormented molt when ſeeming pleas'd!” 
Their ſpight had more than half expir'd, 
Had he not wrote what all admir'd ; 
Whot morſcls had the ir malice wanted, 
But that he built, and planu'd, and planted! 


* A famous wodern architect. 
7 Dr. Delany, 
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How had his ſenſe and learning griev'd them, 


But that his charity reliev*d them 
« At higheſt Worth dull Malice reaches, 
« As ſlugs pollute the faireft peaches : 
« Envy defames, as harpies vile 
ct Devour the food they firſt de fle.“ 
Now aſk the fruit of all his favour— 
« He was not hitherto a ſaver”? — 
What then could make their rage run mad? 
„ Why what he epd, not what he had. 
« What tyrant eber invented rope, 
« Or racks, or rods, to puniſh hopes ? 
« Th inheritance of Hope and Fame 
« Is ſeldom Earthly MI dons atm; 
« Or, if it were, is not ſo ſmall,” 
« But there is room enough for all.” 
If he but chance to brgathe a ſong 
(He ſeldom ſang, and never long) 3 
The noiſy, n. malignant 4172 
Where it was hi 'd it 2 
Plain Truth was Pride ; and what was ſillier, 
Eaſy and Friendly was Familiar. 
Or, if he tun'd his lofty lays, 
With ſolemn air to Virtues praiſe, 
Alike abuſwe and erroneous, 5 
They call'd it hoarſe and unharmonĩous: 
Yet ſo it was to ſouls like theirs, 
Tuneleſs as Abel to the Bears! 
A Rook® with harſh malignant ca 


P follow'd by a Dau- 
( Though fame, who — be thought to know, 


Are po tive it was a Crow); 

Jack Daw was ſeconded by Tit, 
Tom Titf could write, and ſo he writ 3 

A tribe of tuneleſs praters follow, 

The Jay, the Magpie, and the Swallow ; 
And twenty more their throats let looſe, 
Down to the witleſs waddling Gooſe. 

Some pick'd at him, ſome flew, ſome flutter'd, 
Some kifs*d, ſome ſeream'd, and others mutter d: 
The Crow, on carrion wont to feaſt, | 
The Carrion Crow condemnd his taſte : 
The Rook in earneſt too, not jok ing, 

Swore all his ſinging was but croaking. - _ 

Some thought they meant to ſhew their wit, 
Might think fo ftil—« but that they writ®— 
Could it be ſpight or envy ?—< No— 

« Who did no ill, could have no foe.“ 
So Wiſe Simplicity eſteem'd, 

tite otherwiſe True Wiſdom deem'd ; 
This queſtion rightly underſtood, 

«© What more provokes than doing good ? 
&« A ſoul ennobled and refin'd 

«« Re evcry baſer mind : 

« As ſtrains exalted and melodious 

% Make every meaner muſck odious.”— 

At length the Nightingale$ was heard, 
For voice and wiſdom long rever'd, 
Eſteem'd of all the wiſe and good, 

The Guardian Genius of the wood: 
He long in diſcontent retir'd, 
Yet not obſcur'd, but more admir'd ; 


1 + Right Hon. Rich. Tig he. 
+ Dr, Sheridan, '$ Dear. Swift, 
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His brethren's ſervile ſouls diſdaining, 
He liv'd indignant and complainivg : 
now afreſh provoke his choler 
(It ſeems the Lark had been his ſcholar, 
A favourite ſcholar always near him, 
And oft“ had wakd whole nights to bear him): 
Enrag*d he canvaſſes the matter, 
Expoſes all their ſenſeleſs chatter, 
Shews him and them in ſuch a light, 
As more enflames, yet guells their ſpight. 
They hear his voice, and frighted fiy, 
For rage had rais'd it very high : 
Sham'd by the wiſdom of his Notes, 
They hide their heads, and huſh their throats, 


ANSWER TO DR. DELANV-s FABLE 
OF THE ; 


PHEASANT AND THE LARK. 


N ancient times, the wiſe were able 

In proper terms to write a fable : 
Their tales would always juttly ſuit 
The characters of every brute. 
The aſs was dull, the lion brave, 
The ftag was ſwift, the fox a knave ; 
The daw a thief, the ape a droll ; 
The hound would ſcent, the wolf would prole; 
A pigeon wonld, if ſhown by Xſop, 
Fly from the hawk, or pick his up. 
Far otherwiſe a great Divine 
Has learnt his Fables to refine : 
He jumbles men and birds together, 
As if they all were of a fezther : 
You ſee him firſt the peacock bring, 
Againſt all rules, to be a king; 
That in his tail he wore his eyes, 
By which he grew both rich and wiſe, 
Now, pray, obſerve the Doctor's choice, 
A peacock choſe for flight and voice : 
Did ever mortal ſee a peacock 
Attempt a flight above a haycock ? 
And for his fnginig, Doctor, you know, 


Himſelf complain'd of it to Juno. 


He ſqualls in fuch a helliſk. noiie, 

It frightens all the village boys. 

This peacoc kept a ſtanding force, 

In regiments of foot and horſe ; 

Had ſtateſmen tao of every kind, 

Who waited on his eyes behind 

(And this was thought the higheſt po? ; 
For, rule the rump, you rule the roaſt). 
The Doctor names but one at preſent, 
And he of all birds was a pheaſant. 
This pheaſant was a man of wit, 

Could read all books were ever writ ; 
And, when among companions privy, 
Could quote you Cicero and Livy. 


| Birds, as he ſays, and I allow, 


Were ſcholars then, as we are now ; 
Could read all volumes up to folies, 
And feed on fricaTecs and olios. . 
This Pheaſant, by the Peacock's will, 
Was Viceroy of a neighbouring hill; 
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And, as he wander'd in his Park, 

He chanc'd to ſpy a Clergy Lark; 

Was taken with his per! ou outward, 

89 prettily he pick'd a cow-t—d : 

Then in a net the Pheaſant caught him, 
Aud in his palace fed and taught him. 
The moral of the Tale i* pleaſant, 
Himſelf the lark, my Lord the pheaſant; 
A lark he is, and ſuch a lark 

As never ame from Noul's ark: 

And though he had no other wotion, 

But buildiug, planning, and devotion ; 
Though 'i a maxim you muſt know, 
Wh» does no ill, can have no fre ; 

Yet how ſhall I expreſs in words 

The firarge ſtupidity of birds? 

This Lark was hated in the wood, 
Becauſe he didl his br=thren good, 

At laſt the Nightingale comes in, 

To hold the Doctor by the chin: 

We all can find out what he means, 

The worft of diſailefted Deans ; 

Whoſe wit at beſt was next to none, 

And now that little next is gone, 

Again the Court is always blabbing, 
And calls the Senate-houſe a Cabin; 

£0 dull, that, but for ſpleen and ſpite, 
We ne'er ſhou'd know that he write 3 
Who thinks the nation always err'd, 
Recauſe himſelf is not preferr'd : 

Eis heart i= through his Libcl ſeen, 

Nor could his malice ſpare the nz 
Who, had ſhe known his vil: behaviour, 
Would ne%cr have ſhown him fo much iavour. 
A noble Lord“ hath told his pranks, 
And well deſerves the nation*s thanks, 
Ct! would the Senate drign to ſhow 
R-ſcatmecat on this public Foe ; 

Our Nichti..gale might fit a cage, 

1hcre let him ſtarve, and vent his rage; 
Or, would they but in fetters bind 

This enemy of human<-kind ! 
I'armoniens Coficef, ſhow thy zeal, 
Thy champion for the common-weal : 
Nor on a theme like this repine, 

For once to wet thy pen divine: 

Re ou that Libeler alaft:, 

Who daily vnd ſcdit ious tra: ; 

ho dares rcvile the nation's wiſdom, 
Ent in the proiſe of vu tue is dumb: 
1hat Scribbler Ia, who neither knows 
he turn of verſe, wor ſtyle of proſe ; 
Who malice, for the worfif of ends, 
Would have us loſe out Englifh friends; 
Who never bad ome piblic thought, 

Nor ever gave the poor 2 groat. 

One clincher more, and 1 nave done, 

I -vd my labours with a pun, 

Jove ſend this Nighti: gale may fall, | 
o ſpends his day aud Alg in gall ! 'F 


* L. Alien, ile {me < ho is me..mt by Traulus, D. &. 
T 1 Duliin C. e. er. 
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1 ſee the greateſt owls in you 
That ever ſcreecht, or ever few. 


— os 


ON THE 1RISH ELUB. 

* paltry underlings of ſtate ; \ 

Ye ſenators, who love to prate 3 
Ye raſcals of inferior note, 
Who for a dinner ſell a vote; 
Ye pack of penſionary peers, MY 
Whoſe fingers itch for poets' ears; 
Ye biſt-ups far remov'd from ſaints; : 


Why all this rage ? Why theſe complaints ? 
Why againſt printers all this noiſc 

This ſummoniug gf blackguard boys? 
Why ſo ſagacious In your g 


Your eff, and tee, and arrs, and effe: ? 
Take my advice to make you ſafe, 

1 know a ſhorter way by half. 

The point is plain: remove the cauſe 3 
Defend your libertics and laws. 

Be ſometimes to your country true, 

Have once the public good in view: 
Bravely deſpiſe (ham at Court, 

And chooſe to dine at home with Port: 
Let Prelates, by their good behaviour, 
Convince us they believe a Saviour; 

Nor ſell what they ſo dearly bought, 5 
This country, now their own, for nought. 
Neꝰ er did a true ſatiric Muſe 

Virtue or Innocence abuſe; 

And tis agaiaft poctic rules 

To rail at men by nature fools : 

But 4 „ „ „ „ „ % 

„ „ 4 „„ „ „ „ „ „ „ 


S® 
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THE PROGRESS OF MARRIAGE+®, 
ory SUN -two, 
4 A rich Divine “* began to woo 
A iwudiome, young, imperivus girl, 
Nearly related to an 
Her parents aud her friends conſent, 
The couple tc the temple weat ; 
They ttt invite the Cyprian ; 
[was anſwer'd, © She would not Le ſeen 
The Graces next, and all the Muſes, 
Were bid in form, but ſent excuſes. 


Juno attended at the porch, 
| With farthing-candle for a torch ; 


While mittreſs Tris held her train, 


| The taded bow diftilling rain. 
Then Hebe came, and took her plac», 


| But ft} ew*d no more than half ker face. 


W hate*cr thoſe dire forebodings meant, 
In mirth the wWwedding-day was ſpent 3 


* The d. te ard ere of His poem arg unknown, N. 
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The wedding-day, you take me right, 
I promiſe nothing tor the night. 
The Bridegroom, dreſt to make a figure, 
Aſſumes an artificial vigour ; 
A flouriſh'd night-cap on, to grace 
His ruddy, wrinkled, ſmiling iace ; 
Like the faint red upon a pippin, 
Half wither'd by a winter's keeping. 
And thus ſet out this happy pair, 
The Swain is rich, the Nymph is fair; 
But, what I gladly would _ 
The Swain is old, the Nymph coquette. 
Both from the goal together ſtart, 
Scarce run a ſtep before they part; 
No common ligament that binds 
The various textures of their minds; 
Their thoughts aud aftion*, hopes and fears, 
Leſs correſponding than their years, 
Her ſpouſe deſires his colice ſoun, 
She riſes to her tea at noon, 
While he goes out to cheapen hooks, 
She at her glaſs conſults her looks; 
While Betty 's buzzing in her car, 
Lord, what a dreſs theſc purfons wear! 
So odd a choice how could ſhe make ! 
Wiſh'd him a cnlonet for her ſake. 
Then, on her fingers“ ends, ſhe counts, 
Exact, to whit his age amounts. 
The Dean, ſhe heard her uncle ſay, 
Is ſaxty, if he be a day; 
His ruddy cheeks are no diſguiſc ; 
You ſee the crows-feet round his 
At one the rambles to the ſhops, 
To cheapen tea, and talk with fops 3 
Or calls a council of her maids, 
And tradeſmen, to compare brocades, 
Her weighty mornirg-buſneſs cer, 
Sit dowu to dinner juſt at four; 
Minds nothing that is done or ſaid, 
Her evening-uoræ ſo fill; her head, 
The Dean, who us*d to dir: at one, 
1: mau+ifh, and his ſtomach gone; 
Ia thread- bare gown, would fcarce a louſe hold, 
Loos like the chaplain of his houſt old; 
P.cholds her, from the chaplain”: place, 
In French orcacles, and Flanders luce: 
He wonders what employs her Brain, 
But never aſks, or aſks in vain ; 
Ilis mind is full of other cares, 
And, in the ſnca ting parie:* airs, 
Computes, that Half a pariſh dues 
Wil hall rd his wife in ſhoes, 
Cauſt thou imagine, dull Divine, 
Fu ill gain her love, to make her inc? 
Hath 1t.c uc other wants betide ? 
Yen raiſe Gelire, as well as pride, 
Enticing coxcuitbs tc adore, 
And teach her to deſpiſe thee more. 
If in her couch ſhe N condeſcend 
To plage him at the hiader end, 
Her he- is hoift above his noſe, 
His oil gown would foil ber chaths ; 
And drops him at the ghurch, to pray, 
Whil. the dri es on to e the play, 
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Me, like an orderly Divine, 


| Comes home a quarter a ter nine, 
And meets her hatting to the ball: 
Her chairmen puſh him from the wall. 
He enters in, and walks up ftairs, 
And calls the ſamily to prayers ; 
Then goes alone to take his reſt 

In bed, where he can ſpart her beſt. 
At five the footmen make a dir, 

Her Ladyſhip is juſt come in ; 

| The maſquerade began at two, 

She ftole away with much ado ; 

And ſtall be chid this afternoon, 

For leaving company ſo ſoon : 
She l ſay, and ſhe may truly ſay t, 
She can*t abide to = out late, 

But now, though ſcarce a twelve month marry” 
Poor Lady Jane has thrice miſcarry*'d : y 
The cauſe, alas, is quickly gueſt ; 

The town has whifper'd round the jeſt. 
Think on ſome remedy in time, 
You find his Reverence paſt hi prime, 
Already dwindlcd to a lath; 
No other way but try the Bath. 
For Venus, riſing from the ocean, 
Infusꝰd a ftrong ihe pot ion, 
That mix'd with Achetous* ſpring, 
The herned flood, as poets ſweg, 
Who, with an Eogliſh beauty ſmitten, 
Ran under-ground from Greece to Eritain; 
The genial virtue with him brought, 
And gave the Nymph a plenteous draught; 
Then tied, and left his horn behind, 
For huſbauds paſt their youth to find: 
The Nymph, who ftill with paſſion burn'd, 
Was to a boilirg fountain turn'd, 
Where childlf> wives croud every morn, 
To drink in Achelons? horn. 
And here the ſather often gains 
That tith: by a-vther?s pains, 
Hither, though much : gainft the grain, 
The Dean has carry*d Lady jane. 
He, for a while, would not conſent, 
Nut vow*d his money all was ſpent ; 
His money ipent ! a clownith rc aſor, ! 
And mult my Lady flip her fan? 
The Doctor, with a doi ble fee, 
vas brib'd to make the De n agree. 
Here all d wert ons of tne place 
Are proper iu wy Lady's cafe : 
With which ſhe paticatly complies, 
Merely hccauſe her friends adviſe; 


| His nioncy and her time employ 3s 


In mubck, raffing-rooms, and toy- ; 

Or in the Croſ-- bath ſecks an heir, 

Since others oft have found one ther, 
Where if the Dean by chance appears, 

It ſhames his caſſock and his years, 
Hegkeeps his diſtance in the gallery, 
TilFbanift.*d by ſome coxcomb's ra.llery 3 
For *twould his character expoſe, 

To bathe among the helles and beaux. 

** $0 have I ſcen, within a pen, 


Young ducklings folier'd by a hen; 


Sw1irT's POFM $9. 


Bit, when ſet out, they run and muddle, 
A: inſtia®t leads them, in a puddlc : 
"The ſober hen, not born to ſwim, 8 
With mournful note clucks round the brim. 

The Dean, with all his beſt endeavour, 
Gets not an heir, but gets a fever. 
A victim to the laſt eſinys 
Of vigour in decliniag days, 
He dies, and l his mourning mate | 
(What could he 11s? ) his wholc cftate. 

The widow goes through all her forms: 
Neu lovers now will come in ſwarms. 
Oh, may I ſee her ſoon diſpenſing 
Her favours te ſome hrobhen enſigu! | 
Him let her marry, for ls face, | 
And only coat of tarnift.'d lace ;, | 
To turn her naked out of doors, 
And ſpend her jointure on his whores ; | 
But, for a parting preſent, leave her ; 
A rooted pox to lait for ever ! 


wy 


AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD; 
on, THE | 
TRUE ENGLISH DEAN* 
TO BE HANGED FOR 4 RAPE, 


* 


1730. 
1. | 
Q®* brethren of England, whe love us ſo 
dear 


And in all they do for us fo kindly do mean, | 
(A hlefſing upon them !) have ſent us this year, 
For the good of our church, a true Engliſh 
Dean, 
A holier prieſt ne%er was wrapt up in crap*e 3 | 
The wortt you can ſay, he commit ted a rape. 
II. 
In his journey to Dublin, he lighted at Cheſter, | 
And there he grew fond of another man's wife ; 
Burſt into her chamber, and would have carcſs'd 


her; 
But * —"—_ her honour much more than 
er life. 
She buftled and ftruggled, and made her eſcape 
To a room full of gueſts, for fear of a rape. | 


| III. 
The Dean he purſued, to recover his game; 
And now to attack her again be prepares : 
But the company ttood in defence oi the dame, 
1 hey cudgel'd, and cutt d him, and kic id him 
daun ſtairs. 
His Deanſhip was now in a damnable ſcrape, 
And this was notime for comiittiug a rape. | 
IV. 
To Dublin he comes, to the bagnio he goes, 
And orders the landlord to bring him a whore; 
No ſeruple came on him, his gown to expoſe, 
Twas what all his life he had practis'd before. 
He had made himſelf drunk with the juice of the 


grape, 
And got a good clap, but committed no rape. 
* Sawbridge, Dean ef Ferns, F. | 
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V. 

The Dean, and his landlord a jolly comrade, 
Reſolv*d for a ſortnight to ſwim in delight: 
For ye > 9 had both been brought up to the 

tr; 
Of drinking all day, and of whoring all night. 
His landlord was ready his Deanſhipto ape 
In every debauch but committing a rape. 


VI. 
This Proteſtart zealot, this Engliſh divine, | 
In church and in ftate was et principles ſound; 
Was trucr than Steele to the Hanover line, 
And griev'd that a Tory ſhould live above 
ground. 
Slall a ſubject ſo loyal be hang'd by the nape, 
Far uo other crime but comnuttiug a rape? 
VII. 
By old Popiſh ranons, as wiſe men have penn'd 
em,, 
Each prieſt had a concubine, jure eccle e: 
Who 'd be Dean of Fernes without a commendam? 
And precedents we can produce, if it pleaſe 


ye: 
Mm when whores are ſo 


p- 
Nn aniain. ahh 
III. 
If fortune ſhould pleaſe but to take ſuch a 


crotchet 
(To thee I apply, great Smedley*s ſuece ſſor) 
To give thee /uwwn fleever, a mitre, and rechet, 
Whom wouldſt thou reſemble ? I leave thee a 
gueſſer. 
But I only behold thee in Athertonꝰ s ſtape, 
For ſcdamy hang d; as thou for a rape. 
4 
Ah! doſt thou not envy the brave colonel Chartres, 
Cond-mn'd for thy crime at threeſcore-and- 


ten? 


To hang him, all England would lend him their 


gatcrs 5 
Yet he lives, and is ready to raviſh again. 
Then throttle thyſcif with an ell of ſtrong tape, 
For thou haft not a groat to atene for a rape. 


X. 
The Dean he was vex*d that his whores were ſo 
willi-g : | 
He lorg*d for a girl that would firuggle and 
ſquall 7 
He raviſtd her fairly, and av'd a god ſhilling 3 
But here was to pay the devil ad all. 
His trouble and ſorrows now come in a heap, 
Aud hang'd he mutt be for committiug a rape. 
+ 
If maidens are raviſh*d, it 's their own choice : 
Why arc they ſo wilful to ftruggle with men? 
If they would but lie quiet, and nile their voice, 
No Devil cr Dan could raviſh them then: 
Nor would there be need of a Hrong hempen cape 
Ty'd round the Dean's neck for committing a 
rape. : 


* A biſhop of Water ford, of infamous charatter, N. 
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XII. 
tains, ; 
| W 
: 
She feats ws our Biſhops, and Judges, and 
Deans ; 


But, lord ! how the rabhle w. N ſtare, and will 


When the good Eoglit Dean is hang d up for a 
rape 


N 


ON. STEPHEN DUCK, 


THE THRESHER AND FAVOURTTE, PCET. i 
All varniſi d or with ſnuff and ſnot. 


A QUIBBLIXG EPIGRAM, 1730. 
"= „ WIT ne the Queen pre- 
val} 
The proverb ſays, =o fence agairft a Hi. 
From tyre corn he turns to gi his brains ; 
For which her Majefty allows him grant. 
Though *tis eonfeſt, that thoſe who ever ſaw 
His poems, think them all not worth a /r.a / 
Tar Duck, employ'd in threſhing 
4 - 
Thy toil-is leſſenꝰd, and thy profits double. 
— ——— — —  — — 
THE LADY'S DRESSING-ROOM. 1730. | 
| hours (and who can do it leſs in?) 
By haughty Czli ſpent in dreffing ; 
The Goddeſs from her chamber iſſues, 
Array'd in lace, brocades, and tiſſues. 
Strophon who found the room was void, 
And Betty otherwiſe employ'd, n 
Stole in, and took a ſtrict ſurvey | 
Of all the litter as it lay: 
Whereof, to male the matter clear, | 
An invertory follows here. | 
And, firft, a dirty ſmock appear*d, 
Beneath the arm-pits well beſmcar'd ; 
Strephon, the rogue, diſplay'd it wide, | 
And turn'd it round on every luc: 
In ſuch a caſe, few words are beſt, 
And Strephon bids us gueſs the reft ; | 
But ſwears, how damnably the men lie 
In calling Czlia ſweet and clcanlv. 
Now liſten, while he next produces 
The varjou.” vombs for various uſes; | 
Fill'd-up with dirt ſo cluſely Fxt, 
No bruſh could force a way betwixt; | 
A paite of compoſition rare, 
Sweet, dandriff, powder, lead, and hair. 
A ſorchead-cloth with oil upon 't, | 
To ſmooth the wrinkles on her front : 
Here alum- flower, to ſtop the ſteams 
ExhaPd from ſour unſavory ftreams 
There night-gloves made of Tripſey's hide, 
Reoueath'd by Tripſcy when ſte died; 
With puppy-water, beauty*s help, 


| 
| 
] 


| 


þ 
; 


| 


: 


Here gal 
Some nIÞd with waſbes, ſome with paſte; 


Diſtilid from Tripiey's darling whelp. 
4 


8wirTt's POEM $ 


gallipots and vials plag'd, 


Some with pomatums, paints, and 11op-, 

And eintments good for icabby chops. 

Hard- by a filthy baton hands, 

FouPd with the ſcouring ot her hands: 

The baſon takes whatever comes, 

The ſcrapings from her teeth and gums, 

A naity compound of all hues, , 

For here ſhe ſpits, and here ſhe ſpues. 
But, oh! it tura'd poor Strephon's bowels, 

When he bebeld and ſmelt the towels, 

Begumm*d, bematter'd, and beſtin'd, 


| With dirt, and ſweat, and car-wex grim'd, 


No object Strephon's eye eſcapes ; 
ere petticoats in frowzy heap> ; 
dor be the handkerchieſe forgot, 


The fociings why ſt ovld I expoſe, 


| Stain'd with the moiſiure of her toes; 


Or greaſy cots, or yinners reebing, 
Which zlia np“ at leatt a weck in? 
A pair of tweezers next he found, 
To pluck her brovrs in arches round; 
Or hairs that fink the for-h-ad low, 
Cr on her chin like briftles grow. 
The virtues 0 muſt not let, paſs 


of Caliz*s magnify ing-glaſs: 


When frizhted Strcphon caft his eye on:, 
It ew d the viſage of a giant; 
A glaſs that can to fight -liſcloſe 
The ſmalleſt worm in Cz#lia's noſe, 


' And faitlifully direct her nail 

To ſqueeze it out from head to tail; 
For, catch it nicely by the bead, 

It muſt come out, alive or dead. 


My, Strephon, will you tell the reft ? 
And muſt you ne: ds deſcribe the cheſt ? 
That careleſs wench ! no ercature warn her 


To move jt out from yonder corner! 


But leave it ſtanding full in ſight, 

For you to exerciſe your ſpite ? 

In vain the workwan frew'd his wit, 

With rings and hinges counterfeit, 

To make it ſeem in this diſguiſe 

A cabinet to vulgar eyes, 

Which Strephon ventur'd to look in, 

Re ſol vꝰd to go through hich and tir. 

He lifts the lid: th-re needs no more, 

He ſmelt it all the time before, 
As, from within Pandora's box, 

When Epimetheus op'd the locks, 

A ſudden univerſal crew 

Of human evils upward fiew, 

He ſti was comforted to find 

That e at laſt remain'd behind; 

So Strephon lifting up the lid, 

To view what in the cheſt was hid, 

The vapours flew from out the veut: 

But Strephon, cautious, neyer meant 

The bottom of the pan to grope, 

And foul his hands in ſearch of Ve. 
Oh ! ne*r may ſuch a vile machine 

Be once in Cælia's chamber ſecul 
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Oh! may ſhe better learn to keep 
Thoſeſccrets ef the lo deep 
As mutton-cutlets, f prime of meat, 
Which though with art you ſalt and bcat, 
As laws of cookery require, 
And reaft them at the cleareſt fire; 
Ii from aduwn the hopeful chops 
Che fat upon a cinder drops, 
To itinking ſmoke it turas the flame, 
Poiſoning the fieſh from whence it came, 
And vp cxhales a greaſy ſtench, 
For which you curſe the careleſs wench : 
do things which muſt not be expreſt, 
When pi into the reeking che ſt, 
dend up an excrcmental ſmell 
do taint the parts from whence they fell; 
The petticoats aud gown per:ume, 
And walt a ftiak round every room. 
Thus fniſhiug his grand ſurvey, 
The ſwain diiguſted flunk away; 
Repeating in his amorous fits, 
« h! Czlia, Calia, Cxlia fh—!” 
But Veng-ance, goddeſs never ſlceping, 
Soon puniſh. 'd Strephon tor his pee ping: 
His foul imagination links 
Each dame he ſe.s with all ber ſtinks; 
And, if unſavory odours fly, 
Conccives a lady ſtanding by. 
All women his deſcription ts, 
And bath ideas jump like wits ; 
By vicious fancy covpled faſt, 
And till appearing in central. 
I pity wr. tched Strephon, blind 
To all the charms of woman- kind. 
Should I the Queen of Love refuſe, 
Becauſe ſhe rote from ſtinking ooze ? 
To him that looks behind the ſcene, 
Statira 's but ſome pocky quean. 
When Czlia all her glory ſhows, 
If Strephon would but ſtop his noſe, 
Who now ſo impiouſly blaſphemes 
Her ointment, daubs, and paints, and creams, 
Her wal! cs, 11ops, and every clout, 
With which he makes ſo foul a rout 3 
He ſoon would Icarn to think like me, 
And bleſs his raviſh'd eyes to fee 
Such order from confuſon ſprung, 
Such gaudy . ig rais'd from dung. 


IHE POWER CF TIME. 1730. 


F ncither braſs nor marble can withſtand 
The mortal force of Time's deſtructive hand 
mountains ſink to vales, if cities die, 
Aud leſſeuing rivers mourn their fountains dry: 


* Milton, 
T Prima virer um, 


| 


] 
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ON MR. PULTENEY'S 
BEING PUT OUT OF THE COUNCIL, 1731. 
IR Robert, weary'd by Will Pulteney*s tcal- 


inge, 
Who ite. him in all his leaſmgs, 
Reſo vad that Will and be ſhould meet no more: 
Full in his ace Bob ſhuts the council-door ; 
Nor lets him int as juftice on the bench, 
To punit thieves, or lath a ſfuburb-wench. 
Yet ttill St. Stephen®s chapel open lies 
For Will to cnter  —What ſhall 1 adviſe ? 
Evian quit the House, for thuu too long haſt fat 
in *t; 
Produce at laſt thy dormant ducal patent; 
There, ncar thy aaiter's throne in ſhelter plac'd, 
Let Will unheard by thee his thunder waſic, 
Yet ſt II I fear your work is done but half: 
For, while he keeps his you are not ſate. 
Hear an old fable, and a dull one too; 
It bears a moral, when apply'd to you. 
A hare had long eſcapꝰd purſuing hounds, 
Ey often ſhifting into diftant grounds; 
Jill, finding all his artifices vain, 
To ſave his life he leapꝰd into the main. 
But there, alas ! he could no ſafety find, 
A pack of deg=//h had him in the wind, 
He ſcours away; and, to avoid the foe, 
Deſcends for ſhelter to the ſhades below : 
There Cerberus lay watching in his den 
(He had not ſeen a hare the ford knows when) 
Out bounc'd the maſtiff of the triple head; 
Away the hare with double ſwiftneſs fled ; 
Hunted from carth, and ſea, and hell, he flies 
(Fear lent him Wings) for ſafety to the tkies. 
How was the feariu] animal diftreſt ! 
Bcheid a foe more fierce than all the rc ! 
Sirius, the ſwifteſt of the heavenly pack, 
FaiPd but an inch to ſeize him by the back. 
He fled to earth, but firſt it coſt him dear: 
He leit his ſcut behind, and h. If an ear. 
1 hus _ the hare purſued, though free from 


guts, 
Thus, Bob, ſhalt thou be maul'd, fly where 
thou wilt. 
Then, honeſt Robin, of thy corpſe beware ; 
Thou art not half ſo nimble as a hare : 
Too ponderous is thy bulk to mount the ky ; 
Nor can you go to ell, before you die. 
So keen thy 4urters, and thy ſcent ſo ſtrong, 
Thy turns aud dowbiings cannot ſave thee long. 


* Thas hurting ended in the prometion both of 


Will and Bob, Bob was no longer fr miniſter, 
but Earl 7 Orferd;, and Will ua, no longer his 
opponent, but Earl of Bath, AH. 
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When my old caſſock (ſaid a Welſh divine) 
Is out at elbows; why ſhould I rcpiue ? 
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FREDERICK DUKE OF SCHOMBERG®. 


Hic infra ſitum ett corpus 
FRE DERICI DUC1S DE SCHOMBERG, 
ad BUDINDAM occifi, A. D, 1690. 
DECANUS ct CAPITULUM maximopere etiam 
atque ctiam peticrunt, 
Ut na rEDErs DUC monumentum 
In memoriam vais erigendum curarent : 
Sed poſiqt am per epiſtolas, per amicos, 
diu ac ſzpe orand nil profecere ; 
Hunc demum lapidem ipſi ſtatuerunt, 
+ Saltem ut ſcias, hoſpes, 
Ubinam terrarum SCONBERGENSES cineres 
deliteſcunt. 


« Plus potuit ſama virtutis apud aliens, 
* Quam ſanguinis proximitas apud ſuos. 
| A.D, 1731. 


CASSINUS AND PETER. 
A TRAGICALELEGY. 1931. 


TY college ſophs of Cambridge growth, 
Both ſpecial wits, and lovers both, 
Conferring, as they us'd to meet, 

On love, and books, in rapture ſweet 
(Muſe, find me names to fit my metre, 
Caſhnus this, and t' other Peter); 
Friend Peter to Caſſinu- goes, 

Lo chat a while, and warm his noſe : 
But ſuch a ſight was never ſeen, 

The lad lay 1wallow'd up in ſpleen, 

He ſeem'd as juſt crept out of bed; 

One greaſy fiocking raund his head, 

The other he fat down to dearn 

With threads of ditferent-colour'd yarn ; 
His breeches torn expoling wide 

A ragged ſhirt and tawny hide. 

Scorch*d were his ſhins, his legs were bare, 
But well embrown'd with dirt and hair. 
A rug was ver his ſhoulders thrown 

(4 rug; for night-gown he had none), 
His jordan flond in manner fitting 
Between his legs to ſpew or ſpit in; 


* The duke n um M Killed, in croſſing the 
river Boyre, Fuly 1, 1690; and was buried in 
Sr. Nrrric , cathedral; where the dean and chapter 
erected a ſmall monument to his honour, at their own 
expence, 


T The wwerds that D. Swift firfl concluded the 


epitaph cf, were ee Saltem ut ſciat viator indige 


His ancient pipe, in ſable dy'd, 
And half unſmok 'd, lay by his dec. 
Him thus accoutred Peter found, 
With eyes in ſmoke and weeping drown'd ; 
The leavings of his laſt night's pot 
On embers plac'd, to drink it hot. 
Why, Caſſy, thou wilt doze thy pate: 
What makes thee lie a- bed ſo late? 
The finch, the linnet, and the thruſh, 
Their mattins chant in every butt. : 
And I have heard thee oft” ſalute 
Aurora with thy early tute. ; 
Heaven ſend thou haſt not got the hyp: ! 
How ! not a word come from thy lips? 
1 hen gave him ſome familiar thumps ; 
A college-joke, to cure the dumps. 
The twain at laſt, with grief oppreſt, 
Cry'd, Cælia! thrice, and ſigh'd the ret. 
Dear Cally, though to aſk I dread, 
Yet aſk I muſt. 1s Cœlia dead? 
How happy I, were that the work ! 
But | was fated to be curſt. 
Oh, Peter, would it were no more ! 
Why, __ confound her ſandy locks ! 
Say, has 1 or greater pox 
— down her noſc, or ſeam'd her ſace? 
Be eaſy, tis a common caſe. 
Oh, Peter ! beauty's but a varniſh, 
Which time and accidents will tarniſh : 
But Calia has contiiv*d to blaſt 
{ Thoſe beauties that might ever laſt. 
{ Nor can imagination gueſs, 
| Nor eloquence divine expreſs, 
How that ungrateful charming maid 
My purett pathon has betray'd, 
Conceive the moſt envenom'd dart 
To p erce an injur'd lover's heart. 

Why, hang — though ſhe ſeems ſo coy, 
{ I know ſhe loyes the barber's boy. 
Friend Peter, this | could excuſe ; 
For every nymph has leave to chooſe 3 
Nor have I reaſon to complain, 
She loves a more deſcrving ſwain. 
But, oh! how ill haſt thou divin'd 
A crime that ſtocks all human- kind; 
A deed unknown to female race, 
At which the fun ſhould hide his face l 
Advice in vain you would apply— 
Then leave me to deſpair and die. 
Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
Theſe elc gies and ſonnets burn; 
And on the marble grave theſe rhymes, 
A monument to after-times ; 
« Here Caſſy lics, by Celia ſain, 
« And dying never told his pain.“ 

Vain empty world, farewell, But hark, 
The loud Cerberiaa triple bark. 
And there —hehold Alecto ſtand, 
A whip of ſcorpions in her hand, 
Lo, Charon from his leaky wherry 
Beckoning to waſt me o'er the ferry. 
1 come, I come, Medufa! ſec, 


2 


— 


8 


* 


nabundu:, quali in cellula tant i duttoris cineres Her ſerpents huſs direct at me. 


deliteſcunt.“ 


* 


© wy 
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And Czlia's horrid fact relate: 
Thy friend would gladly fiare thy fate. 
1o force it out, my heart muſt rend: 

Yet when conjur d by ſuch a friend 
Think, Peter, how my foul is rackt! 
Theſe eyes, theſe eyes, beheld the tat. 
Now bend thine car, ſince out it muſt ; 
But when thou ſeeſt me laid in duſt, 
The ſecret thou ſhalt ne*cr 1mpart, 
Nat to the nymph that keeps thy heart ; 
(How would her virgin ſoul bemoan 
A crime to all her ſex unknown !) 
Nor whiſper to the tattliog reeds 
The hlac keſt of all female decds ; 
Nor blab it on the lonely rocks, 
Where Echo ſits, and liſtening mocks ; 
Nor let the Zephyr® treacherous gale 
Through Cambridge waft the direful tale; 
Nor to the chattering feather*d race 
Diſcover Cælia's foul diſgrace.” 
But, if you fail, my ſpettre dread, 
Attending nightly round your bed: 
And yet 1 dare confide in you: 
So take my ſecret, and adieu. 

dor wonder how lot my wits : 
Oh! Cælia, Cælia, Cælia fh— ! 


A BEAUTIFUL YOUNG NYMPH 
GOING TO BED. 
WRITTEN FOR TUE HONOUR OF THE FAIR SEX, 


{ _ A, pride of Drury-lane, 
For whom no ſhepherd fighs in vaia x. 
Never did Covent-garden boaſt 

So bright a batter*d ftrolling toaſt ! 

No drunken rake to pick her up; 

Nor cellar, where on tick to ſup ; 
Returiuiog at the midnight hour, 

Four ſiories climbing to her bower ; 

Then ſcated on a three-legg'd chair, 

Takes of her artivieial hair. 

Now picking out a eryſtal eye, 

She wipes it clean, and lays it hy: 

Her eyc-brows, from a mouſe*s hide, 

Stucs on wita art on either {zde, 

Pulls off with care, and firſt diſplays 'em, 
hen in a play-book ſmoothly lays cn: 

N ow dextrouſiy her plumpers draus, 

That ſerve to fill her hollow jaws : 

Urtwitts a wire, and from her gums 

A ſet of teeth completely comes: 

Fulls out the rags contriv's to prop 

Her fiabby dugs, and down they drop, 
Proceeding on, the lovely Goddeſs 
Uulaces uext her fteel-ribbd boCice, 
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Which, by the 


operatcr”*s ll ill, 

Preſs down the lumps, the hollow s fill. 
Up goes her hand, and off ſhe flips 
The holtters that ſupply her hips. 
With gentleſt touch ſhe next explores 
Her ſhaukres, iſſues, running ſores, 
Efes of many a ſad difaſter ; 

And then to each applies a plaſter : 
But muit, before ſhe goes to bed, 
Rub off the daubs of white and red, 
And ſmooth the furrows in her front 
With greaſy paper ftuck upon 't. 

She takes a bolus ere ſhe Nleeps , 


And then between two blankets creeps; 


With pains of love tormented lies; 

Or, if te chance tocloſe her eye, 

Of Bridcw<cll and the Compter dreams, 

And ſcels the laſh, and faintly ſcreams ; 

Or, by a faithleſs bully drawn, 

At ſome hedge-tavern lies in pawu ; 

Or to Jamaica ſeems tranſported - 

Alone, and by no planter courted ; 

Or, near Fleet-ditch's oozy brinks, 

Surrounded with a hundred ſtinke, 

Belated, ſeems on watch to lic, 

And ſnap ſome cully ng by 3 

Or, ſtruek with fear, fancy runs 

On watchmen, conftables, and duns, 

From whom ſhe meets with frequent rubs ; 

But never from religious clubs, 

Whoſe fuvour the is ſure to find, 

Becauſe ſhe pays them all in kind. 
Corinna wakes. A dreadful 6ght ! 

Bchold the ruias of the night ! 

A wic'ecd rat her plaſter ſtole, 

Half cat, and dragg'd it to his hole. 

| The ery {tal eye, alas! was miſe'd ; 

And puſs had on her plumpers p—ſ>'d. 

4 pigeon pick d her iſſue=peas : 

And Shock her trefles Id with fleas. 
The nymph, though in this mangled plight, 

Muf! every morn her limbs unite. 

But how ſtall 1 deſcribe her arts 


| Torecollct the ſcatter*d parts? 


Or ſ ew the anguiſh, toil, and pain, 
Of gathering up herſelf again? 

The bu ful Muſe will never bear 
lo ſuch a ſcene to interſcre. 

Corinna, in the morning dizen'd, 


STREPHON AND CHLOE, 15:1, © 


F Chloe all the town has rung, 
By every lize of poets ſung : 
So beautiful a nymph appears 
But once in twenty thouſand years; 
By nature form'd with niceſt care, 
And faultleſs to « fmygle hair. 
Her graceful mien, her ſhape, and face, 


Confeſs'd her of no mortal race: 
| And then ſo nice, and ſo genteel; 


Such cleanlineſs from bead to heel: 
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Who ſees, will ſpue ; who ſmells, be poi oi. d. 
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No humours groſs, or frowzy ſteams, 
No noiſome whiffs, or ſweaty ſtreams, 
Before, behind, above, below, 
Could from her taintleſs body flow : 
Would ſo diſcreetly things diſpoſe, 
None ever ſaw her phuck a roſe. 
Her deareft comrades never ht her 
Squat on her hams, to make maid's water: 
You *d ſwear that ſo divine a creature 
Felt no neceſſitics of nature. 
Jn ſummer had ſhe walk'd the town, 
Her arm-pits would not ſtain her gown : 
At country-dances not a noſe | 
Could in the dog-days ſmell her toes. 
Her milk-white bands, both palms and backs, 
Like ivory dry, and ſoft as wax, 
Though cold would burn, though dry would mek. 
Dear Venus, hide this wondrous maid, 
Nor let her looſe to ſpoil your trade. 
While ſhe ingroſſes every ſwain, 
You but oer half the world can reign. 
Think what a caſe all men are now in, 
What ogling, ſighing, toaſting, vowing 
What : 45d wigs ! what flames and darts! 
What hampers full of bleeding hearts ! 
What ſword-knots ! what poetic ftrains ! 
What billet-doux, and clouded canes ! 
But Strephon ſigh'd ſo lound and ſtrong, 
He blew a ſettlement along ; 
And bravely drove his rivals down 
With coach and fix, and houſe in town. 
The baſhful nymph no more withſtands, 
Ręecauſe her dear papa commands. 
The charming couple now unites : 
Procecd we to the marriage-rites. 
Imprimi., at the temple-porch 
Stood f Hy men with a flaming torch : 
The ſmiling Cyprian Goddefs briags 
Her inſant-loves with purple wings; 
And pigeons billing, ſparrows treading, 
Fair emblems of a fruitful wedding. 
The Muſes ne xt in order follow, 
Conducted by the ir ſquire, Apollo: 
Then Mercury with filver tongue; 

And Hebe, goddeſs ever young. 
Bzhold, the bridegroom and his bride 
Walk Land in hand, and de by {dc 
She by the tender Graces dreſt, 

But he by Mare, in ſcarlet vt. 

The nymph was cover'd with her flammeum, 
And Phabus ſung th' epiiiulumiun, 

And laſt, to make the matter ſure, 

Dame Juno brought a prieſt demure. 
Luna was abſent, on pretence 

Her time was not till nine months hence, 

The rites perform'd, the parſon paid, 
In fate returnꝰd the grand parade: 
With loud huzza's from all the boys, 
That now the pair muſt crown Heir ers. 

But ftill the hardeſt part remains: 
Strephon had long perplex'd his brains, 
How with ſo high a nymph he might 
Demean hümſelf the wedding-niglit: 
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| For, as he view d his perfon round, 
Mere mortal fleſh was all he found: 
His hand, his neck, his mouth, his feet, 
Were duly waſh'd, to keep them ſwert 
With other parts that fall be nameleſs, 


ladies cle —_ think me ſhameleſs}. 
The weather and his love wert hot; 
And, ſhould he firuggle, I know what— 
Why, let it go, if I muſt tell i. 
He *Il ſweat, and then the nymph may ſmell it; 
While ſhe, a goddeſs ày'd in grain, 
Was unſuſceptible of ſtain, 
And, Venus-like, her fragrant ſl. in 
Exhald ambrojia from within. 
Can ſuch a deity endure 
A mortal a touch impure? 
How did the humbled ſwain deteſt 
His pric-ly beard, and hairy breatt! 
His might-cap, border'd round with lace, 
Could give no ſoftneſs to his face, 
Yet, if the goddeſs could be kind, 
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And Goddeſſes have now and then 
Come down to viſit mortal men 
To vilit, and to court them too: 
A certain Goddeſs, God knows who, 
(As in a book he heard it read) 
Took Colonel Peleus to her bed. 
But what if he ſhould loſe his life 
By venturing on his heavenly wife ? 
(For Strephon could remember well, 
That once he heard a ſchoolboy tell, 
| How Semele of mortal race 
By thunder died in Jove's embrace.) 
And wha” if daring <trephon dies 

By lightning ſhot from Chloe's eyes? 
While theſe relections lid his head, 
The bride was put in form to Ded: 
He follow*d, ftript, and in be crept, 
But awfully his di tance kept. 

Now ponder e, ye parerts deer : 
Forbid your daughters guzzling bcc: ; 
And make them cvcry afternoon 
For ear their tea, or drink it ſoon ; 
That, ere to hed they venture up, 
They may diſcharge it ever; ſup : 
if not, they mutt in evil ptight 
Be oiten fore d to riſe at night, 

Keep them to wholeſome food confi. d, 
| Nor let them taſte what cauſes wind : 
( Tis this the ſage of Sainos means, 
 Ferbidding his diſciples beans.) 

Oh! think what evils muſt cuſue; 
Miſs Moll the jade will burn it bl. : 
And, when ſhe once has got the art, 
She cannot help it for her heart; 

But out it flics, ev'n wle ſhe meets 
Her bridegroom in the Wwedding-ſi cets. 
Carminative and diuretic 

Wil! damp all paſſion ſvumpathetic : 
And Love ſuch nicety requircs, 

One ] will put out all his fires, 
Since huſbands get behind the ſcenc, 

| The wile ſhould Rudy to be clean? 
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Nor give the ſmalleſt room to gueſs 

The time when wants of nature preſs; 
But after marriage practiſe more : 
Decorum than ſhe did before; 

To keep her ſpouſe deluded ſtill, 

And make him fancy what ſhe will. 

In bed we left the marfied pair: 

"Tis time to ſhew how things went there. 
Strephon, who had been often told 
That fortune till aſſiſts the bold, 
Reſoly'd to make the firſt attack ; 
But Chloe drove him _— back. 
How could a nymph fo chaſte as Chloe, 
With conſtitution cold and ſnowy, 
Permit a brutiſh man to touch her ? 
Ev'n lambs by inſtinct fly the butcher, 
Reſiſtance on the wedding-night 
Is what our maidens claim by right : 
And Chloe, tis by all agreed, 
Was maid in thought, and word, and deed. 
Yet ſome aſſign a different reaſon ; 
That Strephon choſe no proper ſcaſon. 

Say, Fair-ones, muſt I make a pauſe, 
Or freely tell the ſecret cauſe ? 

Twelve cups of tea {with grief 1 ſpeak) 
Had now conſtrain d the nymph to leak, 
This point muſt needs be ſettled firſt : 
The bride muſt cither void or burſt. 
Then ſee the dire efſe &s of peaſe; 

Think what can give the colic eaſc. 
The nymph, oppreſs'd before, behind, 
As ſhips are toſs d by waves and wind, 
Steals out her hand, by nature led, 
And brings a veſſel into bed; 
Fair utenſil, as ſmooth and white 
As Chloe's ſkin, almoſt as bright. 

who heard the ſuming rill 
As from a moſly cliff diſtil, 
Cry'd out, Ye Gods! what ſound is this ? 
Can Chloe, heavenly Chloe, ? 
But when he ſmelt a noiſome ſtcam, 
Which oft attends that luke-warm ſtream; 
(Salerno both together joins, 
As ſovercign medicines for the loins;) 
And though contriv'd, we may ſuppoſe, 
To flip his cars, yet ſtruck his noſe ; 
He found her, while the ſcent iucrcas'd, 
As mortal as himſelf at leaſt. 
But ſoon, with like occaſions preſt, 
He boldly ſent his hand in queſt 
(laſpir'd with courage from his bride) 
To reach the pot on t* other fide ; 
And, as he fill'd the recking vaſc, 
Let fly a rouſer in her face. 

The little Cupids hovering round, 

| (As pictures prove, with garlands crown'd) 
Abaſh'd at what they ſaw and heard, 
off, nor ever more appear'd. 
Adieu to raviſhing delights, 
High raptures, and romantic flights ; 
To goddeſſes ſo heavenly ſweet, 
Expiring ſhepherds at their feet ; 
To filver meads and ſhady bowers, 
_ up with 1 wn flowers, 
ow great a ge! how quickly made! 
They learn to call a ſpade a ſpade N 
vl, V. 
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They ſoon from all con?raints are freed; 
Can fee cach other % their need. 

On box of cedar fits the wife, 

And makes it warm for deareſt life 

And, by the beaſtly way of thinking, 
Finds great ſociety in ſtinking. | 
Now Strephon daily entertains | 
His Chloe in the homclieſt ſtrains ; 


rn 


And Chloe, more experienc'd grown, 


With intereſt pays him back his own. 
No maid at court is leſs aſham' d, 
Howe'cr for ſelling bargains fam'd, 
han the to name her parts behind, 
Or when a-bed to let out wind. 
Fair Decency, celeſtial maid ! 
D-icend frem Heaven to Beauty's aid! 
Thonph Beauty may b-get defire, 
"Vis thou mult fan the Lover's fire; 
For Bcauty, like ſupreme dominion, 
is beft ſupported by Opinion: 
If Decency bring no ſupplics, 
Opinion falls, and Beauty dies. 1 
To ſee ſome radiant nymph appear 
in all her glittering birth-day gear, 
You think ſome Goddeſs from the ſky 
Deſcended, ready cut and dry : 
But ere you ſell yourſelf to laughter, 
Conũder well what may come after; 
For fine ideas vaniſh faſt, 
While all the groſs and filthy laſt. 
O Strephon, ere that fatal day 
When Chloe ſtole your heart away, 
Had you but through a cranny ſpy'd 
On houſe of ceaſe your future bride, 
in all the poſtures of her face 
Which nature gives in ſuch a caſe; _ 
Diſtortions, groanings, ſtrainings, heavings ; 
'T'were better you had lick'd her leavingyy 
Than from experience find too late 
Your goddeſs grown a filthy mate. 
Your fancy then had always dwelt 
On what you ſaw, and what you ſmelt ; 
Would ſtill the ſame ideas give ye, 
As when you ſpy'd her on the privy; 
And, ſpite of Chloo's charms divine, 
Your heart had been as whole as mine. 
Authorities, both old and recent, 
Direct that women muſt be decent; 
And from the ſpouſe each blemiſh hide, 
More than from all the world beſide. 
Unjuſtly all our nymphs complain 
Their empire holds ſo ſhort a reign; 
Is after marriage loſt ſo ſoon, 
It hardly holds the honeymoon: 
For, if they keep not what they caughit, 
[t is entirely their own fault. , 
They take poſſeſſion of the crown, | 
And chen throw all their weapons down: | 
Though, by the politician's ſcheme, 7 | 
Whoe'er arrives at power ſupreme, 
Thoſe arts by which at firſt they gain it, 
They ſtill muſt practiſe ro maintain it. 
What various ways our females take 
To paſs for wits before a rake ! 
And in the fruitleſs ſearch purſuc 
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All other methods but the true 
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OR, A PROBLEM SOLVED. 
7 POLLO, god of light and wit, 
Could 


1731. 


80 mice and ſo complete a beau. 
No heir upon his firſt appearance, 
With twenty thouſand pounds a-ycar rents, 


| 
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F'er drove, before he ſold his land, 
So fine a coach the Strand; 
The £ we are by Ovid told, 
Were ſilver, and the axle gold: 
(1 own, twas but a coach and four, 
For Jupiter allows no more !) | 
Yet, with his beauty, wealth, and parts, 
Enough to win ten thouſand hearts, 
No vulgar deity above 
Was ſo unfortunate in love. 
Three weighty cauſes were aſſign d. 
That mov'd the nymphs to be unkind. 
Nine Muſes always waiting round him, 
He left them virgins as he found them. 
His ſinging was another fault; 
For he could reach to B in alt: 
And, by the ſentiments of Pliny, 
Such fingers are like Nicolini. 
At laſt, the point was fully clear'd : 
In ſhort, Apollo had no beard. 


THE PLACE OF THE DAMNED, 
1731. 


LL folks who pretend to religion and grace, | 
Allow there's a He LL, but diſpute of the place: 

But, if He11. may by logical rules be defin'd 
The place of the dumm A -I Il tell you my mind. 
Where-ever the damn'd do chiefly abound, 
Moſt certainly there is HELL to be found: 
Damu'd poets, danan'd criticks, damn'd blockbead:, 

damn'd 4reves, 
Damn'd ſenators brib'd, damn'd proſtitute faves; 
Damn'd lauer, and judges, damn d lords and damn d 

fquires ; | 
Damn'd fpies and informers, damn'd friends and 

damn'd liars ; 
Damn'd villains, corrupted in every ation; 
Damn'd time-ſerving pr ioſls all over the nation ; 
And into the bargain I'll readily give you 
Damn'd ignorant prelates and counſellors privy. 
Then let u *nv longer by parſons be flamm'd, 
For we know by theſe marks the place of thedamn'd: 
Ard Hrzt to be ſure is at Paris or Rome. 
How happy for ur that it is not at bome “ 
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Y the juſt vengeance of incenſed ſkies, 
Poor Biſhop Judas late repenting dies. 

he Jews engag'd him with a paltry bribe, 
Awounting hardly to a crown a tribe; 
Which though his conſcience forc'd him to reſtore 
(And, parſons tell us, no man could do more; 
Yet, through deſpair, of God and man accurk, 
He loft his biſhoprick, and hung d or burit. 
Thofe former ages differ'd much from this; 
Judas betray'd his maſter with a kiſs: 
But ſome have kiſs'd the goſpel fifty times, 


Whoſe perjury's the leaſt of all their crimes; 
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dome who can per} a 

Yet keep their hi icks, and *ſcape the cord 

Like hemp, which, by a ſkilful ſpiaſter drawn 

To flender threads, may ſometimes paſs for lawn. 
As ancient Judas by tranſpreſſion fell, 

And burſt aſunder ere he went to hell; 

go could we ſee a ſet of new Iſcariots 

Come headlong tumbling from their mitred chariots; 

Each modern Judas periſh like the firſt ; 

Drop from the tree, with all his bowels burſt ; 

Who could forbear, 3 each guilty face, 

To cry, © Lo! Judas gone to his own place; 

« n all men forſake, 

« And let his biſhoprick another take!“ 


AN EPISTLE TO MR. GAY.* 1731. 


OW could you, Gay, diſgrace the Muſes' train, 
To ſerve a taſteleſs Court twelve years in vain ! 
Fain would I think our female friend + ſincere, 
Till Bob, the poet's foe, poſſcſs'd her car. 
Did female virtue e er ſo high aſcend, 
To loſe an inch of favour for a fricnd ? 

Say, had che Court no better place to chooſe 
For thee, than make a dry-nurſe of thy Muſe ? 
How cheaply had thy liberty been ſold, 

To ſquire a royal girl of two years old; 
In leading - ſtrings her infant-ſteps to guide, 
Or with her go- cart amble fide by fide ! 2 

But princely Douglas and his glorious dame 
Advanc'd thy ſortune, and preſerv'd thy fame. 
Nor will your nobler gifts be miſapply d, 
When o'er your patron's treaſure you preſide : 
The world ſhall own, his choice was wiſe and juſt, 
For ſons of Phœbus never break their truſt. 

Not love of beauty leſs the heart inflames 
Of guardian cunuchs to the Sultan's dames: 
Their paſſions not more impotent and cold, 
Than thoſe of poets to the luft of gold. 
With Pæan's pureſt fire his favourites ow, 
The dregs will ſerve to ripen ore below; 
His meaneſt work: for, had he thought it fit 
That wealth ſhould be the appennage of wit, 
Ide god of light could ne'er have been ſo blind 
To deal it to the worſt of human-kind. 

But let me now, for I can do it well, 
Your conduct in this new employ foretel. 

Aud firſt: to make my obſervation right 
I place a fateſman full before my ſight, 

A bloated minifter in all his geer, 
With ſhameleſs viſage and perfidious leer ; 


® The Dean, baving been told by an intimate friend, 
flat the Duke of DP ucenſbury bad employed Ar. Gay 
to inſp.&t the account; and management of bis Grace's 
r-cctvers and flewards ( which buwever proved to be a 
, worote this Epiſtle to is Fricud. 
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laid. 
The people with a ſigh their taxes bring; 
And, curſing Bob, forget to bleſs the King. 

Next hearken, Gay, to what thy charge requires, 
With ſervants, tenants, and the neigh i res. 
Let all domeſtics ſeel your gentle ſway; 

Nor bribe, inſult, nor flatter, nor betray. 
Let due reward to merit be allow'd ; 

Nor with your kindred bf the palace crowd ; 
Nor think yourſelf ſecure in doing wrong, 

By telling noſes with a party ſtrong. 

Be nch; but of your wealth make no parade; 
At leaſt, before your maſter's debts are paid : 

Nor in @ palace, built with charge immenſe, 

Pr eſume to treat bim at bis own expence. 

Each farmer in the neighbourhood can count 
To what your lawful perquiſites amount. 
The tenants poor, the hardneſs of the times, 
Are ill excuſes for a ſervant's crimes. 

With intereſt, and a premium paid beſide, 
The maſter's preſſing wants muſt be ſupply'd ; 
With haſty zeal błhold the feward come 

By his own credit to advance the ſum ; 

Who, while 1b“ unrighteous mammon is his friend, 
May well conclude his power will never end. 
A faithful treaſurer ! what could be do more ? 
He lends my Lord what wwas my Lords before. 

The law ſo ſtrictly guards the Monarch's health, 

That no phyſician dares preſcribe by ſtealth : 
The council fit; a e the doctorꝰ's ſkill ; 
And give advice, beſore he gives the pill. 
But the fate empiric acts a ſafer part; 

And, while he poiſons, wins the royal heart. 

But how can I deſcribe the ravenous breed? 
Then let me now by negatives proceed, 

Suppoſe your Lord a truſty ſervant ſend 
On weighty buſincſs to ſome neighbouring friend: 
Preſume not, Gay, unleſs you ſerve a drone, 

To eountermand his orders by your own. 

Should ſome imperious neigbbour ſink the boats, 
And drain the fb-ponds, while your maſter dotes ; 
Shall he upon the ducal rights intrench, 

Becauſe he brib'd you with a brace of tench ? 

Nor from your Lord his bad condition hide, 
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To feed his luxury, or footh his pride: 
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Nor at an under-rate his timber ſell. 

And with an oath aſſure tim, «i! 5: ve: 
Or ear it rotten, and with bun ile airs 
Requeſt it of bim to complete your flairs : 

Nor, when a mortgage lies on half his lands, 
Come with . purſc of guineas in your hands. 
Have Peter Waters always in your mind: 
That roguc, of genuine cini ia! kind, 

Can half the perragc by his arts bevirch, 
Starve twenty lords to make ome foonmdit fiele; 
And, when he gravely has vucunc a ſcore, 
Is humbly pray'd to ruin tx ry more. 


A dextrous Reward, wh: n his tricks are found, 


Huſb-meney ſends to all the neighbours round; 
His maſter, unſuſpicious of his prar::<, 

Pays all the cuſt, aud gives the villain thanks. 
And, ſhould a friend attewpr to fet lum right, 
His Lordſhip would impute it all to ſpight; 
Would love his favourite better than belure, 
And truſt his honeſty juſt ſo much more. 
Thus families, like rcalms, with equal fate, 
Are ſunk by premier miniſters of ſiate. 

Some, when an heir ſucceeds, go boldly on, 
Aud, as they robb'd the father, rob the fon. 
A knave, who deep imbroils his lord's affairs, 
Will ſoon grow nec-ſary to his heirs, 

His policy conſiſts in ſetting traps, 

In finding ways and means, and flopping gaps ; 
He knows a thouſand tricks whene'er he pleaſe, 
Though not to cure, yet palliate each diſcaſe. 
In either caſe, an equal chance is run; 

For, keep or turn him out, my Lord's undone. 
You want a haud to clear a filthy fink ; 

No cleanly workman can endure the ſtick. 

A ftrong dilemma in a deſperate caſe ! 

To act with infamy, or quit the place. 

A bungler thus, who ſcarce the pail can hit, 
With driving wrong will make the pannel ſplit ; 
Nor — abler workman undertake * 
To drive a ſecond, leſt the whole ſhould break. 

In every court the parallel will hold; 

And kings, like private folks, are bought and 
The ruling rogue, who dreads to be caſhier d, 
Contrives, as he is bated, to be fror d; 
Confounds accounts, perplexes all affairs; 

For vengeance more imbroils, than ſtill repairs. 
So robbers (and their ends are juſt the ſame), 
To ſcape inquiries, leave the houſe in flame. 

I knew a brazen miniſter of ſtate, 

Who bore for twice ten years the public hate, 
In every mouth the queſtion moſt in voguc 
Was, When will they turn out this odious rogue ? 
A juncture happen'd in his higheſt pride : 
While be went robbing on, 0% mafter dy d. 


We thought there now remain'd no room to doubt; 


NH. wrok is done the miniſler muſ! out. 

The court invited more than one or two; 
Will you, Sir Spencer? or, Will you, or you ? 
But not a ſoul his office durſt accept; 

The ſubtle kpave had all the plunder ſwept : 
And, ſuch was then the temper of the times, 
Ile ow'd his preſervation'to lis crimes. 


| But we can afford you fix traitors 
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| The candidates obſerv'd his dirty paws, 
Nor found it difficult to gueſs the cauſe; 
m, 
Away they fled, and left him as they found him. 
Thus, when a greedy floven once has thrown 
His ſact into the »weſs, "tir all bis own. 


ON THE IRISH BISHOPS.* 1931, 


I. D Latimer ing did fairly deſcribe 
A biſhap, who rul'd all the reſt of his tribe: 
And who is this biſhop? and where does he dwell? 
Why truly tis Satan, arch-biſhop of hell. 
And Hr was a primate, and He wore a mitre 
Surrounded with jewels of ſulphur and nitre. 
How nearly this biſhop our biſhops reſembles! 
But he has the odds, who believes and who trembles, 
Could you fce his grim for a toa penny, 
You 'd ſwear it muſt be the baboon of Kilkenny : 
Poor Satan will think the compariſon ius; 
| wiſh I could find him out one more commodious, 
But this I am ſure, the moſt reverend old argen 
Has got on the bench many biſhops ſuſfragan ; 
And all men believe he reſides there incog. 
To give them by turns an inviſible jog. 

Our biſhops, puff d up with wealth and with pride, 
To hell on the backs of the clergy would ride. 
"Chey mountedandlabour'd with whip and with ſpur, 
ln vain—for the devil a parſon would ſtir. 

So the Commons unhors'd them; and this was 
their doom, 
On their croſiers to ride, like a witch on a broem. 
— gallop'd ſo faſt, on the road you may 
d 'em, ba 
And have left us but three out of twenty behind em, 
Lord Bolton's good grace, Lord Car, and Lord 
Howard, 
In ſpite of the devil, would till be untoward: 
They came of good kindred, and could not endure 
Their former companions ſhould beg at their door, 

When Chriſt was betray'd to Pilate the preter, 
Of a dozen apoſtles but one prov'd a traitor : 
One traitor alone, and faithful eleven; 


in ſeven. 
What a clutter with clippings, dividing, and 
cleavings ! 


And the clergy forſooth muſt take up with their 
leavin 

If making diviſiens was all their intent, 

They 've done it, we thank them, but not as they 
meant; 

And ſo may ſuch biſhops ſor ever divide, 

That no honeſt hcathen would be on their fide. 

How ſhould we rejoice, if, like Judas the firſt, 


Thoſe ſplitters of parſons in ſunder would burlt 
®* NOcca by their endeawouring to get an off it 
divide tie church-livings;, wcbich bil! <vas rejefted U] 


the Ir bouſe of common. 
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Iſ your ſtockings were off, you could ſhew cloven feet. 
But hold, cry the biſhops; and give us fair play; 
Before you condemn us, what we can ſay. 
What truer affeQtions could ever be ſhown, 
Than ſaving your ſouls by damying our own ? 
And have we not practis d all methods to gain you; 
With the tithe of the tithe of the tithe to maintain 
you; : 
Provided a fund for building yon ſpitals? 
You are only to live four years without victuals. 
Content, my good lords; but let us change hands; 
Firſt take you our tithes, and give us your lands. 
$o God bleſs the Church and three of our mitres; 
And God bleſs the Commons, for biting the Liters. 


ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT.* 
Occaſioned by reading the following Maxim in 


RocutroucatLiT, * Dans I adverſite de nos 
' * meilleurs amis, nous trouvons toujours quelque 
« choſe qui ne nous deplait pas. 


„% In the adverſity of our beſt friends, we always 
« find ſomething that doth not diſpleaſe us. 


S Rochefoucault his maxims drew $ 
From nature, I believe them true: f 
They argue no corrupted mind 
In him; the fault is in mankind. 
his maxim more than all the reſt 5 
Is thought too baſe ſor human breaſt ; 
« In all diſtreſſes of our friends, 
« We firſt conſult our private end-; 
While nature, kindly bent to catc us, 


If this perhaps your patience move, 
Let reaſon and experience prove. 
We all behold with envious cyes 
Our equals rais'd above our ſize. 
Who would not at a crowded ſhow I5 
Stand high himiclf, keep others low? 


* Writtn in November, T731.— There ar- two 
diſtin? poems wn this febj:4, one of them containing 
many ſyurious lines. In what is Bere frint-f, the genuin 
parts of both are preſere:d. N. 


Points out ſome circumſtance to p!-afe us.” 10 


: 


POR MS. 


I love my friend as well as you: 

But why ſhould he obſtruct my view? 
Then let me have the higher poſt ; 
Suppoſe it but an inch at m 
If in a battle you ſhould find 


Had ſome heroic action done, 

A champion kill'd, or trophy won; 

Rather than thus be over-ropt, 

Would you not wiſh his laurels cropt ? 

Dear honeſt Ned is in the gout, 

Lies rack'd with pain, and you without : 

How patiently you hear him groan ! 

How glad the caſe is not your own ! 
What would not grieve to ſce 

His write as well as he ? 

But, rather than they ſhould excel, 

Would wiſh his rivals all in hell? 

Her end when emulation miſſes, 

She turns to envy, ſtings, and hiſſes: 

The ſtrongeſt friendſhip yields to pride, 

Unleſs the odds be on our fide. 

Vain human-kind ! fantaſtic race ! 

Thy various follies who can trace ? 

Self- love, ambition, envy, pride, 

Their empire in our hearts divide. 

Give othcrs riches, power and ſtation, 

'Tis all to me an uſurpation. 

have no title to aſpire; 

Yet, when you ſink, I ſeem the higher. 

In Pope I cannot read a line, 4 

But with a ſigh 1 wiſh it mine: 

When he can in one couplet fix 

More ſenſe than 1 can do in fix; 

t gives me ſuch a jealous fir, 

I cry, © Pox take him and his wit!“ 

I grieve to be outdone by Gay 

ln my own humourous biting way. 

Arbuthnot is no more my friend, 

Who dares to irony pretend, 

Which 1 was born to introduce, 

Refin'd at firſt, and ſhew'd its uſe. 

St. John, as well as Pulteney, knows 

That I had ſome repute for proſe ; 

Aud, till chey drove me out of date, 

Could maul a mmiſter of ſtate. 

if they have mortificd my pride, 

And made me throw my pen aſide; 


Have I not reaſon to deteſt *em ? 

To all my foes, dear Fortune, fend 
Thy gifts; but n--ver to my friend: 
I tamely can endure the farſt ; 

But this with envy makes me burſt, 


Proceed we thereiorc to our poem. 
The time is nut remote when 1 

Muſt by the courſe of aature die; 

When, I foreſee, my ſpecial friends 


| 


Will try to find their private ends 


415 


One, whom you love of all mankind, , 


25 


50 


38 


60 


if with ſuch taleuts Heaven hath bleſ;'d em, 65 


2. 


«x 
2 


Thus much may ſerve by way of proem; 


"5 


Bur all agree to give me over. 
Yet, ſhould ſome neighbour feel a pain 
Juſt in the parts where I complain; 
How many a meſſage would he ſend! 
M bat hearty prayers that I ſhould mend! 


135 


416 917% POEMS. 
And, though 
Which wa 140 
Vet 
« See 
«a 
« 
« 
© 
« cc He *s juſt alive.” 
15 i No pra ; 
«* Forgets the place where laſt he din He hardly breathes—The Dean is dead. 150 
* Pli i Before the paſſing- bell begun, 
* He 90 The news through half the town is run. 
« H h Oh! may we all for death prepare 
« To hear his out-of-faſhion wit ? What has he left? and who ' his heir? 
« But he takes up with younger folks, I know no more than what the news is; 155 
* Who for « *Tis all bequeath'd to public uſes. 
« Faith 95 |© To public uſes! there s a whim ! 
« Or change his com What had the public done for him? 
& Mere envy, avarice, and pride: 
« There muſt anot * He gave it all—but firſt he dy d. 160 
* For poetry, he 's paſt his prime, « And had the Dean, in all the nation, 
* He takes an hour to find a rhyme ; 100 No worthy friend, no poor relation ? 
« His fire is out, his wit decay'd, So ready to do ſtrangers 
« His fancy ſunk, his Muſc a jade. © Forgetting his own fleſh and blood!“ 
« I'd have him throw away his pen; Now Grub-ſtreet wits are all employ'd; 165 
«« But there s no talking to ſome men!“ With elegies the town is cloy d: 
And then their tenderucſs appears 105 | Some in every paper, 
By adding largely to my years : To curſe the Dean, or bleſs the Drapier. 
He's older than he would be reckon'd, The doctors, tender of their fame, 
« And well remembers Charles the Second. Wiſely on me lay all the blame. 170 
« He hardly driuks a pint of wine; « We muſt confeſs, his caſe wes nice ; 
* And that, I doubt, is no good fign. ITO | * But he would never take advice. 
His ſtomach too begins to fail: * Had he been rul'd, for aught appears, 
«* Laſt year we thought him ſtrong and hale; | © He might have liv'd theſe twenty years: 
„ But now he 's quite another thing: For, when we open'd him, we found 175 
— I wiſh he may hold out till fpring !” * "That all his vital were ſound.” 
They hug themſelves, and reaſon thus: 115 From Dublin ſoon to London ſpread, 
It is not yet ſo bad with us!” "tis told at court, The Dean is dead. 
+ In ſuch a caſe, they talk in tropes, And Lady Suffolk,“ in the ſpleen, 
+ And by their fears expreſs their hopes. | Runs laughing up to tell the Queen. 180 
Some great misfortune to portend, The Queen, fo ious, mild and good, 
No enemy can match a friend. 120 , Cries, * Is he gone! tis time he ſhoul 
With all the kindneſs they profeſs, « He 's dead, you ſay; then let him rot. 
The merit of a lucky gueſs „I'm glad the medals f were forgot. 
(When daily how-d'ye*s come of courſe, « 1 promis'd him, I own; but When? 135 
And ſervants anſwer, « Worſe and worſe !””) ]“ I only was the Princeſs then: 
Would pleaſe them better, than to tell I25 | «© But now, as conſort of the King, 
That, God be prais d, the Dean is well.“ *« You know, tis quite another thing.“ 
Then he who propheſy'd the belt, Now Chartres, at Sir Robert's levee, 
Approves his foreſight to the. reſt : Tells with a fneer the tidings heavy : 190 
* You know 1 always fear'd the worſt, « Why, if he dy'd without his ſhoes,” 
* And often told you ſo at firſt.” 130 Cries Bob, I'm for the news : 
He *d rather chooſe that I ſhould die, Oh, were the wretch but living ſtill, 
"Than his predictions prove a lye. And in his place my good friend Will 1 
Not one foretells I ſhall recover; Or had a mitre on his head, 195 


* Provided Bolingbroke were dead! 

* Mrs. Howard, at one time a favourite with the 
Dean. N. 

+ Which the Dean in vais enpected, in return for 


a /.nall preſent be bad ſents Princeſs. N. 


S$WIFT'S POEM 8, 417 


Now Curll his from rubbiſh drain: ,* The Dean was famous in his time, 
Three genuine tomes of Swiſt's remains! And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 
And then, to make them paſs the glibber, « His way of writing now is paſt 26s 
Revis'd by Tibbalds, Moore, and Cibber. 200 The town has got a better taſte. , 
He Il treat me as he does my betters, I keep no antiquated ſtuff; 
Publiſh my will, my life, my letters; « But ſpick and ſpan I have enough. 
Revive the libels born to die: Pray, do but give me leave to ſhew em: 
Which Pope muſt bear, as well as J. Here's Colley Cibber's birth-day poem. 278 
Here ſhift the ſcene, to repreſent 205 | This ode you never yet have ſeen, 
How thoſe I love my death lament. « By Stephen Duck, upon the Queen. 
Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay Than here 's a letter ſinaly penn'd 

; « Againſt the Craftſman and his friend: 

lt clearly ſhews that all reflection 275 


210 1% On miniſters is diſaffection. 


* And Mr 's laſt oration 
* The hawkers have not got them 
* Your Honour pleaſe to buy a ſet? 220 
nity 215] « Here's Wolſton'strafts, the twelfth edition; 
When we are laſh'd, they kiſs the rod, 22 
The f PR. by To all their boroughs ſend them down: 
1 1 ** You never met a thing ſo ſmart; 285 
Are tortur d with ſulpenſe and fear; 220 | The : al by 
age a ſereen, wn. . Thoſe maids of honour who can read 
, bs Are taught to uſe them for their creed. 
The ſcreen remov'd, their hearts are trembling ; |. - 
They mourn for me without diſſem t | The reverend author's good intention 


He doth an honour to his gown, 


Have better learn'd to act their parts, ; : 
- a By bravely running prigſ-craſt down : 
Receive the news in dolcful dumps: « He ſhews, as ſure as God 's in Glouceſter, 
The Dean is dead : (Pray what is trumps ?) « That Moſes was a grand impoſtor ; 
« Then, Lord have mercy on his ſoul ! « That all his miracles were cheat « 295 
(Ladies, I'll venture for the vole.) 230 9 


« Pcform'd as jugglers do their feats: 
The church had never ſuch a writer; 
A ſhame he hath not got a mitre !” 


e me dead; and then fi 


i i 235 [A club aſſembled at the Roſe ; 30 

And he *s engag'd to-morrow night: Where, from diſcourſe of this and that, 
* My Lady Club will take it ill, | grow the ſubject of their chat. 
« If he ſhould fail her at quadrille. And while they toſs my name abour, 
He lov'd the Dean—(l lead a heart.) With favour ſome, and ſome without , 
« But deareſt friends, they ſay, muſt part. 240 One, quite indifferent in the caulſc, 385 
« His time was come; he ran his race; My character impartial draws. 
* We hope he 's in a better place.” ** The Dean, if we believe report, 

Why do we grieve that friends ſæould die? [, Was never ill receiv'd at court, 
No loſs more caſy to ſupply. Although, ironically grave, 
One year is paſt; a different ſcene ! 245 |© He ſham' d the fool, and laſh'd the knave; 316 
No farther mention of the Dean, To ſteal a hint was never known, 
Who now, alas! no more is miſs'd, „But what he writ was all his own.” 
Than if he never did exiſt. « Sir, 1 have heard another ſtory; 
Where's now the favourite of Apollo? * He was a moſt confounded Tory, 
Departed ;—and bis works muſt follow ; 250 |© And grew, or he is much bely'd, 315 
Muſt undergo the common fare ; Extremely dall, before he dy'd.“ 
His kind of wit is out of date. « Can we the Drapier then forget? 

Some country ſquire to Lintot goes, * Is not our nation in his debt? 
Inquires for Swift in verſe and proſe. + *T'was hc that writ the Drapier's letters!“ — 
Says Lintot, I have heard the name; a55 | © He ſhould have left them for his better: ; 320 
* He dy'd a year ago.” — The ſame.” „We had a hundred abler men, 
He ſearches all the ſhop in vain. Nor need depend upon his pen,— 
* Sir, you may find them in Duck-lane : „Say what you will about his reading, 
* 1 ſent them with a load of books, « You never can defend his breeding; 
* Laſt Monday, to the paſtry-cook's, 260 |< Who, in his ſatire: running riot, 325 
* To fancy they could hve a year! Could never leave the world in guet; 


* 1 find you 're but a ſtranger here. * Wolfton is bee confounded with Woelaflon. V. 


: —— 2 
Whoſe counſel; ai overcign power 

« To fave the nation every hour 

„What ſcenes of evil he unravels 


Perhaps I may allow the Dean 
* Had too much fatire in his vein, 

« And ſeem'd determin'd not to ſtarve it, 

« Becauſe no age could more deſcrve it. 

« Yet malice never was his aim; 

He laſh'd the vice, but ſpar d the name. 

« No individual could reſent, 

« Where thouſands equally were meant: 

His ſatire points at no deſect, 

* But what all mortals may correct; 

* For he abhor'd the ſenſeleſs tribe 

« Who call it humour when they gibe : 

« He fpar'd a hump, or crooked noſe, 

* Whoſe owners ſet not up for beau. 

« True genuine dulneſs mov'd his pity, 

« Unleſs it oſſer'd to be witty. 

* Thoſe who their ignorance conſcſt, 

« He ne'er off-nded with a jeſt; 

< But laugh'd to hear an idiot quote 

« A verſc from Horace learn'd by rote. 

Vice, if it cer can be abaſh'd, 

* Muſt be or ridicu!'d, or 44% d. 

« If you reſent it, who 's to blame ? 

He neither knows you, nor your name. 

* Should vice expect to ſcape rebuke, 

Becauſe its oer is a dude? 

« His friendſhips, ſtill to ſew confin d, 

« Were always of the middling kind; 

No fools of rank, or mungrel breed, 

Who fain would paſs for lords indeed: 

Where titles give no right or power, 

And pecrage is a wither'd flower; 

He would have deem'd it a diſgrace, 

* If ſuch a wretch had known his face. 

* On rural ſquires, that kingdom's bane, 

« He vented oft”. his wrath in vain : 


« 2% quires to market brought, 
Wo ſell their ſouls and * * * * for nought : 


„ The % , og joyful back, 
„To rob the church, their tenauts rack; 
„Go ſnacks with , juſtices, 
« And keep the peace to pick up fees; 
« In every jobb to have a ſhare, 
« A gaol or turnpike to repair; 
„And turn ro public roads 
« Commodious to their own abodes. 


« He never thought an honour done him, 


« Becauſe a was proud to own him, 
« Would flip aſide, and chooſe 
„To talk with wits in dirty ſhoes; 


And ſcorn the tools with ſtars and garters, 


So often ſcen careſſing Chartres. 
He never courted men in ſtation, 

Mor perſous beld in admirgtion ; 

Ot no man's greatneſs was afraid, 

++ Zecaufe he ſought for no man's aid. 
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Though truſted long in great affairs, 
He gave himſelf no haughty airs : 

« Without regarding private ends, 

« Spent all his credit for his friends; 

And only choſe the wiſe and good; 
«© No flatterers; no allies in blood; 
But ſuccour'd virtue in diſtreſs, 

And ſcldom fail'd of good ſucceſs; 

* As numbers in their hearts muſt own, 
« Who, but for him, had been unknown. 


« He kept with princes due decorum ; 
Yet never ſtood in awe before em. 
He follow'd David's leſſon juſt ; 

In princes never put his truſt : 

And, would you make him truly ſour, 
Provoke him with a flave in power. 
The Iriſh ſenate if you nam'd, 

With what impatience he declaim'd ! 
Fair Liar TV was all his cry; 

For her he ſtood prepar d to die; 

For her he ſtood alone; 

For her he oft* expos'd his own. 
Two kingdoms, juſt as faction led, 
Had ſet a price upon his head; 

But not a traitor could be found, 

To ſell him for fix hundred pound. 


Had he but ſpar'd his tongue and pen, 
He might have roſe like other men : 
But power was never in his thought, 
And wealth he valucd not a groat : 
Ingratitude he often found, ' 

And pity'd thoſe who meant the wound 
But kept the tenor of his mind, . 
To merit well of human-kind ; 

Nor made a ſacrifice of thoſe 

Who till were true, to pleaſe his focs. 
He labour'd many a fruitleſs hour, 

To reconcile his friends in power ; 

Saw miſchicf by a faction brewing, 
While they purſued each other's ruin. 
But, finding vain was all his care, 

He left the court in mere deſpair. 


SEE LE SE = 


Here ended all our golden dreams. 
What St. John's ſkill in ſtate affairs, 
What Ormond's valour, Oxford's cares, 
To ſave their ſinking country lent, 
Was all deſtroy'd by one event. 

Too ſoon that precious life was ended, 
On which alone our weal depended, 
When up a dangerous faction ſtarts, 
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« And, oh! how ſhort are human ſchemes! 435 
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44 
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With wrath and vengeance in their hearts; 
By /ſelemn league and covenant buund, 
To ruin, flaughter, and confound ; 
To turn religion to afable, 

And make the government a Babel ; 
Pervert the laws, diſgrace the gown, 
Corrupt the ſeuate, rob the crown; 
To ſacrifice Old England's glory, 
And make her infamous in ſtory : 
When ſuch a tempeſt ſhook the land, 
How could unguarded virtue ſtand ! 


« With horror, grief, deſpair, the Dean 455 


445 


459 


.= Beheld the dire deftruRive ſcens : 


— 
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« His friends in exile, or the Tower, 

« Aon CEE power; 

« Purſued invenom' 

« eee. 

« A fervile race in folly nurs d, | 
« Who truckle moſt, when treated worſt. 


« Whoſe merit was to be his foes ; 

« When ev's bis own familiar friend:, 

« Intent upon their private ends, 

n 

« Againſt bim lifting up their 7. 
325 

« An infamous deſtructive cheat; 

« Taught fools their intereſt how to know, 

« And gave them arms to ward the blow. 

« Envy hath own'd it was his doing, 

« To ſave that hapleſs land from ruin ; 

While they who at the ſteerage ſtood, 

« And reap'd the profit, ſought his blood. 
To ſave them from their evil fate, 

fin him was held a crime of ſtate. 

« A wicked monſter on the bench, 


* Who long all juſtice had diſcarded, 
« Nor fear d be God, nor man regarded ; 
« Vow'd ou the Dean his rage to vent, 
« And make him of his zeal repent : 
« But Heaven his innocence defends, 
The grateful people ſtand his friends; 
« Not ſtrains of law, nor judges frown, 
Nor topics brought to pleaſe the crown, 
Nor witneſs hir d, no: jury pick'd, 
*« Prevail to bring him in convict. 

ln exile, with a ſleady heart, 
« He ſpent his life's declining part ; 
Where folly, pride, and faction ſway, 


pleaſing tories, $25 


460 With all the turns of Whigs and Tories: 
Was cheerſul to his dyi 
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470 


475 
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Remote from St. John, Pope, and Gay.” ._ 


Alas, poor Dean! his only ſcope 
Was to be held a miſantbrope. 
This into general edium drew hi 
Which if he lik'd, much good may 't do bim. 
* His zeal was not to laſh our crime-, 
* But diſconteut againſt the times: 
For, had we made him timely offers 
« To raiſe his poſt, or fill kis coffers, 


* What writings has he left behind? 

l hear they're of a different kind: 
* A few in verſe ; but moſt in proſe—” 
_ < Some bigb-flown pamphlets, I ſu FiO 
= All ſcribbled in the cet of — 

To palliate his friend Oxford's crimes : 
” As never favouring the Pretenden : 
f Or libels yet conceal'd from fghe? 
- Againſt the court to ſhew his ſpite - 
5 Perhaps his travels, part the third ; 

A he IO ** — 

. V. 
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Io praiſe queen Anne, nay more, defend her, 


520 


7 5 
And friends would let him have his way. 
« As for his works in verſe or 
« I own myſelf no judge of thoſe. 530 
* Nor can [ tell what criticks thought them; 
* But this I know, all people bought them, 
As with a moral view delign'd, 
To pleaſe and to reform mankind ; 
And, if he often miſs'd his aim, "0 


The world muſt own it to their 

The praiſe is bis, and theirs the blame. 

He gave the little wealth he had 

« To build a houſe for fools and mad ; 

To ſhew, by one ſatiric touch, 540 
« No nation wanted it ſo much. 

That kingdom he hath left his debtor, 

« I wiſh it ſoon may have a better. 

* And, fince you dread no further 

+ Mcthinks you may forgive bis . 545 


AN EPISTLE TO TWO FRIENDSE, 
TO DR. HELSHAM. 


S1n, Nov. 23, at night, 1731. 
HEN I left you, 1 found myſelf of the 
's juice ſick; 


I'm ſo full of pity, I never abuſe ſick; 
And the patienteſt patient that ever you knew ſick, 
a purge-ſick, and when l am ſpew- 


[ pitied my cat, whom 1 knew by her mew ſick ; 

She mended at firſt, but now ſhe's a- new ſick. 

Captain Butler made ſome in the church black and 
blue fick ; 


| Dean Croſs, had he preach'd, would have made 


us all pew- ſick. 
Are not you, in a crowd when you ſweat and 


ſtew, ſick ? | 
8 got out of the church when ſhe grew 
ck, 


And, as faſt as ſhe could, to the deanry flew ſick. 

Miſs Morice was (I can aſſure you tis true) fick : 

For, who would not be in that numerous crew 
ſick ? : 

Such muſick would make a ſanatick or Jew ſick, 

Yet, ladies are ſeldom at bre or lue ſick: 


Nor . brew, 


My footman came home from the church of a 
bruile ſick, 
And look'd like a rake, who was made in the 
ſtews ſick ; 


* This medley ( for it cannot be called @ poem) ir 
given as a ſpecimen of theſe bagatelles for which the 


| 


Dean Lath perhaps been tos ſeverely cen. Same, 
which wer: Hill mare exceptionable, ars ſuppreſſed. N. 
Gg8 
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But learned doQors can make whom 
— Ins 


And I myſelf was, when 1 withdrew, ſick ; 

For the ſmell of them made me like garlick and 

rue ſick, 

And 1 got through the crowd, though not let by 
a clue, fick. 

han 51 to find many (for that was your cue) 


Bat there was not dozen (to give them ther due) 
W ” to be ſure, ſtuck together like glew, 
$6 ace ladies in crowds, when they ſquecze and 
+ they ſcrew, ſick. 

r LINA by their yellow pale hue, 
90 am 1, when tobacco, like Robin, I chew, ſick. 


TO DR. SHERID.AN. 


IF 1 write any more, it will make my poo; 
Aluſe ſick. 

This night I came home with a very cold di ſick, 
And 1 wiſh 1 may ſoon be not of an aguc fick ; 
But 18 I ſhall ne er be, like you, of a furew 


k, 
Who olten has made me, by looking afkery, ſick. 


DR. HELSHAM'S ANSWER. 


THE Doctor firſt rhyme would make any Jew 
ſick : 
I know it has made a fine lady in blue ſick, 


For which ſhe is gone in a coach to Killbrew ſick, 


Like a hen 1 once had, from a fox when ſhe flew 


a lady at St. Patrick's did ſpew ſick, 
the reſt of the folks in the pew ſick ; 
bled her, his lancet out drew 


p 


ſick. 
There's a gameſter in town, for a throw that he 


threw ſick, 
And yet the old trade of his dice he'll purſue ſick ; 
I've known an old miſer for paying his due fick ; 
At preſent I'm grown by a pinch of my ſhoe fick, 
And what w you have me with verſes to do 
ſick ? 
Es and 1'll ſend you ſome —— 


$Wwi!'T's POEM $. 


Of rhymes I've a plenty 


Anſwered the ſame day when ſent, Nov. 23. 


1 deſire you will carry both theſe to the DoQor 
together with his own ; and let him know we are 
not perſons to be inſulted. \ 

Can you match with me, 


My brother's come over with from . 
Lal niphr | came home in » form that thn hs: 
ck ; 
This moment my dag at a cat I halloo fick ; 
| hear, from good hands, that my poor couſin 
Hugh's ſick, 
By quaihng a bottle, and pulling a ſcrew fick : 
And now there's no more I can write (you'll ex- 
cuſe fick ; 
You ſce that I ſcorn to mention word muſick. 
I'll do my beſt, 
To ſend the reſt ; 
Without a j 
3 I'll and 2 5 
ines that 1 ſend 11 
=” you, I hope you'll peruſe 
I'll make you with writing a little more news fick : 
Rn | came home with drinking of booze 
ck ; 
My carpenter ſwears that he'll hack and he'll be- 
ck ; 
An officer's lady, I'm told, is rattoo fick : 
I'm „„ 


Lord ! I could write a dozen more; 
You ſee, I've mounted thirty-four. 


S&T PI 06 R A M 


ON THE BUSTS FIN RICHMOND HERMITAGE. 1731. 
Sic fibi lætantur Docti 


Win honour thus by Carolina plac'd, 
How are theſe venerable buſtoes grac'd ! 
0 Queen, with more than regal title crown'd, 
For lov: of arts and piety renown'd ! 


* The lines thus marked” were written by Dr. 


+ Newton, Locke, Clarke, and Woolaſſon- 
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S ALF FIA LEI tj 


s WIT IT'S 


How do the friends of virtue joy to ſee 

Her darling ſons exalted thus by thee ! 

to their fame can now be added more, 
Rever'd by her whom all mankind adore. 


r 


Lewis the living learned fed, | 


And rais d the ſcientific head: 


Our Queen, to ſave her meat, 
Exalts the head that cannot cat. 


A concussion drawn from the above Er1cxans, 


and ſent to the DxArIE A. 

SINCE Anna, whoſe bounty thy merits had fed, 
Ere her own was laid low, had exalted thy head; 
And ſince our Queen to the wiſe is ſo juſt, 
To raiſe heads for ſuch as are humbled in duſt ; 

1 wonder, good man, that you are not envaulted; 
Pr'ythee, go and be dead, and be doubly exalted. 


Dx. SwirT's ANSWER. 


HER majeſty never ſhall be my exalter ; 
And yet ſhe would raiſe me, I know, by a halter ! 


1 — 


TO THE REVEREND DR. SWIFT, 


| WITH A PRESENT OF A PAPER-BOOK FINELY 
BOUND ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, NOVEMBER 3O, 


1732. 
By JOHN EARL OF ORRERY. 


O thee, dear Swift, theſe ſpotleſs leaves I ſend; 
Small is the preſent, but ſincere the friend. 
ink not ſo poor a book below thy care ; 

Who knows the price that thou canſt make it bear? 
Though tawdry now, and, like Tyrilla's face, 
The ſpecious front ſhines out with berrow'd grace; 
Though paſte-boards, glittering like a tinſel'd coat, 
A raſa tabula within denote : 
Yet, if a venal and corrupted age, 
And modern vices, ſhould provoke thy rage ; 
M, warn d once more by their impending fate, 
A ſinking country and an injur'd ſtate 
Thy great aſſiſtance ſhould again demand, 
And call forth reaſon to defend the land; 
Then ſhall we view theſe ſheets with glad ſurpriſe 
luſpir'd with thought, and ſpeaking to our eyes: 
Each vacant ſpace ſhall then, enrich'd, diſpenſe 
True force of eloquence, and nervous ſenſe ; 
inform the judgment, animate the heart, 
And ſacred rules of policy impart. 
The ſpangled covering, bright with ſplendid ore, 
Shall cheat the ſight with empty ſhow uo more ; 


N 


In praiſe of long 
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But lead us inward to thoſe golden mines, 

Where all thy ſcul in native luſtre ſhines. 

So when the eye ſurveys ſome lovely fair, 

With bloom of beauty grac'd, with ſhape and air; 
Huw is the rapture heighten'd, when we find 
Her form excell d by her ccleſtial mind! 


VERSES LEFT WITH A SILVER 
STANDISH 


ON THE DEAN OF sr. PATRICK'S BESR. 
ON HIS BIRTH DAY. 
BY DR. DELANY. 


ITHER from Mexico I came, 
To ſerve a proud lernian dame : 
Was long ſubmitted to her will; 
At length ſhe loſt me at guadrille. 
Through various ſhapes I often paſs'd, 
Still hoping to have reſt at laſt ; 
And ſtill ambicious to obtain 
Admittance to the patriot dean ; 
And ſometimes within his door, 
But ſoon turn d out to ſer ve the poor® ; 
Not ſtrolling Idleneſs to aid, 
But honeſt Induſtry decay d. 

At length an artiſt purchas'd me, 
And wrought me to the ſhape you ſee. 
This done, to Hermes I apply'd : 

O Hermes! gratify my pride; 


I grant your ſuit, the God reply d; 
And here he leſt me to reſide. 


7 MS WS 


OCCASIONED BY 
THE FOREGOING PRESENTS. 


PAPER-BOOK is ſent by Boyle, 
Too neatly gilt for me ro ſoil. 
Delany ſends a ſilver ſtandiſh, 
When Ino more a pen can brandiſh. 
Let both around my tomb be plac'd, 
As trophies of a Muſe deceas d: 
And let the friendly lines they writ 
ed wit 
Be grav'd on cither fide in columns, 
More to my praiſe than all my volumes, 


* Alluding to 500). a year leat by the Dean, without 
intereſt, tv pour tradeſmen, # 


422 $WIFT'S POEMS. 


To burſt with envy, ſpite, and rage, 
The Vandals of the preſent age. 


THE BEASTS CONFESSION TO 
* THE PRIEST. 


ON OBSERVING HOW MOST MEN MISTAKE 
THEIR OWN TALENTS. 1732. 


They Rtill 2 2 ap be * 
can every day,, 

As much as now we find in men. 

It 'd, when a plague broke out 

(Which therefore made them more devout), 
The king of brutes (to make it plain, 

Of quadrupeds I only mean) 


proclamation gave 
2 

Should to the prieſt confeſs their fins ; 
And thus the pious wolf begins : 
Good father, I muſt own with ſhame, 
That often 1 have been to blame : 


1 muſt confeſs, on Friday laſt, -— 


Wretch that 1 was ! 1 broke my faſt : 

But I defy the baſeſt tongue 

To prove | did my neighbour wrong ; 

Or ever went to ſeek my food 

By rapine, theft, or thirſt of blood. ; 

The aſs, approaching next. conſeſs d, ; 
That in his heart he lov'd a jeſt : 

A wag he was, he needs muſt own, 
And could not let a dunce alone : 
Sometimes his friend he would not ſpare, 
But yet, the worſt that could be ſaid, 
He was a wit both born and bred ; | 
And, if it be a fin or ſhame, 

Nature alone muſt bear the blame: 

One fault he hath, is ſorry for't, 

His cars are half a foot too ſhort; 
Which could he to the ſtandard bring, 
He'd ſhew his face before the ing: 
Then for his voice, there's none diſputes 
That he's the nightingale of brutes. 

The ſwine with contrite heart allow'4, 
His ſhape and beauty made him proud : 
In diet was ps too nice, 

But gluttony was ne'er his vice: 

In every turn of life content, 

And meekly took what fortune ſcnt : 
Inquire through all the pariſh round, 
A berter neighbour ne'er was found : 
His vigilance might ſome diſpleaſe; 
Tis true, he hated floth like pcaſe. 

The mimic ape his chatter, 
How evil ton his life beſpattcr : : 
Much of the cenſuring world complain'd, 
Who ſaid, his gravity was feign'd : 

Indeed the ſtrictneſs of his morals 
Fngag'd him in a hundred quarrels : 
He ſaw, and he was griev'd to ſce't, 
His zeal was ſometimes indiſcreet ; 


ä 


. found his virtues too ſevere 
For our corrupted times to bear : 
Yet ſuch a lewd licentious age 
Might well excuſe a Stoic's rage. 
The goat advanc'd with decent pace ; 
And firſt excus'd his ful face ; 


Forgrveneſs 'd, appear'd 
(Tuns — 1 3 a beard. 
"Tis true, he was not much inclin'd 


| To ſondneſs for the female kind; 


Not, as his enemies object, 
From chance, or natural defect; 
Not by his frigid conſtitution ; 
But through a pious reſolution : 
For he had bed holy vow 
ans Monks do now ; 
v'd to for ever hence, 
And ſtrictl uy — 2s pry tor Reverence. 
Apply and you ſhall 
el it ſuits — 
Some faults we own : but can you gueſs ? 
— Why, virtues carried to nn, 
Wherewith our vanity endows us, 
Though ncither foe nor friend allows us. 
The lawyer ſwears (you maprely on't) 
He never ſqueez'd a needy client; 
And this he makes his conſtant rule; 
For which his brethren call him fool : 
His conſcience always was ſo nice, 
He freely gave the poor advice; 
By which he loſt, he may affirm, 
A hundred fees laſt Eaſter-term. 
While others of the learned robe 
Would break the patience of a Job, 
No pleader at the bar could match 
is diligence and quick diſpatch ; 
Ne er kept a cauſe, he well may boaſt, 
Above a term, or two at moſt, 
The cringing knave who ſecks a 
Without ſucceſs, thus tells his caſc : 
Why ſhould he longer mince the matter ? 
He fail'd, becauſe he could not flatter ; 
He had not learn'd to turn his coat, 
Nor for a party give his vote : 
His crime he quickly underſtood ; 
Too zealous for the nation's gyod : 
He found the miniſters reſent it, 
Yet could not for his heart repent it. 
The chaplain vows he cannot fawn, 
Though it would raiſe him to the lawn : 
He paſs'd his hours among his books; 
You find it in his meagre looks : 
He might, if he were worldly wiſe, 
Preferment get, and ſpare his eyes; 
But own*d he had a ſtubborn ſpirit, 


| That made him truſt alone to merit : 


Would riſe by merit to promotion ; 
Alas ! a mere chimeric notion. 
The doctor, if you will believe him, 


Conſeſs d a fin ; and, (God forgive him!) 


Call'd up at midnight, ran to ſave 
A blind old beggar from the grave : 
But ſce how Satan ſpreads his ſnares ; 


He quite forgot to ſay his prayers. 


25 * The pr ieſ hit aonfeſſor. 
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He ſhuns apothecaries 
And hates to cram the ſick with flops : 


Have often is'd to their ſhame. 
The tells you, with a facer, 
His fault is to be too ; 
And, having no ſiniſter ends, 

Is apt to diſoblige his friends. 

The nation's good, his maſter's glory, 
Without d ro Whig or Tory, 
Were all the ſchemes he had in view; 
Yet he was ſeconded by few : 

Though ſome had ſpread a thouſand lyes, 
Tas be defcated the Exciſe. 

'Twas krown, though he had borne aſperſion, 
That - anding troops were his averſion : 
His practice was, in every ſtation, 

To ſerve the king, and pleaſe the nation; 
Though hard to find in every caſe 

The ſittæſt man to fili a place: 

His prom.ſes he ne*er forgot, 

But took memorials on the ſpot : 

His enemies, for want of charity, 

Said, he affected popularity: 

"Tis true, the people underſtood, 

That all he did was for their good; 
Their kind affections he has try d; 

No love is loſt on either ſide. 

He came to court with fortune clear. 
Which now he runs out every year : 
Muſt, at the rate that he goes on, 
Inevitably be undone : 

Oh! if his Majeſty would pleaſe 

To give him but a writ of eaſe, 

Would grant him licence to retire, 

As it hath long been his deſire, 

By fair accounts it would be found, 

He s poorer by ten thouſand pound. 
He owns, and hopes it is no fin, 

He ne'cr was partial to his kin; 

He thought it baſe for men in ſtations 
To crowd the court with their relations: 
His country was his deareſt mother, 
And every virtuous man his brother ; 
Through modeſty or awkward ſhame 
(For which he owns himſelf to blame), 
He ſound the wiſeſt man he could, 


Without reſpect to friends or blood; 


9 
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From fields Elyſian, fabling Æſop, 
I would accuſc him to his face 


For libeling the four-foot race. 
Creatures of every kind but ours 

Well comprehend their natural powers; 
While we, whom reaſon ought to ſway, 
Miſtake our talents every day. 

The aſs was never known ſo ſtupid 

To act the part of Tray or Cupid ; 
Nor leaps upon his maſter's lap, 

There to be ſtroak d, and fed with pap, 
As Zſop would the world perſuade; 
He better underſtands his trade: 


A compliment on human-kind : 
For here he owns, that now and then 
Beaſts may — into men. 


ADVICE TO A PARSON. 2732. 


| hate" gn the church ? be ſtupid 
and dull ; 

Be empty of learning, of inſolence full; 
Though lewd and immoral, be formal and grave, 
In flattery an artiſt, in fawning a flave ; 

No merit, no ſcience, no virtue, is wanting 
In him that 's accompliſh d in cringing and canting. 
Be ſtudious to practiſe true meanneſs of ſpirit; 
For who but lord Bolton * was mitred for merit ? 


Would you wiſh to be wrapt in a rechet ? in ſhort, 


Be pox'd and profane as F—n or Horte 
— 


THE PARSON*'S CASE. 


HAT you, friend Marcus, like a Stoick, 
Can wiſh to die in ſtrains heroic, 
No real fortitude implies: 
Yet, all muſt own, thy wiſh is wiſe. 
Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife, 
Thy buſy, drudging ſcene of life, 
Thy inſolent, illiterate vicar, 
Thy want of all-conſoling liquor, 


+ At that time biſbop of Kilmore. 
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And make thy Curateſhip a Dean; 
| —— ny gn; 

With labour ſmall, and income great; 
With chariot lefs for uſc than Rate ; 


With ſwelling ſcarf and gloſſy gown, 
And licence to refide in town; 


ladies! though their buſineſs be to play, 
| "Tis hard they muſt be buſy night and day 
Nor take fome diverſions now and then? 
Had women been the makers of our laws 
{And why they were not, I can ſec no cauſe), 
The men ſhould ſlave at cards from morn to night, 
Anil female pleaſures be to read and write. 


A LOVE SONG, 
IN THE MODERN TASTE. 1733. 


. I. 
LUTTERING fpread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o er my heart; 
1 a flave in thy dominiens; 
Nature muſt give way to art 
I. | 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er your flocks, 
See my weary days conſuming 
All beneath yon flowery rocks. 
III. 


Thus the Cyprian goddeſs weeping 


— Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth : 
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See the bird of i 
Melody refgns wo fate 25 


On the Words BROTHER PROTESTANTS, 
and FELLOW CHRISTIANS, 


So familiarly uſed by the Advocates for the 
of the TzsT-acT in IxtLanD. 1733. 


N inundation, ſays the fable, 
O'erflow'd a farmer's barn and ſtable ; 

Whole ricks of hay, and ſtacks of corn, 
Were down the ſudden current borne ; 
While things of heterogeneous kind 
Together float with tide and wind. 
The generous wheat its pride, 
And ſail'd 2 — by ſide; 
Uniting all, to their amity, 
As in a general calamity. 
A ball of new- dropt horſe's dung, 
Mingling with apples in the throng, 
Said to the pippin plump and prim, 
See, brother, how we apples ſwim,” 

Thus Lamb, renown'd for cutting corns, 
An offer'd fee of Radcliff ſcorns : 
Not for the world we doors, brother, 
« Muſt take no fees of one another.” 
Thus to a Dean ſome Curate floven 
Subſcribes, « Dear Sir, your brother loving.“ 
Thus all the footmen, ſhoe-boys, porters, 
About St. James's, cry. We courtiers.” 
Thus H—e in the houſe will prate, 
Sir, we the miniſters of ſtate,” 
Thus at the bar the blockhead Betteſworth, 


Though half a crown o'crpays his ſweat's worth, 
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Calls 

And t 

Doctrine 

Are Brother 

As much as Hebrews and Philiſtines : 
But in no other ſenſe, than nature 
Has made a rat our fellow-creature. 
Lice from your body ſuck their food; 


POEMS 


Employments 

But be they Engliſh, Iriſh, Scottiſh, 

What Proteſtant can be ſo ſottiſh, 

While o'er the church theſe clouds are gathering, 
To call a ſwarm of lice his brethren ? 


As Moſes, by divine advice, 
In turn'd the duſt to lice ; 
And as our ſects, by all deſcriptions, 
Have hearts more harden'd than Egyptians 
As from the trodden duſt they ſpring, 
And, turn'd to lice, infeſt the king : 
For pity's ſake, it would be juſt, 
A red ſhould turn them back to d. 
Let folks in high or holy ſtations 
Be proud of owning ſuch relations; 
Let courtiers hug them in their boſom, 
As if they were afraid to loſe 'em : 
While I, with humble Job, had rather 
Say to corruption“ Thou 'rt my father.” 
For he that has ſo little wit 
To nouriſh vermin, may be biz. 


THE YAHOO'S OVERTHROW ; 


OR, 
THE KEVAN BAYL'S NEW BALLAD, 
UPON SERKJEANT KITE'S INSULTING THE BEAN. 


To the Tune of © Derry down.” 
OLL Y boys of St. Kevan's, St. Patrick's, Donore 


And Smithfield, I 'I tell you, if not told before 
ow Betteſworth, that booby, and ſcoundrel in 


grain 
Hach inſulted us all by inſulting the Dean. 
Knock Lim down, down, down, knock bim down. 


The Dean and his merits we every one know; 
But this ſkip of a Lawyer, where the De'el did he 
w? 
How greater his merit at Four Courts or Houſe, 
Than the barking of Towzer, or leap of a loule ? 
K neck bim down, &c. 
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That he came from the Temple, his morals do 
ſhow 


————— — "Xn 
More lampooning, pleading ar . 
4 Knock bim down, &. 


This pedlar, at ſpeaking and making of laws, 
Hath met with returns of all ſorts but applauſe ; 


What honeſter folks never durſt for their ears. 
Kriel bim down, &c. 
Of all ſizes and ſorts, the fanatical crew 
Are his Brother Protcſtants, good men and true; 


Red hat, and blue bonnet, and turbant 's the ſame : ' 
What the De el is t to him whence the Devil they 


came ? 
Knock bim down, &c. 
Hobbes, Tindal, and Woolſton, and Collins, and 


Nayler, 
And Mugglcton, Toland, and Bradley the Taylor, 
Are Chriſtians alike; and it may be averr'd, 
He 's a Chriftian as good as the reſt of the herd. 
Kneck bim down, &c. 


He only the rights of the clergy debates, 
Their rights! their importance! We ll ſet on new 
rates 


On their tithes at halſ-nothing,their prieſthood at leſs: 
What 's next to be voted, with caſe you may gueſs. 
Knock bim down, &c. 


At length his Old Maſter {I need not him name) 
To this damnable Speaker had long ow'd a ſhame ; 
When his ſpeech came abroad, he paid him off clean, 
By leaving him under the pen of the Dean. 

Kneck bim down, &c. 


He kindled, as if the whole Satire had been 
The oppreſhon of Virtue, not wages of Sin . 
He began, as he bragg'd, with a rant and a roar ; 
He bragg'd how he bounc'd, and he ſwore how he 


ſwore. 
Knock bim down, &c. 
Though he cring'd to his Deanſhip in very low 
ſtrains, 


To others he boaſted of knocking out brains, 
And flitting of noſes, and cropping of cars, 
While his own aſs's zaggs were more fit for the 
ſhears. 
» | Knock bim down, &c. 


On this Worrier of Deans whene'er we can hit, 
We 'll ſhew him the way how to crop and to flit; 
We lll teach him ſome better addreſs to afford 


To the Dean of all Deans, though he wears not a 


ſword. 
Kneck him down, &c. 
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We'll colt him through: Kevan, St. Patrick's, 
Donore, 


And Smithfield, as Rap was ne'er colted before; 

r powder him with. 

A mob right fie for infolters of Deane. 
Knock bim down, &c. 


And, when this is over, we ll make him amends; 
To the Dean be ſhall go; they ſhall kiſs and be 
friends : 


But how ? Why, the Dean ſhall to him diſcloſe 
A face for to kiſs, without cyes, cars, or noſe. 


Knock him down, &c. 
2 that is reckon d 
That at law whom we call Kite the Second, 


You . 
eg een man's po 


Keck bim down, Bec. 
What care we how high runs his or pride? 
his ſoul he defpiſcs, he his hide; 


Then fear not his tongue, or his ſword, or his 


He A take his revenge on his innocent wife. 
Knock bim down, down, down, beep bim down. 


S 
on THE / f 


 ARCHBISHOP OF CASHEL, 
AND BETTESWORTH. 


DD 


move ? 
world is in doubt, whether hatred or love; 
Aud, while at good Caſhel you rail with ſuch ſpite, 
They fhrewdly ſuſpeR it is all but a bite. 
You certainly know, though ſo loudly you vapour, 
His ſpite cannot wound, who attempted the Drapier, 
Then, pr*ythee, reflect, take a word of advice; 
And, as your old wont is, change fidesin a trice: 
— 2 tis the very beſt way ; 
And ſay of the man what all honeſt men ſay. 
Bur if, till obdurate, your anger remains; 
If ſtill your foul boſom more rancour contains; 
Say n * laviſhly flatter, 
Tis alone can beſpatter: 
2 me leave to ſpeak 
plain, 
Like a very foul mop, dirty more than they clean. 
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LL human race would fain be ., 
And millious miſs for one that bits. 


Young's univerſal pation, 7 + 
Was never known to ſpread fo 


1 Not infants 


| 
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3. Britain, could you ever bouſt 
ogy ob ln ner cdl 
Our chilling climate 


r= hk A 


form grew — 57> tl 

What reaſou can there be aſkhgn'd 
For this in the mind ? 
Brutes find out where their talents lie: 
A bear will not _— 

A founder*'d borſe will oft' debate, 


— 2 — 

A A by inſtinct turns aſide, 

53 — nmretegg 
ut Na we find the only creature 


And, where bis genius leaſt inclines, 
————— 

Not empire to the riſing ſun 
; Sena was. conduct, fortune won; 
Not higheſt <oiſcom in debates 
For framing laws to govern ſtates; 
Not ſkill in ſciences profound, 
1 — deems: 
Such heavenly influence require, 
As how to ſtrike the Muſe's byre. 
Not 's brat on bulk begot; 
Not baſtard of a Scot ; 
Not boy brought up to 
The ſpawn 


Of gipfecs littering under 

Are ſo diſqualify'd by fate 

To riſe in church, or law, or ſtate, 
As he whom Phebvus in his ire 
Hach blaſted with poetic fire. 


5 What hope of cuſtom in the fair, 


While pot a ſoul demands your ware? 
Where you have nothing to produce 
For private life, or public uſe, 

Court, city, country, want you not; 
You cannot bribe, betray, or plot. 
For poets, law makes no proviſion; 
The wealthy have you in derifion : 

Of ſtate affairs you cannot ſmatter ; 


Your portion, taking Britain round, 
Was juſt one annual hundred pound ; 
Now not ſo much as in remainder, 


| Since Cibber brought-in an attainder ; 


Far ever fix'd by right divine 


How unproportion'd to thy pains | 
And here a frmile comes pat in: 


The gueſts in leſs than half an hour 
Will more than half a ſcore devour. 
So, atter toiling twenty days 

To earn a ſtock of pence and praiſe, 
Thy labours, grown the critick's prez, 
Are ſwallow*d o'er a diſh of tra; 
Gone to be never heard of more, 


Gone where the cbichens went before. 
2 


Bride well or the ſtews ; 
dropt, the ſpurious pledges 


Are awkward when you try to flarter : 


(A monarch's right) on Grub-ſtreet line. 
Poor ſtarveling bard, how ſmall thy gains! 


h chickens take a month to ſatten, 


25 


50 


53 
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How ſhall a new 2ttempter learn 
of different ſpirits to diſcern, 
And how diſtingulih which is which, 
The poet's vein, or ſeril bling itch ? 
Then hear an old experienc'd finner, 
inſtructing thus a young beginner. 

Conſult yoarſclf, and if you find 
A powerful impulſe urge your mind, 
Impartial judge within your breaſt 
What iubze&t you can manage beſt ; 
Whether your genius molt inclines 
To ſatire, praiſe, or humourous lines, 
To ele;ies in mournſui tone, 

Or prologue ſent ſcom hand unknown. 
Then, riſing with Aurora's light, 

The Muſe invok'd, fir down to write; 
Blot out, correct, inſrrt, refine, 

Enlarge, diminiſh, interline ; 

Be mindſul, when invention fails, 

To ſcratch your head, and bite your nails, 

Your poem finiſh'd, next your care 
Is needful to tranſcribe it fair. 

In modern wit all printed traſh is 
get off with numerous hre and daſbes. 

To ſtateſmen would you give a wipe, 
You print it in Italic type. 

When letters are in vulgar ſhapes, 
Tis ten to one the wit eſcapes ; 
But, when in capitals expreſt. 

Ihe dulleſt reader ſmokes the jeſt : 
Or elſe perhaps he may invent 

A better than the poet meant ; 

As learned commentators view 

In Homer more than Homer knew. 

Your poem in its modiſh dreſs, 

Correctly fitted for the preſs, 
Convey by penny-poſt to Lintot, 
But let no friend alive look into t. 
If Lintot thinks *twill quit the cot, 

You need not fear your labour loſt: 
And how agrceabl; ſurpris d 
Are you to ler it advertis d ! 

The hawker ſhews you one in print, 
As freſh as farthings from the mint : 
The product of your toil an ſweating ; 
A baſtard of your own be-erting. 

B. ſure at Will's, the following day, 
Lie ſnug, and hear what criticks lay; 
And, if you find the general vogue 
Pronounces you a ſtupid rogue, 
Paran« all your thou hts as low and little, 
Sit ſtill, and ſwallow down your pittle. 
Be filent as a politician, 
For talkivg may beget ſuſpicion : 
Or praiſe the judgment of the town, 
And help yourſelf to run it down. 
Give up your fond paternal pride, 
Nor argue on the weakcr ſide: 
For pocms read without a name 
We juſtly praiſe, or juſtly blame; 
Aud criticks have no partial views, 
Except they know whom they abuſe : 
And, fince you ne'er provoke their ſpite, 
Depend upon t their judgment 's right. 
But if you blab, you are undone ; 
Conſider what a riſk you run. 

Vor. V. 
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You loſe your credit all at once ; . 

The town will mark you for a dunce ; 

The v:'eſt doggrel, Grub-ftreet ſ-nds, 

Will paſs for yours with foes and friends; 140 


And you muſt b-ar the whole diſgrace, 
Till ſome ireh blockhead takes your place. 
| Your (ecret kept, your poem ſunk, 
An1ſ-nt in quires to line a trunk, 
If ill you be diſpos'd to rhyme, 
Go try your hand a ſecond time. . 
Again you fail: yet Se 's the word; 
Take courage, and attempt a third. 
But firſt with care employ your thoughts 
+ here criticks mark'd your former fauirs ; 
Phe trivial turns, the borrow'd wit, 
Che files that nothing fic ; 
The cant which every vol repews, 
Town jeſts and coffee houſe cunceits; 
eſcripti ns tetous, flit and dry, 
\nd introduc'd the Lord knows why : 
Or where we fi» our fury ſet 
Agaiuſt the harmleſ« alphabet; 
O A's and B's your malice vert, 
Wh L. readers wonder whom you meant; 
A pu" ic or a private robber 
a flateſman, or a South-ſea jobber ; 
A relate who no God believes; 
Apul:ament, or den of thicevrs; 
A pick-puric at the ba or bench; 
A dutcheſs, or a ſubuch-wench : 
Or oft*', when epithers you link 
In gaping lines to fill a chink ; 
Like ſtepping · ſtones to ſave a ftride, 
In firects where kennels are too wide; 
Or liks a heel-piece;g to ſupport 
A cripple with one foot too ſhort ; 
Or like a bridge, that joins a mariſh 
To moorlands of 2 different pariſh. 
o have I ſeen ili- coupled hounds 
Drag iſferent w-ys in miry grounds. 
So geograpners in Afric maps 
ith ſavage pictur is fill their 
And o'er unhabitable downs 
Place elephants for want of towns. 
But, though you miſs your third eſſay, 
You nced not throw your pen away. 
Lay now aſide all thoughts of fame, 
Co ſpring more profitable game. 
From party- merit ſeek ſupport ; 
The vi eſt verſe thrives beſt at court. 
pamph et iu dir Bob's defence 
Ai never fail to bring- in pence : 
Nor be concern'd about th ſ{als, 
rie pays his workmen on the nail. 
A prince, the moment he is crown'd, , 
Inherits every virtue round, 
As emblems of rhe fovercign power, 
Lixe other bgubles in the ower ; 
Is e&-nerous, valiant, juſt, and wiſc, 
And ſo continues till he dies: 
Ris numble ſrate this protuilt-s, 
In all their 2-1-6 es, r, adiirejes. 
But once you Jix |: i111 an the tomb, 
His virtucs lade, lus vices bloom: 
and each peri Bios, wong imputed, 
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Is icy at his denh onkfu:ed. 
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The loads of poems in his praiſe, 
Aſcending, make one funeral blaze : 
As ſoon as you can hear his knell, 

This god on earth turns devil in hell: 
And Jo ! his miniſters of ſtate, | 
Transform'd to imps, his levee wait; 
Where, in the ſcenes of endleſs woe, 
They ply their former arts below; 
And, as they fail in Charon's boar, 
Contrive to bribe the judge's vote; 

To « erberus they give a ſop, 

His triple-herking mouth to ſtop; 

Or in the ivory gate of dreams 

Project Exciſe aud South-ſca ſchemes ; 
Or hire their party-pamphlleteers 

Jo ſet Elyſium by the cars. 

$ Then, poet, if you mean to tlirive, 

* Enpley your Muſe on kings alive: 
With prudence gathering up a cluſter 
Of zu the virtucs you can muſter, 
Which, ſorm'd into a garland ſweet, 
Lay humbly at your monarch's feet ; 
M ho. as the odours reach his throne, 
Will ſmile, aud think them all his own ; 
For dase and gel both determine 

All virtues lodge in royal ern: inc: 

(1 mean the oracles of both, 

M ho ſhall depoſe it upon oath.) 

Your garland in the following reign, 
Change but the names. will do again. 

But, if you think this trade too baſe, 
(Which tcidom is the dunce's caſe) 
Put on the critick's brow, and fit 
At Will's the puny judge of wit. 

A nod, a ſhrug, a ſcorntul ſmile, 

With cauticu us'd, may ſerve a while. 
Proceed no iurther in your part, 

Beſor you learn the terms of art; 
For you can never be too far gone 

In all our modern criticks' jurgen: 
Then talk with more authentic face 

Of wnities, in time and place ; 

Get ſcraps of Horace from your fricuds, 
And have them at your finger che; 
Learn Ariſtotle's rul-s by rote, | 
And at all hazards Luldly quote; 
Judicious Rymer oſt review, 

Wiſe Dermis, and profound Boſſu; 
Read all the pre/aces of Dryden, 

For theſe our criticks much confide in 
(Thoveh merely writ at firit ſor filling, 
To raite the volumc's price a ſhilling ), 

A forward critick oſten dupcs us 
With ſham quotations pori bup/ſcus ; 
And if we have not read Longinus, 
Will magiſterially outſhine us. 

Then, lc with Greck he over-run ye, 
Procure the book for love or money, 
Tran! ated from Boileau's trerflation, 
And quote guatation on guetation. 

At Will's vou hear a pacm read, 
Where Bartus ixom the table-acad, 
Nec lining on his ctbow-chair, 

Gives ju gn ent with deciſive air; 
To whom the tribe of circling wits 
Ai to ar oracle tubmits. 
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He gives directions to the town, 
To cry it up, or run it down ; 
Like courticrs, when they ſend a note. 


Inſtructing members how to vote. 


He ſets the ſtamp of bad and 

Though not a word be underſtood. 

Your teflon lcarn'd, you I be ſecure 
To get the name of connoiſſeur : 

And, when your merits once are known, 
Procure diſciples of your own 

For poets {you can never want em) 

Spi cad through Auguita Ti inobantum, 
Computing by their pecks of coals, 
Amount to juſt nine thouſand ſouls : 
Theſe o'er ther proper diſtrict» govern, 
Of wit and humour zudpes ſovereign. 
In every ſtrcet a city-berd 

Rulcs, like an ald rman, his ward; 
His undiſputed rights extend 

Through all the lane, from end to end; 


The neighbours round admire his ſorewdng/7 


For ſongs of [»:alty and lewwdneſs ; 
Out-done by none m rhyming well, 
Althou h he never learn d to ſpell, 


Two bordering wits contend for glory ; 


And one is Whig. and one is Tory : 
And this for epics claims the bays, 
And that for clegiac lays : 
Some fam'd for numbers ſoft and ſmooth, 
By lovers ſpoke in Punch's booth; 
And {ome as juſtly fame extols 
For loſty lines in Smithficld drolls. 
Bavius in Wapping gains renown, 
And Mzvius reigns o'er Kentiſh-town : 
Tigellius, plac'd in Phæbus' car, 
From Ludgate ſhines to Temple-bar: 
Harmonious Cibber entertains 
he court with annual birth-day ſtrains ; 
Whence Gay was baniſh'd in diſgrace ; 
Where Pope will never ſhew kis face ; 
Where Young muſt torture his invention 
To flatter #naves, or loſe his penſion. 

But theſe are not a thouſandth part 
Of jobbers in the poet's art, 
Attending each his proper ſtation, 
And all in duc ſubordination, 
Through every alley to be found, 
la garre:s high, or under ground 
And when they join their pericranies, 
Out ſkips a book of miſcellanies 
Hobbes clearly proves that every creature 
Lives in a ſta -e of war or nature. 
The greater tor the imalleſt watch, 
But meddle ſeldom with their match. 
A whale of moderate ſize will draw 
A ſhoal of herrings down his maw ; 
A fox with geeſe his belly crams; 
A wolf deſtroys a thouſand lambs : 
Eut ſcarch among the rhyming race, 
The brave are worry'd by the baſe. 


en Parnaſſus' top you ſit, 


You rarc!y bite, are always bit. 


265 ] Eack poet ol inferior ſize 


On you ſhall rail and criticiſe, 
And ſtrive to tear you limb from limb; 
Wale others do as much for him, 
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The vermin only teaſe and pinch 
Their foes ſuperior by an inch. 
So, naturaliſts obſerve, a flea 
Hath ſmaller fleas that on him prey ; 
And theſe have ſmaller ſtill to bite em, 
And ſo proceed ad infinitum. _ 
Thus every poet in his kind 
Is bit by him that comes behind: 
Who, though too little to be ſeen, 
Can teaſe, and gall, and give the ſpleen ; 
Call dunces fools and ſous of whores, 
Lay Grub-ſtreet at cach oth:r's doors; 
Extol the Greek and Roman maſters, 
And curſe our modern poetaſtcrs ; 
Complain, as many an ancient bard did, 
How genius 15 ne more rewarded ; 
How wrong a taſte prevails among us; 
How much our anceſtors outſung us; 
Can perſonate an awkward ſcorn 
For thoſe who are not poets born; 
And all thcir brother-dunces laſh, 
Who croud the preſs with hourly traſh. 
O Grub-ſtreet ! how do l bemoan the, 
Whoſe gracelcis.children ſcorn to own ther! 
Their filial piety ſorgot, 
Deny their country, like a Scat ; 
Though, by their idiom and grim ge, 
They ſoon betray their native place : 
Yet thou haſt greater cauſe to be 
Aſham'd of them, than they of thee, 
Degenerate from their ancient brood. 
Since firſt the court allow'd them ſood. 
Remains a difficulty ſtill, 
To purchaſe fame by writing ill. 
From Flecknoe down to Howard's time, 
How few have reach d the low ſublime / 
For when our high-born Howard dy'd, 
Blackmore alone his place ſupply d: 
And, leſt a chaſm ſhould intervene, 
When dcath had ſiniſh'd Blackmore's reign, 
The leaden crowns de volv'd to thee, 
Great poet of the hollow tree. 
But ah ! how unſecure thy throne ! 
A thouſand bards thy right diſown : 
'Chey plot to turn, in ſactious zeal, 
Duncenia to a common weal ; 
And with rebeltious arms pretend 
An equal privilege to deſcend. 
In bulk there arc not more degrees 
From elephants to mites in cheeſe, 
Than what à curious cyc may trace 
In creatures of the rhyming race. 
From bad to worſe, and worſe, they fall; 
But who can reach the worſt of all ? 
For though, in nature, depth and height 
Are equally held infinite; 
In poctry, the height we know; 
Tu only infinite below. 
For inſtance : when you raſhly think, 
No rhymer can like Welſted fink, 
His merits balanc'd, you ſhall find 
The Laurcat leaves him far behind. 
Concai ten, more aſpiring bard, 
Soars downwards deeper by a yard. 
zuart Jemmy Moor with vigour drops 
The reſt purſue as thick as hops. 
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With heads to points the gulph they enter, 
Link'd perpendicular to the contre ; | 
And, as their heels clated rifc, 
Their heads attempt the nether ſkies, 
| Oh, what indignity and ſhame, 
To proſtitute the Muſe's name 
By flattering kings, whom Heaven defign'd 
The plagues and icour ges of mankind ; 
Bred up in ig orance and floth, 
And every vice that nurſes both. — 
Fair Britain, in thy monarch ble, 
Whole virtues bear rhe fricto ( teſt; 
Whom nev-r faction could beſpatter, 
Nor miniſter nor po-t Hatter ; . 
What jaſtice in rewaramys merit! 
What magnan: mit of ſurit! 
i What linea ments divine we tree 
{ Through all his figure, mien, and face! 
Though peace with olive bind his lian la, 
Conlecfs'd the congu-ring hero ſtands. 
| Hlydaipes, Ins, aud die Ganges, 
Dread from his hard impending change“. 
rom him the artar and the Caiacſe, 
Snort by the knw 8, intreat ſor Peale. 
| The conf h his Une and bed, 
| A periect word ich horn and bred, 
1A Punt Q luverrign judge ro nt 
| On leazniag, claqnnce, and wit. 
| Our c:cit ee, divinc lülus, 
| (Late, very late, oh may he rule us) 
What early manhond has he ſh-wH, 
| Before his cowny beard was grown ! 
Ihen think, what wonders will be done, 
| By going on as he begun, 
An heir for PBric-in to ſecure 
As long as ſun and moon endore. 
The remnant of the royal blood 
| Comes pourin on me bike a flog: 
Pright goldefirs, in number five ; 
| Duke Wilitzm, ſweeteit prince al. ve. 
Now ſing tae ini der of Hale, 
Who hies Nour without 2 mate. 
| Oblcrve with hat jeſtic port 
This Atlas ſtands to prop the court: 
Intent the putzlic arhts to way, 
Like pr:: {mt rabiu-, by d. l y. 
Thau ꝑ cat viceregert of tlie king, 
Thy pr. ies vicy Xluſe ſnhall f: 
In ali aF.urs ti, fole Gro Nur, 
Ol wit aud learning ot protector; 
| Theourh f. nal the tie thou haft to! 
The church is rhy peculiar cars. 
of pu raren nat a itock 
| You chovle, to rule the ſible flock! 
| You railc the honour of the pecra;”e, 
Proud to wricnd you at the Reerage, 
You dignify the vowie race, 
Content youricl with iumbler ptare, 
1 Now Icarnr SE, valuur, virtue, lente, 
To titles ive the u- pretence.  __ 
. Fre Leheld thee with debglit 
Voach. af 19 e an agure krigl,t, 
| When on thy brerfts and des Here ulran 
II find rhe „Ar and firing cernea't, 
f Say, poet, in what other nat ion 
Stone ever erh goricilauen ! 
H h h 2 
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Attend ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 
And tune your herps, and firow your bays; 
Your panegyricks here provide; 
You cat not err on flattury's ſide. 
Above the ſturs ex lt your ſtyle, 
You ſtill are low ten thovſand mile. 
On Lewis all his bards bcſtow'd 
Of incenſe many a thouſand load; 
But Europe mortify'd his pride, 
And ſwore the ſawning raſcals y'd- 
Yet what the world refu«'d to Lewis, 
Apply'd to George, exactly true is. 
Exoctly true! invidious poet ! 
is ſiſty thouſand times below it. 
Tranſlate me now ſome lines, if you can, 

From Virgil, Ovid, *.'ortial, Lucan. 
They could all power in Heaveu divide, 
And do no wrong on cither fide ; 
1 hcy teach you how to ſplit a hair, 
Give George and Jove an equal ſhare. 
Yet why Id we be lac'd fo ſtrait ? 
In give my monarch butter-weight. 
And reaſon good; for many a year 
— never intermeddled here: 

cor, though His pricfts be duly paid, 
Did ever we defire bis aid : * 
We now can better do without him, 
Since Woolſton gave us arms to rout him. 

Catera deſiderantur. 
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AHOR ACE, BCOK IV. ODE XIX. IMITATED. 
To Humenzy Faexcn, Eſq.* 1733. 


PATRON of the tuneful throng, 
Ch! too nice, and too ſevere ! 
1 aink not that my country ſong 
Shall diſplcaſe thy honeſt car. 


Choſen ſtrains I proudly bring; 
Which the Muſes“ ſacred choir, 
When they gods and heroes ſing, 
Dictate to th' harmonious lyre. 
Ancient Homer, princcly bard ! 
Tuſt precedence ſtill maintains; 
With ſacred rapture ſtill are heard 
Thebzn Pindar's lofty ſtrains. 
Still the old triumphant ſong, 
Which, when hated tyrants fell, 
Great Alczus boldly ſung, 
Warns, inſtructs, and pleaſes well. 
Nor h+s Time's all- darkeuing ſhade 
In obſcure oblivion preſs d 
What Anacreon laugh'd and play'd ; 
Gay Auacreen, drunken priett ! 
Gentle Sappho, love-fick Muſe, 
Warms the heart with amorous fire; 
Still her tendereſt notes infuſe 
Melting repture, ſoft deſire. 


* Lord-mayor of Dublin. N. 
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| Beauteous Helen, yorng and gay, 
By a painted fopiing won, 

Went not firſt, fair nymph, aſtray, 
Fondly plcas'd to be undone. 


Nor young Teucer's ſlaughtering bow, 
Nor bold He d or's dreadful ſword, 
Alone the terrors of the foe, 
Sow'd the ficld with boſtile blood. 


Many valiant chicfs of old 


| Greatly liv'd and died, before 


} Agamemnon, Grecian bold, 
Way'd the ten years' famous war. 


But their names, unſung, unwept, 
Unrecorded, loſt and gone, 

Long in endleſe uight have flept, 

And ſhall now no more be known. 


Virtue, which the poet's care 
| Has not well confign'd to fame, 
Lies, as in the ſepulchre 
Some old king without a name. 


But, O Humphry, great and free, 
While my tuncful ſongs are read, 
Old forgetful Time on thee 
Dark oblivion ne'er ſhall ſpread. 


When the deep-cut notes ſhall fade 
On the mouldering Parian ſtoue, 
On the braſs no more be read 


Forgotten all the enemies, 
Envious G——n's cur{ed ſpite, 
And P——TV derogating lies, 
Loſt and ſunk in Stygian night ; 
Still thy labour and thy care, 
What for Dublin thou haſt done, 
In full luſtre ſhall appear, 
And outſhine th* unclouded fun, - 


Large thy mind, and not untried, 
For Hibernia now doth ſtand ; 
Through the calm, or raging tide, 
Safe conducts the ſhip to land. 


Falſcly we call the rich man great ; 
He is only ſo that knows | 
| His plentiful or ſmall eſtate 
Wiſcly to enjoy and uſe. 


He, in wea'th or poverty, 
Fortune's power alike defies ; 
And falichood and diſhoneſty 
More than death abhors and flies : 


Flies from death No, meets it brave, 
| When the ſuffering ſo ſ-vere 

May from dreadful bondage fave 
| Clients, friends, or country dear. 


| This the ſovercicn man, compleat ; 
Hero; patriot ; glorious ; free ; 
| Rich and wiſe ; and good and great 
Generous Humphry, chou ar: Hc. 


A NEW 


SWIFT's POEMS. 
| 


A NEW SIMILE FOR THE LADIES. 


By Dr. SuerIDAN. 1733. 
« To make a writer miſs his end, 
« You 've nothing elſe to do but mend.“ 


OFTEN try'd in vain to find 

A {cmile jor woman-kind, 
A mile | mean to fit em. 
In every circumſtance to hit em. 
1hreuh every heaſt and bird 1 went, 
I ranfack'd every element; 
And, after pceping through all nature, 
To find fo whimſical a creature, 
A clond proſented to my view, 
And ſtrait this paral'211 drew: 

Clords turn with every wind about; 
They keep us in ſuſpenge and doubt; 
Yet oft perverſe, like woman-kind, 
Are ſcen to ſcud againſt the wind: 
And are not women juſt the ſame ? 
For, who can tell at what they aim? 


Chrds keep the ſtouteſt mortals under, 
When bcllowi: g they diſcharge their thuader ; 
So when th' alarum- ell is rung 
Of Xan::"s everlaſting tongue, 

The huſbard dreads its lovdneſs more 
1han lightniug's flaſh, or thugder's roar. 

Clouds weep, as they do, without vain 
And what are tears but women's rain ? 


The clouds about the welkin roam ; 
And ladies never ſtay at home. 


The cloud; build caſtles iu the air, 
A thing peculiar to the fair ; 
For all the ſchemes of the:r forecaſting, 
Are not more ioiid, nor more laſting. 


A clcud is light by turns, and dark; 
Such is a lady with her ſpark : 
Now with a ſudden poutiug gloom 
She ſecms to darken all the room; 
Again ſhe s pleas'd, his ſcars beguil'd, 
And all is clear when ſhe has fuit'd. 
In this they re wondrouſly alike 
(I hope the //i/e will flrike | ; 
Though in tne darkeſt dumps you view them, 
Stay but a moment, you'll ice through them, 


The c/ou./; are apt to make reflection, 
And frequently produce inſection; 
bo Czlia, with ſmail provoc.-t on, 
Blaſts every neighbour's reputation. 

The cloud delight in gaudy ſhow 
(For they, like ladies. have their bow); 
The graveſt matron will confeſe, 
That ſhe herlelf is ſond of drets. 


Obſervc the c/:uds in pomp array'd, 
What variou- colours are dilvlay'd ; 
The pink, the roſe, the vioict's dye, 
In that great draw ing- rom he ity; 
How do theie diſſer trom our Graces, 
In garden filks, brocades and laces ? 
Are they not ſuch another fight, 
When met upon a bizth-day night ? 


* 
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The clo; delight to change their faſhion; 
(Dear ladies, be not in a paſhlon !) 
Nor jet this whim to you ſeem ſtrange, 
ho cvery hour delight in change, 
In them and you alike are ſeen 
he ſullen ſymptoms of the ſpleen ; 
The momciat that your vapours riſe, 
We ſee them dropping from your cyes. 
In evening fair you may behold 
Ide ca are ring d with borcow'd gold; 
And this is many a lady's calc, 
Who flauats about in borrow d lace. 


Grave matrens are like c!»uds of ſnow, 
J heir words fall thick, and ſoft, and low; 
While britk coquettes, like rattling hail, 
Our ears on every fide aſſail. 

Clou u, when they intercept our ſight, 
Deprive us of celeſtial light : 5 
So when my Chloe | purſue, 
No heaven beſide | have in view. 


1 huz, on compariſon, you ſee, 
In every i they agree, 
So like, ſo very much the fame, 
1 hat one may go by t* other's name. 
Let me procl ini it then aloud, 
That every woman is a cloud. 


C_—— 
ANSWER. By Dr. Swirr. 


RESUMPTUOUS Bard! how could you dare 
P A woman with ace compare? | 
Sr range price and inſolence you ſhow 

Inferior mortals ere helow. 

And is our thunder in your cars 

So frequent or ſo loud as theirs? 

Alas! our thunder ſoon goes out; 


And nh makes you more devout. 


hen is not female ciatter worſe, 
hat drives you not to pray, but cure? 
We bardly thunder thrice a vear ; 
The bolt diſcharg d, the ſky grows clear: 
Bur eve: y tubluvry dowdy, 
Ihe more il. :col's, the more ſhe's cloudy, 
Some critick, may object. perh ps, 
hat cloud are hlam'd for giving c 1/45 ; 
But what, altas! arc clofs rthercul. 
Conzpr'd for miſchict to venercal? 
Can claude give hubocs, ulcers. hlet- hes, 
Or from your notes dg out notches ? 
We lcave the body ſweet and ſound; 
We Kill, *tis true, but never wound. 
You know a c/owudy ey beſpeaks 
Fair weather wicu the morning breaks; 
But won'en in a c/oudy plight 
Forcte!ito form to (alt all night. 
A «ord in proper ſcaſens hours 
His biciings dowa m fruitful ſhowers 
Put woman was by late deſign'd 
o pour dow curſes on mankind; 
M den Sirius o'er che welk u rages, 
Our kindiy haly his fire aſiuages; 
But we rn ts a curſt inflamer, 
No paziſh duckiug- tool can tame her: 
| To 
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To kindle firife, dme Nature taught her; 

Like fire-works, ſhe can burn in water. 
For fickleneis how durſt you blame us, 

Who for our conſbancy are famous? 

You ll ſee a cloud in gentle weather 

Keep the ſame face an hour together; 

While women, if it could e reckon'd, 

Change every feature every ſecon. 


Obſerve our figure in a morning, 
Of ſoul or fair we give you worning ; 
But can you gueſs from woman's air 
One minute, whether foul or fair ? 


Go read in ancient books cnroll'd 
What honours we pofſeſs'd of old. 

To di:appoint Izion's rope, 
— dreſt a cloud in Juno s ſhape : 

"hich when he had enjoy d he ſwore, 
No goddeſs could have picas'd kim more ; 
Ko difference could he find bctween 
His cloud and Jove's imperial queen : 
His cloud produc'd a race of Centaurs, 5 
Fam d for a thouſand Lold adventures ; 
From us deſcended as origine, 
By learn'd * call d nubigenc. | 
But ſay, what earthly nymph do know, 
$0 beautiful to paſs for Juno ? af 


Before ut as durſt aſpire 
To court her Majeſty of 1 yre, 
His mother hege d of us to dreſs him, 
hat Dido might the more careſs him: 
A coat we gave him, dy'd in grain, 
A faxen wig and clouded cane, 
(The wig was powder'd round with fleet, 
Which fell in cloud beneath his fert, 
With which he made a tearing ſhow ; 
And Dido quickly /ſaeat'd the beau. 
Among your :zmales make enquiries, 
What nymph on earth ſo fair as Iris ? 
With heavenly beauty fo enlow'd ? 
And yet her father is a clout. 
We dre!t her in a gold brocade, 
B. ſittiug Juno's favourite maid. 
Tis known, that Socrates t e wiſe 
Ador' d us clouds as deitics: 
To us he made his daity prayers, 
As Ariſlophanes declares ; 
From Jupiter t- ek al! dominion, 
and dy'd deſendiug his opinion. 
By his authority tis plain 
You worſhip other gods in vain, 
And from your own expericnce know 
e govern all things there below. 
You follow where we pleaſe to guide ; 
O'er all your paſhons we preſide, 
Can raiſe them up, or fink them down, 
As we think fit to {mile or frown : 
And, juſt as we difpoſe your brain, 
Are witty, dull, rejoice, complain. 
Compatc us then to female race 
We, tu whom al! the gods give place! 
V ho better chulleage your allegiance, 
Becauſe we dwcll in higher regions! 
You ſind the gods in Homer dwell 
In ſcas aud ſtreams, or low at hell: 
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Ev'n Jove, and Mercury his pimp, 

No higher climb than mount Olymp. 

(Who makes you think the clouds he pierees? 
He pierce the clouds ] he kiſs their a—es) ; 
While we, o'er Teneriffa plac d, 

Are loftier by a mile at leaſt : 

And, when pollo ſtruts on Pindus, 

We ſee him from our kitch-n-windows ; 
Or, to Parnaſſus looking down, 

Can piſs upon his laurel crown. 


Fate never form'd the gods to fly; 
In vehicles they mount the ſky : 
When Jove would ſome fair nymph invcigle, 
He comes full gallop en his eagle. 
Though Venus be as light as ar, 
She muſt have dovcs to draw her chair. 
Apollo ſtirs not out of door 
Without his lacker'd coach and four. 
And jealous Juno, ever ſnarling, 
Is drawn by peacocks in her berlin, 
But we can fly where'er we pleaſe, 
O er cities, rivers, hills, and ſcas. 
From caſt to weſt the world we rcam, 
And in all climates are at home ; 
With care provide you, as we go, 
With ſun-ſhine, rain, and hail, or ſnow. 
You, when it rains, like fools bclieve, 
Jove piſſes on you through a ſie ve, 
An idle tale, tis no ſuch matter; 
We only. dip a ſpunge in water ; 
Then ſqueeze it cloſe berween our thumbs, 
And ſhake it well, and down it comes. 
As you ſhall to your ſorrow know, 
We ll watch your ſteps where'er you go; 
And, ſince we find you walk a-foot, 
We ll ſoundly ſouce your frize ſurtout. 

Tis but by our peculiar grace, 
That Phabus ever ſhows h's face : 
For, when we plraſe, we open wide 
Our curtains blue from ſide to fide : 
And then how ſaucily he ſhows 
His brazen face and fiery noſe ; 
Aud gives himſe!f a havghty air, 
As if he made the weather fair ! 


'Tis ſung, wherever Cælia treads, 
The violets ope their purple heads; 
The roſes blow, the cowſlip ſprings : 
lis ſung; but we know better things. 
*Tis true, a woman on her mettle 
Will often piſs upon a nettle; 
But, though we own ſhe makes it wetter, 
The nettle never thrives the better; 
While we by ſoſt prolific ſhowers, 
Can every ſpring produce you flowers. 


Your poets, Chloe's beauty heightening, 
Compare her radiant eyes to lightnivg ; 
end yet I hope *twill be allow'd. 

] hat lightning comes but from a cloud. 


But gods like us have too much ſenſe 
Atpo.ts' flights io take offence : 
Nor can hyperbolcs demean us; 
Each drab has been compared to Venus. 


We own your verſes are melodious, 


But ſuch compariſons arc odious. 


A VINDICATIEN 
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A VINDICATION OF THE LIBEL : A FRIENDLY APOLOGY 


on, ron A CERTAIN JUSTICE OF PEACE, 


| By Way of Defence of Hartley Huiebirſon, 1. 


% But he by bawling news abont, 

cms , « And aptly uſing bruſh and clout, 

A juſtice of the peace became, 

« Qui color ater erat, nunc eſt contrarius atro. * To puniſh rogues who do the ſame.” Hus. 


A Nr Bait, written by a Suot-noy, on an 
ATTORNEY who was formerly a SHuE-BOY, 


— By Aus BLack-weLt, Operator for the Fect. 
WY ſinging of ballads, and crying of news, I SING the man of courage try'd, 

With whitening of buckles, and blacking O'er-run with ignorance and pride, 

of ſhoes, Who boldly hunted out diſgrace 
Did Hartley* ſet ont, both ſhoeleſs and ſhirtleſs, | With canier'd mind and hideous face; 
And moneyleſs too, but not very dirtleſs ; The firſt who made let none deny it) 
Two pence he had gotten by begging, that 's all; | The libel-vending rogues be quiet. 
One bought him a 575, and one a black ball ; | The {aQ was glorious, we muſt own, 
For clouts at a loſs he could not be much, For Hartley was before unknown, 
The cloaths on his back as being but ſuch ; | Contemn'd 1 mean ;—tor who would chaſe 
Thus vampt and accuutred, with clouts, ball, and | So vile a ſubject for the Mule ? 

bruſs, 'T was once the nobleſt of his wiſhes 
He gallantly ventur'd his fortune to puſh : To fill his paunch with ſcraps from diſhes, 
Veſpaſian bun, being b:ſpatter'd with dirt, For which he 'd parch before the grate, 
Was omen d do be Rume's emperor for t. Or wind the jact'; flow-rifing »cight 


But as a wiſe fidler is noted, you know, (Such toils as beſt his talents fit), 

To have a good couple of ſtrings to one bow; Or poliſh foes, or turn the pi: 

So Harley judiciouſly thought it ton little, But, unexpectedly grown rich in 

To live by the frrcat of his hands and his ſpittle: Squire Domvile's family and kitchen, 
He finds cut another profeſſion as fit, He pants to cternize his name, 


And ſtraight he becomes à retailer of wit. Aud takes the dirty road to fame; 
One day he cried—** Murders, and fongs, and | Believes that perſecutiug wit 
great news !” Will prove the ſureſt way to it ; 


Another as loudly—* Here blacken your ſhocs !” | $o, with a Colonel“ at his back, 
At Domvile's+ full often he fed upon bits, Ihe Libel ſeels his firſt attack; 
For winding of jacks up, and rurning of ſpits; He calls it a ſeditious paper, 
Lick'd all the plates round, had many a grubbing, j Writ by another Patriot Drapier ; 
And now and then got ſroom the cook-maid a | Then raves aud blunders nonienſe thicker 
drubbing : | Than aldermen o'ercharg'sd with liquor; 
Such baſtings effect upon Lim could have none; And all this with deſigu, no doubt, 
The * Reg be patient, that 's ſtruck with a | To hear his praiſes hawk'a abut ; 
ne. | To ſend his name through every ſtreet, 
Sir Thomas, obſcrving this Hartley withal | Which erſt he roam'd with dirty feet; 
do expert and fo active at bruſdes and ball, | Well plcas'd to live to future times, 
Was mov'd with compaſſioa, aud thought it a | Though but in keen ſatit ic rhymes. 
pity | So Ajax, who, for aught we know, 
A youth ſhould be loſt, that had been ſo witty : | Was juſtice many years ago, 
Without more ado. he vamps up my ſpark, And minding then no earclly things, 
And now we Il ſuppoſe him an eminent clerk ; | But killing libelers of kings; 
Suppoſe him an adept in all the degrees Or, if hc wanted work to do, 
Of ſcribbling cn 4/40, and hooking of fees ; To run a bawling news-boy through ; 
Suppoſe him a miler, attorney per bill; Yet he, when wrapp'd up in a cloud, 
Suppoſe him a courtier luppoſe what you will | Entreatcd Father Jove aloud, 
Ye: would you believe, though 1 ſwore by the Only in light to thew his face, 
Bible, | Though it might tend to his diſgrace. 
That he took up two news-boys for crying the | And ſo th' Epheſian villain fr'd 
libel ? The temple which the world admir'd, 
Contcmning death, deſpiſing ſhamc, 
— To gain an ever-odious name. 


gee the next poem. Colonel Ker, a mere Scotchman, Licutenant 


: | Colonel to Lord Harringron's regiment of dra- 
+ Sir T. Dowvil:, patentee of the Hanaper- | goons, who mae a new eviderce agaiuſt the 
hee. N. Printer. IasU Eo. 
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DR. SHERIDAN s BALLAD 


| ON BALLYSPELLIN®. 


— —— ͤͤ H[7 


LL you that would refine your blood, 
As pure asfam'd Llewellyn, 
By waters clear, come every year, 
Ballyſpe 


To drink at Uin. 


pox or itch your ſkins enrich 
With rubics paſt the telling, 
Twill clear your ſkin before you ve been 
A month at Ballyſpellin. 


If lady's cheek be green as leck 
When ſhe comes from her dwelling, 
The kindling roſe within it glows 
When ſhe s at Ballyſpcllin. 


The ſooty brown, who comes from town, 
Grows here as fair as Helen ; 

Then back ſhe goes, to kill the beaux 
By dint of Ballyſpeilin. 


Our ladies are as freſh and fair 
As Roſe, or bright Dunkelling ; 
And Mars might make a fair miſtake, 
Were he at Ballyſpcllin. 


We muſt ſubmit as they think fit, 
And here is no rebeliing : 

The reaſon s plain; the ladies reign, 
They re queens at Ballyſpellin. 


By matchleſs charms, unconquer'd arms, 
They have the way of quelling 

Such deſperate foes as dare oppeſe 
Their power at Ballyſpellin. 


Cold water turns to fire, and burns, 
I know, becauſe [ fel! in | 

A ftream which came from one bright dame 
Who drank at Ballyſpellin. 


Fine beaux advance, equipt for dance, 
To bring their Anne or Nell in 

With ſo much grace, Im ſure no place 
Can vie with Ballyipellin. 


No politicks, no ſubtle tricks, 
No man his country ſcliing : 

We cat, we drink ; we never think 
Of theſe at Ballyſpellin. 


The troubled mind, the puff'd with wind, 
Do all come here pell-mell in; 

And they are ſure to work their cure 
By drinking Ballyſpellin. 


Though dropſy fills you to the gills, 
From chin to toe though ſwellivg ; 

Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt 
A cure at Ballyſpellin. 


* A famons ſpa in the county of Kiikenny, 
where the Doctor had bcen to drink the waters 
with a favourite Lady. N. 
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Death throws no darts through all theſe parts, 
No ſextons here are knelling : 

Come, judge and try, you Il never die, 
But /ive at Ballyſpellin; 

Except you feel darts tipt with ſteel, 
Which here are every belle in : 

When from their cyes ſweet ruin flies, 
We die at Bally ſpellin. 

Good cheer, ſweet ar, much joy, no care, 
Your ſight, your taſte, your mollig, 


| Your cars, your touch, trauſported much 


Each day at Ballyſpellin. 

Within this | mp we all flcep ſound, 
No noiſy dogs a-yelling ; 

Except you wakc, for Cælia's ſake, 
All night at Ballyſpellin. 


There all you ſee, both he and ſhe, 
No lady keeps her cellin ; 
But all partake the mirth we make, 
Who drink at Ballyſpellin. 
My rhymes are gone; | think I've none, 
Unleſs 1 ſhould bring hell in; 
But, ſince 1 'm here to heaven ſo near, 
I can't at Ballyſpellin ! 


4 ANSWER. 
v DR. SWIFT. 


ARE you diſpute, you ſaucy brute, 
D And think there 's no reſelling 
Your ſcurvy lays, and ſenſeleſs praiſe 

You give to Ballyſpellin ? 


Howe'er you bounce, I here pronounce, 
Your medicine is repelling ; 

Your water 's mud, and ſours the blood, 
When drunk at Ballyſpellin. 


Thoſe pocky drabs, to cure the ſcabs, 
You thither are compelling, 

Will back de ſent, worſe than they went, 
From naſty Ballyſpellin. 


Llewellyn why ? As well may J 
Name honeſt doctor Pellin; 

So hard ſometimes you tug for rhymes, 
To bring in Bally ſpellin. 

No ſubject fit to try your wit, 
When you went colonelling. 

But dull intrigues twixt jades and teagues 
That met at Ballyſpellin. 


Our laſſes fair, ſay what you dere, 
Who ſewing make with ſhciling, 

At Market-hill more beaux-can kill, 
Than yours at Ballyſpellin. 

Would | was whipt, when Sheclah ſtript 
To waſh herſelf our well in; 

A bum ſo white ne'er came in light, 


At paltry Ballyſpellin. 


* This anſwer wos reſented by Dr. Sheridan, 


as an affront to himſelf and the lady be attended 
Your 


to the ſpa. N, 
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Your mau kins there ſmocks hempen wear, 
Of Holland not an ell ia; 

No, not a rag, Whate'er you brag, 
is found at B. Hlyſpellim. 

But Tom will prate at any rate, 
All other nymphs expelling ; 

Becauſe he gets a few griſettes 
At louſy Bally ſpellin. 

There 's bunny june, in yonder lane, 
Jult o'er againſt The Belm; 

V here can vou meet a laſs fo ſw 
Round ail your Ballyſpellin ? 


We have a girl deſerves an earl; 
She came from Euniſkillin: 

So fair, io young, no ſuch among 
The belles ar Ballyſpellin. 

How wou d you ſtare to ſec her there, 
The foggy mitt diſ-elling, 
at clouds the brows of every blowſe 
Who lives at Baliyſpellin ! 

Now as | live, I would not give 
A ſtiver for a ſk-liin, 

To towſe and kiſs the faireſt miſs 
That lzaks at Ballyſpellin. 

Whoe'er will raiſe ſuch lics as theſe 
Deſerves a good cudyelling ; 

Who ſafely boaſts of belles and toaſts, 
At dirty Ballyſpellin. 

My rhymes are gone, to all but one, 
Which is, our trees are fcliing ; 

As proper quite as thoſe you write, 
1o force in Ballyſpchin. 


HORACE, PART OF BOOK 1. SAT. vi. 


PARAPURASED, 


F noiſy Tom“ ſhould in the ſenate prate, 
« Tht he would anſwer both for church and 
ſtate ; 
« Ard, ſurther to demonſtrate his aſſe tion. 
Would take the kingdom into his protection;“ 
All mortals mult he curious to inquire, 
Who could this coxcomb be, and who his fire ? 
©* What ! thou, the ſpawn of himf who ſham'd 
our iſle, 
% That traitor, aſſaſſin, informer vile! 
Though by the female ſidef you proud'y bring. 
„* To mend your breed, the murderer of a king; 
* What was thy grandſireſ but a mounta ncer, 
Who held a cabin for teu groatsa year; 


* Sir Thomas Prendergaſt. IxIsu Ev. 

+ The father of Sir Ihoma P——, who en- 
gaged in a plot to murder king William 111 ; but, 
to avoid being hanged, turned informer againit 
his aſſociates, for which he was rewarded with a 
good eſtate, and made a baronet. Ibid. 

$ Cadogan's family. Ibid. 


|| A poor thieving cottager, under Mr. Moore, 
condemned at Clonmell ages to be hanged for 
ſicaling cows. 

VL. V. 


bid. 
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© Whoſe maſter Moorey preferv'd him from the 
halter, 
„% For ſtealing cows, nor could he read the Pſal- 
ter ! | 
« Durſt thou, ungrateful, from the ſenate chace 
* Thy founder s grandſon{, and uſurp his place ? 
& Juſt heaven! to ſee the dunghill bastard brood 
« Survive in thee, aud make the proverb good!. 
Then vote a worthy citizen$$ to jail, 
« ln ſpite of jultice, and refuſc his bail! 
— —— 

On a PRINTER's being ſent to Nx warxR. 

BETTER we all were in our graves 
han live in ſlav.ry to flaves, 

Worſe than the anarchy at ſea, 
Y here fiſhes on each other prey: 
Where every trout can make as high rants 
O'er tis inferiors as our tyrants, 
And ſwagger while the coaſt is clear: 
But, ſhould a lordly pike appear, 
Away you ſee the variet ſcud, 
Or hide his coward ſuout in mud, 
Thus, i: a gudgeon meet a roach, 


He dare not venture to approach; 
Yet Till has impudence to riſe, 


| And, like Domitian, leap at flies. 


THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 

1 a whirl of thought opprecſs'd, 
unk from reverie to ret. 

An horrid viſion ſeiz d my head, 
I ſaw the graves give up their dead 
Jove, arm'd with terrors, burſt the ſkies, 
And thunder roars, or lightning flies! 
Amaz'd, confus'd, its ſate unknown, 
The world ſtands trembling at his rhrone ! 


While each pale ſinner hung his head. 
Jove, nodding, ſhook the licavens, and ſaid 


$ The grandfather of Guy Moore, Eſq. who 
procured kim a pardon. Ibid. 

J Guy More, Eſq. was fairly c12&cd member 
of parlizm-nt for Cloumell; but Sir Thomas, de- 
pending upon his intereſt with a certain party 
then prevailing, and fince known by the title of 
parſon-iwunters, petitioned the houſe againſt him; 
out of which he was turned, upon pretence of 
dribery, which the paying of his awful debts was 
then voted to be. lbid. 

, Save a thief ſrom the gallows, and he 
will cut your throat.“ bid, 

$y Mr. George Faulkner. See the ſucceeding 
verſes N. | 
“ That this poem is the genuine 20duRtion of 
the Dean, Lord Cheſtericid . bers amyvle teti- 
mony in his Letter to M. Voltaire, Auguſt 27, 


1752. N. 


I it ** OZending 
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** Offending race of human-kind, 
„ By noture, reaſon, learning, blind; 
„ You who, through frailty, ſtepp'd afide ; 
And you who never fell, trough pride ; 
„ You who in diſicrent ſects were ſhamm'd, 
And come to ſec ech other damn'd 
So ſome folk told von, but they knew 
No mere of Jove's deſigus than you); 
„Ahe world's mall buſineſs now is o er, 
« And I reſcut theſe pranks no more. 
„Ito fuch blockheads ſet my wit! 
I damn ſuch foo!s !--Go, go, you xe bit.“ 


CY 


VERSES SzNT TO THE DEAN 


ON nis BIRTH-DAY. 
Ni Pine's Horace, finely bound. 
BY DR J. SICAN, “ 


—{ Horace ſpeaking] 

OU 'VE read, Sir, in poetic ſtrain, 
How Varus and the Mantuan ſwain 

Have on my birth-day been invited 
(But 1 was forc'd in verſe to write it) 
Upon a plain repaſt to dine, 
And taſte my old Campanian wine; 
But 1, who all punctilios hate, 
Though long familiar with the great, 
Nor glory in my reputation, 
Am come without an invitation; 
And, though 1 *m us d to right Falernian, 
I *Il deign for once to taſte lernian ; 
But fearing that you might diſpute 
{Had 1 put on my common ſuit) 
My breeding and my politeſſe, 
I viſit in a birth-day dreſs; 
My coat of pureſt Turkey red, 
With gold embroidery richly ſpread ; 
To which Ive ſure as good pretenſions 
As 'riſh Lords who ſtarve on penſions, 
What though proud miniſters of ſtate 
Did at your anti-chamber wait; 
What though your Oxfords and your St. Johns 
Have at your levee paid attendance ; 
And Pcterborough and great Ormond, 
With many chicfs who now are dormant, 
Have laid afide the gener I's ſtaff 
And public cares with you to laugh ; 
Yet I ſome iricnds as good can name, 
Nor leſs the darling ſons of Fame; 
For ſure my Pollio and Mzcenas 
Were as good ſtateſmen, Mr. Dean, as 
Either your Bolingbroke cr Harley, 
Though they made Lewis beg a parley ; 
And as for Mordaunt, your lov'd hero, 
I match him with my Druſus Nero. 
You ll boaſt, perhaps, your favourite Pope; 
Bur Virgil is as road. | hope. | 
1 own indeed I can't get any 
To equal Helibam and Delany; 


This ingenious young gentleman was unſor- 


tunatcly murdered in Italy. N. 


SWIFT's POEMS. 


Since Athens brought forth Socrates, 
A Grecian iſle Hippocrates; 
Since Tully liv'd before my time, 
And Gilen bleſs'd another clime. 


You Il N requeſt, 
To 8 = N 5 


* 

'* Your hearing 's bad ! — But why ſuch fears ? 
I ſpcak to eyes, and not to cars; 

And ſer that reaſon wiſely took 

The form you ſee me in a book. 
*Attack'd by flow-devouring moths, 

By rage of barbarous Huns and Goths ; 
By Bentley's notes, my deadlieſt foes, 

By Creech's rhymes and Dunſter's proſe ; 
I tound my boaſted wit and fire 

In their rude hands almoſt expire: 

Yet ſtill they but in vain affail'd; 

For, had their violence prevail'd, 

And in a blaſt deſtroy'd my ſame, 


They would have partly miſs'd their aim; 


Since all my ſpirit in thy 

Defics the Vandals of —— 

Tis — to ſave theſe | remains 

From future pedants' muddy brains, 

And fix my long-uncertain fate, 

You beſt know how—which way ?—TxzAan$LATE. 


ON PSYCHE.” 


T two afternoon ſor our Pſyche inquire, 
— on, and her ſmock at the 
So loitering, ſo aftive ; ſo buſy, ſo idle; 
Which hath ſhe moſt need of, a ſpur or a bridle? 
Thus a greyhound out-runs the whole pack in 3 


race, 
Yet would rather be hang'd than he'd leave a 
warm place 
She gives you ſuch plenty, it puts you in pain; 
But ever with prudence takes care of the main. 
2 ſhe knows how to chooſe a nice 
it; 
For her taſte is almoſt as reſin'd as her wit. 
To _ a good friend, ſhe will trace every mar- 
et. 
It would do your hcart good to ſee how ſhe will 
bonne of 
Yet of ber arts; for, it plainly appears, 
She ſaves half her victuals by feeding your cars, 


THE DEAN AND DUKE. 1734. 
Janne BRYDGES and the Dean had long been 
friends?! 


James is beduk d; of courſe their ſriendſhip ends: 
But ſure the Dean deſerves a ſharp rebuke, 

I:om knowing James, to boaſt he knows the Duke. 
Yet, fince juſt Heaven the Duke's ambition mocks, 
Since all he got by fraud is loſt by ſtocks, 


Mrs. Sican, a very ingenious well-bred lady, 


| mother to the author of the preceding poem. N. 
His 


— — 


— — -C — — —— 
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His wings are clipp'd : he tries no more in vain | 

With bands of fidlers to extend his train 

Since he no more can build, and plant, and revel, 

The Duke and Dean ſcem near upon a level. 

__ thou not a Duke, my good Duke 

umphry, 

From bailiffs claws thou ſcarce couldſt keep thy 
bum ſrce. 

A Duke to know a Dean ! go, ſmooth thy crown : 

Thy brother 'far thy betters) wore a gown 

Well, but a Duke thou art ; ſopleas'd the king : 

Oh ! would his Majeſty but add a ftring ! 


ON 


Da. RUNDLE, BISHOP or DERRY.» 


AKE Ruudle biſhop ! fic for ſhame ! & | 

An Arian to uſurp the name 
A biſhop in the iile of Saints | 
How will his brethren make complaints ! 


Or ſell his children, houſe, and lands, 
For that one gift, to lay-on hands: 
But all his gold could not avail 
To have the Spirit ſet to ſale. 
Said ſurly Peter, Magus, pr'ythee, 
« Be gone: thy money periſh with thee.” 
Were Peter now alive, perhaps 
He might have found a ſcore of chaps, 
Could he but make his gift appcar 
In rents three thouſand pounds a year. 

Some fancy this promotion odd, 
As not the handy-work of God ; 
1 hough e'en the biſhops diſappointed 
Muſt own it made by God's anointed, 
And, well we know, the cane regal 
Is more ſecure as well as legal; 
Becauſe our lawyers all agrer, 
That biſhopricks are held in fee. 

Dear Baldwin chaſtz, and witty Croſſe, 
How ſorely I lament. your loſs ! 
That ſuch a pair of wealthy ninuies 
Should flip your time of dropping guineas ; 
For, had you made the king your debtor, 
Your titl had been ſo much better. 


Dare any of the mitred hoſt 

Confer on him the Holy Ghoſt; 

In mother church to brecd a variance, 
By coupling Orthodox with Arians? 

Yet, were he Heathen, Turk, or Jew, 
What is there in it ſtrange or new? ; 
For, let us hear the weak pretence 
His brethren find to take offence ; | 
Of whom there are but four at moſt, 

Who know there is an Holy Ghoſt : | 
The reſt, who boaſt they have conferr'd it, 


EPIGR A M. 


EVD Rundle fell, with grit con bump, 
Upon his reverentia! rump. 

Poor rump thou hadſt been better ſped, 
Hadſt thou been join'd to Boulter's head: 

A head, ſo weighty and profouud, 

Would needs have kept thee from the ground. 


Like Paul's Epheſians, never heard it ; 
And, when they gave it, well *tis known, 
They gave what never was their own, 


Ryndle a biſhop ! well he may ; 
He *s ſtill a Chriſtian more than they. 

We know the ſubje& of their quzrrels ; 
The man has learning, ſenſe, and morals. 


There is a rcaſon ſtill more weighty ; 
"Tis granted he believes a Deity ; 
Has every | 
Though fools may doubt his faith in Jcſus. 
But why ſhould he with that be loaded, 
Now twenty years from court exploded ? 
And is not this obj<Aioa odd 
From rogues who ne'er believ'd a God? 
For liberty a champion ſtout, 
Though not ſo goſpel-ward devout ; | 
While others, hither ſent to ſave us, 
Came but to plunder and enſlave us; | 
Nor ever own'd a power divine 
But Mammon and the German line. 

Say, how did Rundle undermine 'cm ? | 
Who ſhew'd a better jus divinum ! 
From ancient canons would not vary, 
But thrice refus'd epiſcopari. 

Our biſhop's predeceſſor, Magus, | 
Would offer all the ſands of Tagus, 


circumſtance to plcaſe us, | 


— a———— Ú ʃ nn« mn — 


A CHARACTER, PANEGYRICE, and DE- 
SCRIPTION of -— TIA 
1736. 


8 I ſtroll the city, oft' 1 
See n building large and loſty, 
Not a bow-ſhot from the college; 
Half the globe from ſenſe and knowledge: , 
By the 1 zudent architect, 8 
Plac'd againſt the church direct, 
Making good my grand-dame's jeſt, 
© Near the church” you know the reſt. 
Tell us, what the pile contains? 
Many a head that holds no bralzs. 19 
Theſe demoniacks let me dub 
With the name of Legion-club. 
Such aſſemblies. you might ſwear, 
Meet when butchers bait a bear; 
uch a noiſe, and ſuch haranguing, 15 
VV hen a brother thief is hanging: 
Such a rout and ſuch a rabble 
Run to hear Jack - pudden gabbic ; 
Such a crowd their ordure throws 
On a far leſs villain's noſe. - 20 
Could 1 from the building's top 
Hear the rattling thunder drop, 
While the devil upon the roof 


Promoted to that ſce in Feb. 1734-5 N. 


| (If the devil be chunder- proof) 


1112 


Should 
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Should with poker fiery red, 

Crack the ſtones, and mel: the lead; 
Drive them down en every ſcull, 
While the den of thieves is full ; 
Cuite deſtroy the harpies' neſt ; 
How might then our iſle bc bleſt! 
For Divines allow, that God 
Sometimes makes the devil his rod; 
And the Goſpel will inform us, 

He can puniſh fins enormous. 

Yet ſhould Swift endow the ſchools, 

For his lunaticks and fools, 

With a roud or two of land; 

I allow the pile may ſtand. 

Vu perhaps will aſk me, Why ſo? 
But it is with tt is proviſo : 

Since the houſe is like to laſt, 

Let the roya' grant be paſs'd, 
That the club have right to dwell 
Tach withir his proper cell, 
With a paſſage leit to creep in, 
And a hole above for pecplig. 

Let them, ben they once pet in, 

Sell the nation for 2 pin; 

While they ft a picking draw, 

Let them rave st mehing laws ; 

M hile they revert hold their tongue, 
Let them dabbic iv their dum: 

Let them form a grand committee, 
How to plag ue and ftarve the city; 

Let them ſtare, and form, ud trown, 
Wheu they fee a cicrgye wi; 

Let them, ere they ct , a louſe, 

Call ſor th' orders of E houſe ; 

Let them, with their poſling quille, 
Scribble ſcnſcleſs heads of bills. | 
We may, while they ftrain their throats, 
Wipe our a—5 with their votes, 

Let Sir Tom“, that rawpant aſs, 
Stuff his guts with flax and graſs ; 
But, bcſore the prieſt he flec ces, 
Tear the Bible all to pieces: 

At the parſons, Tom, halloo, boy, 

Worthy offspri: g of a ſhoc-boy, 

Footman, traitor, vile ſeducer, 

Perjur'd rchel, brib's accuſer, 

Ley thy paltry privilege aſide, 

Sprung from papiſ:s, and a regicide ; 
21] a-- orking like a mole, 

Raiſe the dirt about your hole. 

Come, uſſiſt me, Muſe ebedicnt ! 
Let us try ſome new cxpedient ; 
Shift the ſcene for half an hour, 
Time aud place are in thy power. 
Thither, gentle Mule, conduct me; 
1 ſuall a, ard you iuſtruct me. 

See, the Mule unbars the gate! 
Pak, the morkeys, bew they prate! 

] ye gods who rule the foul ! 
geyx, through hell whoſe waters roll! 
Let me b« How'd to tell 
V hat l herrd in ye nder Lell. 

Near the door an entrance gapes, 
Crowded round wich antic ſhapes, 
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A pr vy-counſcllor, mentioned in p. 85. N. 


| 
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Poverty, and Grief, and Care, 

Cauſc ls Joy, and true Deſpair; 

| Ditcord periwigg'd with ſnakes, 

See the dreadful firides ſhe takes 

By this odious crew beiet, 

began to rage and fret, 

And reſolv'd to break their pates, 

| Fre we enter d at the gates; 

| Had not Clio in the nick 

Whiſper'd me. Lay down your ſtick.” 
What, ſaid I, is this the md-I un , 

Theſe, the anſwer'd, are but ſhadows, 
Phantoms hodileſs and vein, 

| Empty viſions of the brain. 

in the porch Bi ĩarcus lands, 

Shows a bribe in ail his hands; 

Briarcus che ſecretary, 

Dut we mortals call him Carey. 


When the rogues their country fleece, 


They may hope for p:ncc a- piece. 
Cho, who had been fowite 

To pnt-on à ſool's diſguiſe, 
To beſpcak ſome approbaticn. 
nd be thought a near relation, 
When ſue ſaw three hundred brutes 
All involy'd iu wild diſputes, 
 Roating till their lungs were ſpent, 
Pririte Gr or PAtLIaMENT, 

Kow a new mis{ortunc fee!s, 
| Dreading to he laid by ti. heels, 
Never durſt a Miuſe bciore 
Enter that infernal door ; 
Clio, ſtifled with the fmecil, 


| into ſpleen and vapours ſe ll, 


By the Stygian ftcams that lew 
From the dire ine ctious crew. 

Not the ſtench of Lake Avernus 
Could have more ofſended her noſe; 
Had the flown but o'er the top, 

She had felt-her pinions drop, 

And by cxtalations dire, 

7 hough a goddeſs, mult expire. 

In a iright ſhe crept away ; 

Brav:ly 1 refolv' to ſtay. 

When 1 ſaw tl e keeper frown, 
Tipping him with half a crown, 
Now, {id I, we are alone, 

Name your heroes one by one. 

Who is that kel!-tratur'd brawlcr ? 
Is it Satan? No, tis Waller. 

In what figure can a bard dreſs 
Jack the grandſon of Sir Hardreſs ? 
Honeſt keeper, drive him further, 
in his looks are hell and murther; 
Sce the ſcowling viſage drop, 

Juſt as when he murder'd : —p, 


| Keeper, ſhow me where to fix 


On the puppy pair of Dicks ; 

By their lantern jaws and leathern, 

You mighr {wear they both are brethren : 
Dick Firz-Baker, Dick the player, 

Old acquaintence, are you there? 

Dear companions, hug ard kiſs, 

7 oaſt Old Glorious in your piſs ; 

Tic them, kecper, in a teth: x, 


Let them flarve and ſtink together; 
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Both are apt to he unruly, 

Laſh them daily, leu them duly ; ; 

Though 't:s bor eis toreclaim ta-m, 

Scorpion rode per h aps may tom” them. 
Keeper, yon old iotard Imuak, 

Swectlj 3 {noring in his cloak: 

Who is he ? lis humdrum Winne, 

Halt encompats' d by his kin : 

There obſerve the tt joe f Nin hams 

For he never fails to bri:1 en; 

While ke fleeps the whole det: i 

They ſubmiſhve round him wait 

Yet would eladly fcc the bu nls 

In his grave, and ſcarel. hi trunk-. 

See, they gently tw:icch lis coat, 

Jul to yawn and give his vote, 

Always atem in his vocztion, 

For tre court. a, ainſt the nation. 
Thel are A—s Jack aud Boh, 

Firſt in every wicked job); 

Son and brether ton qucer 

Brain-ſfick brute, they call a peer. 

We mutt give them better quarter, 

For their ancehor trod morcar, 

And H— th, tc boaſt his fame, 

On a chimney cut his name. 


There fit Clements, D—ks, and '1:-rifon ; 


How they ſwagger from their garriſon! 
Such a triplet could you tell 

Nad“ on this fide hell ? 
Harriſon, and D—k:, and Clemente, 
Keeper, ſce they have th. ir payments; 
Every miſchief sin their hearts; 
If they fail, tis want of parts. 

Bleſs us, 
Bleſe mine eyes! art thou the chairman! 
Chairman to your damn'd committee 
Yet I look cn thee with pity. 

Dreadful fight ! what! learned Morgan 
Metamorphos'd to a Gorgon ? 

For thy horrid jooks, 1 own, 

Half convert me to a tone. ' 

H iſt thou been ſo long at ſchool, 
Now to turn a factius tool? 

Alma Mater was thy mother, 

Every young divine thy b. other. 
Thou, a diſobedient varlet, 

Treat thy mother like a harlot ! 
Thou ungrateful to thy teachers, 

Who arc all grown reverend preachers ! 
Morgan, would not it ſurprize one! 
Turn thy nouriſhment to poiſon ! 
When you walk among your books, 
They revroach you with their looks: 
Bind them faſt, or ſrom their ſhelves 
They will come and right themſelves; 
Homer, Plutarch, Virgil, Flaccus, 
All in arms prepare to back us : 

Soon repent, or put to laughter 
Every Greek and Roman author. 

Will you, in your faction's phraſe, 
dend the clergy all to graze, 

And, to mak: your project paſs, 
Leave them not à blade of graſs ? 


Howl want ther, humorous Hogarth ! 


Thou, I hear, a plcafart rogue art. 


— are thou there, man 
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Were but you and 1 acqusinted. 
Every monde: r hauld he painted: 
Vou ſhon'd try your graving-taols 
On this o,0us :;roupe of fois; 
Draw :ibe beaſts as i deſcribe theme 
From ti features, while 1 gibe them; 
Dr-.w themlike; for I aNlur- you, 

You w:il nerd no car 'catura , 

Draw then lo, that we may trace 

Ali the ſou: in every face. 


Keeper, I muſt now retire, 
You have done what L defire : : 
| But fel my ſpirits ſpent 
With 11 the noiſe, the ſight, the ſcent. 
„% Pray he rat. en:; you faull find 
4 Heli the beſt are mill behind. 
+ You have hardly ſeen à ſcore; 
«© 1 c-n ſhow two hundred more.“ 
Keepyr, | have ſcen enough. — 


| Taking then a pich of tnuff, 
i concluded, looking roun them, 
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May tteir god, the devil, cosſound them!“ 


—— 


AN AFOLOGY, & 
A LADY, viſe as well as fair, 


Witoie canicience always was her care, 


pd» hovgi.tiul uphu apo. at of moment, 


Would have the font as well 0s comment: 


So hezring of a grave Divine, 

She _— d to did him come 2nd dine. 
But, you mud know, he was cot Guite 
So FAVE as to be un: wolite ; 3 


Thou: ht human learring ERP not leſſen 


The digu y of Its pres Bes 


And, ii you d heard the man diſcourſe, 
Or — you '4 like kim ſcarce the worſe. 


He lor 2 hai bid thc court farewell, 
R.rtræntiig ſilcut to his cell; 
Suſpected fur the jove he bore 

To one win d 'd ſome time beſore; 


Which . Aug it wore ſurpriũng how 
He ſhould b: {bt for thither aow. 


The r1ſiage told, he gapes, and ſtar cs, 


And ſcarce believes his c yes OF ca. s: 
Could not conceive what it ſhould mean, 
nd fun Mid Agar it told o gain. 

Bur then the quire ſo trin and nice, 
*7were rude ta mike him tell it twice: 
80 how'd, was thankful for the honour; 

f nd would not (ail to wait upon her. 
His beaver bruſau'd, his ſhoes, his gown, 
Away he trudges into town ;z 

Poſes the lower caltle-yard ; 

Aid now advancing to thr guard. 

He tremblꝭs at the thouglits of Nate; 
For, con cious of his ſherniſh gait, 

lis ipirits of a ſudden lad him; 


He topt, aud could not teli what ail'd him. 


What was the meiſage T receiv'd ? 
M hy cerainly the Captain ru d! 
To ding with her! and co:uc at three ! 
Impe:id!l}; it can't be me. 


Or may be I miſtook the word; 
My Lady — it mult be my Lord. 

My Lord 's abroad; my Lady too : 
What muſt ch' unhappy Doctor do:? 


is Captain Cracherode here, pray?“ —“ No.” 


** Nay, then 'tis time for me to go.“ 

Am 1 awake, or do I dream? 

I'm ſure he call'd me by my name; 
Nam'd me as plain as he could ſpeak ; 
And yet there muſt be ſome miſtake. 
Why, what a jeſt ſhould 1 have been, 
Had now my Lady been within ! 

What could Ive ſaid ? I'm mi glad 
She went abroad—fſhe d thought me mad. 
The hour of dining now is paſt : 

Well then, II c'cn go home and faſt ; 
And, ſince 1 'ſcap'd being made aſcoT, 

I think 1 'm very fairly off. 

My Lady now returning home, 

Calls, ** Cracherode, is the Doctor come?“ 
He had not heard of him—* Pray ſce, 
« "Tis now a quarter after three.” 

The Captain walks about, and ſearches 


Through all the rooms, and courts, and arches ; 


Examines all the ſervants round, 
In vain—no Doctor's to be found. 
My Lady could not chooſe but wonder: 


Captain, I fear you ve made ſome blunder : 


But pray, to-mori ow go at ten, 

JA try his manners once again; 

I rudeneſs be the effet of knowledge, 
My ſon ſhall never ſce a college.“ 

The Captain was a man of reading, 

And much good ſenſe, as well as breeding, 
Who, loath to blame, or to incenſe, 

Said little in his own defence. 

Next day anothcr meſſage brought : 

The Doctor, frighten'd at his fault, 

Is dreſs d, and ſtealing through the crowd, 
Now pale as death, then bluſh'd and bow'd, 
Vanting—and faultering—hutnm'd and ha'd, 
** Her Ladyſhip was gone abroad; 

The Captain too - he did not know 
«* Whether he ought to ſtay or go ;" 
Begg'd ſhe d forgive him. in concluſion, 
My Lady, pitying his confuſion, 
Call'd her good-nature to relieve him ; 


Told him, ſhe thought ſhe might bclicve him; 


And would not only grant his ſuit, 
But viſit him, and eat ſome fruit ; 
Provided, at a proper time, 

He told the real truth in rhyme. 
Twas to no'purpoſe to oppoſe, 

She d hear of no excuſe in proſe. 

The Doctor ſtaod not to debate, 

Glad to compound at any rate ; 

So, bowing, ſeemingly comply d; 
Though, if he durſt, he had deny d. 
But firſt, reſolv'd to ſhow his taſte, 
Was too refin'd to give a feaſt : 

He d treat with nothing that was rare, 
Bur winding walks and purer air; 
Would entertain without expence, 

Or pride, or vain maguificence ; 
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| For well he knew, to ſuch a gueſt 
The plaineſt meals muſt be the beſt. 
To ſtomachs clogg d with coſtly fare 
Simplicity alone is rare ; 
Whilſt high, and nice, and curious meats, 
Are really but vulgar treats 
Inſtead of ſpoils of Perſian looms, 
The coſtly boaſts of regal rooms, 
Thought it more courtly and diſcreet 
To ſcatter roſes at her fect ; 
| Roſes of richeſt dye, that ſhone 

With native luſtre, like her own : 
Beauty that needs no aid of art 
{ Through every ſenſe to reach the heart. 
| The gracious dame, though well ſhe knew 
All this was much bencath her due, 
Lik'd every thing—at leaſt thought fir 
To praiſe it par maniere d acguit. 

Yet ſhe, though ſceming pleas'd, can't bea: 
The ſcorching ſun, or chilling air; 
Diſturb'd alike at both extremes, 
Whether he ſhows or hides the beams : 
Though ſceming pleas d at all ſhe ſees, 
Starts at the ruffling of the trees; 

And ſcarce can ſpeak for want of breath, 
| In half a walk fatigu'd ro death. 

The Doctor takes — from hence, 
T' apologiie his late offence : 

* * mighty power of uſe 
« Now ſtrangely pleads in my excuſe: 
| ** If you unus'd have ſcarcely ſtrength 


| © To gain this walk's untoward length, 


& If, frightened at a ſcene ſo rude, 

{ ** Through long diſuſe of ſolitude ; 

„ If, long confin d to fires and ſcreen 

« You dread the waving of theſe greens ; 

« If you, who long have breath'd th- fumeg 

« Of city-fogs and crowded rooms, 

« Do now ſolicitouſly ſhua 

The cooler air and dazzling ſun ; 

« If his Majeſtic eye you flee, 

« Learn hence t' excuſe and pity me. 

* Couſider what it is to bear 

The powder'd courtier's witty ſneer ; 

To ſee th' important man of drels . 

| © Scoffing my college-awkardneſs: 

& To be the ſtrutting cornet's ſport, 

To run the gauntlet of the court, 

« Winning my way by flow approaches, 

Through crowds of coxcormbs and of coaches, 

| © From rr — ny 
« Quite throug waiting CK 

" 8 paſs ſo many crowded ſtages, 

And ſtand the ſtaring of your pages; 

1 And, after all, to crown my ſpleen, 

Be told“ You are not to be ſeen :'* 

Or, if you are, be forc'd to bear 

& The awe of your majeſtic air. 

« And can 1 then be faulty found, 

In dreading this vexatious round? | 

« Can'it be ſtrange, if Leſchew 

« A ſcene ſo glorious and ſo new ? 

Or is he criminal that flies 

* The living luſtre of youz cycs 2” 
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THE DEAN'S MANNER OF LIVING. 
N rainy days alone I dine 
Of opens 


chick and a pint of wine, 
On rainy days I dine alone, 
And pick my chicken to the bone : 
But this my ſervants much 
No remain to ſave board-wages. 
In weather fine | nothing ſpend, 
But often ſpunge upon a friend : 
Yet, where he 's not ſo rich as I, 


] pay my club, and ſo good b' ye. 


VERSES MADE FOR FRUIT-WOMEN, &c. 


APPLES, 


OME buy my fine wares, 
Plumbs, apples, and pears, 

A hundred a penny, 
In conſcience too many : 
Come, will you have any ? 
My children are ſeven, 
I wiſh them in Heaven; 
My huſband a ſot, 
With his pipe and his pot, 
Not a farthing will gain them, 
And | muſt maintain them. 


ASPARAGUS. 


RIPE *ſparagraſs, 
Fit for lad or laſs, 


To make their water paſs: 


Oh, *tis pretty picking 
With a tender Flicker ! 


COME, follow me by the ſmell, 
Here are delicate onions to ſcll ; 
I promiſe to uſe you well. 
They make the blood warmer; 
You Il ſeed like a farmer: 
For this is every cook's opinion, 
No ſavoury diſh without an onion ; 
But, leſt your kiſſing ſhould be ſpoil'd, 
Your onions muſt be thoroughly boil'd: 
Or elſe you may ſpare ; 
Your miſtreſs a ſhare, 
The ſecret will never be known ; 
She cannot diſcover 
The breath of her lover, 
But think it as ſwect as her own. 


OYSTERS, 
CHARMING oyſters 1 cry ; 
My maſters, come buy. 
So plump and ſo freſh, 
80 ſweet is their fleſh, 


No Colcheſter oyſter 
Is ſweeter and moiſter : 

Your ſtomach they ſettle, 
And rouſe up your mettle ; 
They ll make you a dad 

Of a laſs or a lad; 
And madam your wife 
They Il pleaſe to the life; 
Be ſhe barren, be ſhe old, 
Be ſhe flut, or be ſhe ſcold, 
Eat my oyſters, and lie near her, 
She ll be fruitful, never fear her. 


HERRINGS. 
BE not ing, 
Leave off ſwearing. 
Buy my herring 
Freſh ſrom Malahide“, 
Better never was try'd. 
Come, eat them with pure freſh butter and muſ- 


tard; 
Their bellies are ſoft, and as white as a cuſtard. 
Come, fix-pence a dozen to yet me ſome bread, 
Or, like my own herrings | ſoon ſhall be dead. 


ORANGES. 
>" 29g my fine oranges, ſauce for your 
* * 
And charming when ſqueez d in 2 pot of brown 
ale; 
Well roaſted, with ſugar and wine in a cup, 


They 'll make a ſweet biſhop when gentle-folks - 
ſup. 


| 

ON ROVER, A LADY'S SPANIEL. 
| | Taftructions to a Painter. 

| | * hon of the ſpaniel-race, 

| Painter, with thy colours grace: 
Draw his forchead large and high, 

Draw his bluc and humid eye ; 

Draw his neck ſo ſmooth and round, 

Little neck with ribbons bound ; 

And the my/cly ſwelling breaſt 

{ Where the Loves and Graces reſt ; 

And the ſpreading even back, 

Soft, and fleck, and gloſſy black; 

And the tail that gently twines, 

Like the tendrils of the vines; 

And the filky rwiſted hair, 

Shadowing thick the velvet ear; 
Velvet ears, which, hanging low, 

O er the veiny temples flow. 

With a proper light and ſhade, 
Let the winding hoop be laid; 
And within that arching bowes 
(Secret circle, myſtic power) 


a... et, ee. 


Near Dublin. 
t In ridicule of Philips's poem on Miſs Garte- 
teret, and written, it has been ſaid, to affront 
the lady of archbiſhop Boulter. N. 5 
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In a dun Anmber place 
Happieſt of the Spaniel race; 
While the ſoft pertpiring Dame, 
Glowing with the ſoſteſt flame, 
On the raviſh d favourite pours 
Balmy dews, ambroſial ſuowers! 
Wich thy utmoſt ſkil} expreſs 
Nature in her richeſt dreſs; 
Limpid rivers ſmoothly flowing, 
Orchards by thoſc rivers blowing; 
Curling doc d=bincs myrile ſhade 
And the gay enamel'd mead ; 
Where the linuets fit and ſing. 
Little ſportlings of the Spring; 
Where the breathing field — grove 
Booth the heart, and kindle love: 
Here for mc, and fcr the Mule, 
Colours of reſemblance chuſe; 
Nike of lime divine. 
D.ply female ſpanicle ſhine, 
Vretty /ordiings of the tair, 
Gentic C., gentle care; 
Lut to one alone impart 
All the flatterv of thy art. 
Crowd each feature, crowd each grace, 
Which complete the de ſperate face; 
Let the ſpotted wanton Dame 
Feel a new reſtttlets flame; 
Let the happic? of his race 
Win the fair to his exbrace. 
But in ſhade the reſt concea], 
Nor to ſight their joys reveal, 
Leſt rhe peri! ard the Rl uſe 
Loole deſires and thoughts infuſe. 


AY AND NO; 


A TALE FROM DUBLIN. 1737. 


AT Dublin's high feat far Primate and Dean, 
Both drci d like divines, with band and face 


chan 
aoth Hugh of Armagh“, © The mob is grown 
bold.“ 
« Ay, ay,” quvuth the Pran, “ the cauſe is old 
gold.“ 
« No, no,” cuoth the Primate, * if cauſes we 
ſift, 


« This miſchici ariſcs from witty Dean Swiſt.“ 

1 he ſmert-one rephed, “ There's no wit in the 
caſe z 

« And nothing of that ever trovhied your Grace. 

„Though with your ſtate-fieve your own notions 
you ſplit, 

*« A Boulter by name is no ger of wit. 

© It is matter of weight, and a mere money- 
jobb; 

nut the lower the coin, the higher the mob. 

Go tell your friend Bob and the other great 
folk, . 

« That ſinking the coin is a dangerous joke. 


* Dr. Hugh Doulter. 


| 
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„The Iriſh dear-joys have enough common ſenſe, 
* To treat gold reduced like Wood's copper 
nee 


« It is pit y a Prelate ſhou!d die without law; 
But if I fay a word—take care of Armagh! 


| 
Dr. SWIFT's Axswrx to aFziexd's QuesT1ON, 


| 1 ſrrniture that beſt doth pleaſe 
St Patrick's Drau, good Sir, ate theſe : 
The knife and fork with which 1 cat ; 
And, next, th pot that boils the meat; 
| The next to be preſerr'd, I think, 
Is the glaſs in which 1 driak; 
| The ſhelves on which my books I keep; 
nd the hed on which 1 fleep ; 
Ar. antique elhow-c'-air between, 
Big enough to hold the Dean; 
| An the Rore that gives delight 
; In the cold bleak wintery night; 
| To theſe we add a thing below, 
More for uſe reſerv'd than ſhow : 
1 heſe are what the Dean do pleaſe ; 
All ſuperfluuus are but theſe. 


APOLLO's EDICT.* 


TÞ ELAND is now our royal care, 
We lately fix'd our Viceroy there; 

How near was the to be undone, 

Till pious love infpir'd her Son! 

hat caunot our Viceregent do, 

As Poet and as Patriot too ? 

Let his fucceis our ſubjects ſway, 

Our inſpirations to obey, 

And ſollow where He leads the way: 

L Then ſtudy to correct your taſte ; 

Nor beaten paths be longer trac'd. 


No ſimile ſhall be begun, 
With riſing or with ſc ting ſun 8 
And let the c ret bead of Nile 
Be ever bauniſh'd from your iſle. 


When wretched lovers live on air, 
I beg you Il the Camelion ſpare ; 
And, when you *d make a hero grander, 
Forget he 's like a Salamander. 
Ne ſon of mine ſhall dare to ſay, 
Aurora iber Min the Day, 
Or ever name the miily-way, 


| You all agree, I make no doubt, 
Elijah's mzant/c is worn out. 


— 


2 pocm was originally written in 1720; 


| the latter part of jt was re publiſhed in 1743, on 


the death of the Counteſs of Donegal. N. 
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To tech the humble wren to ſoar. 
Your trayic heroes mall not rant, 
Nor Shepherds uſe poetic cunt. 
dimplicity alone can grace 

The manners of the rural race. 
Throcritus and Philtps be 

Your guides to true timplicity. 

When Damon's jou! fall rake its flights 
Thou zh Poets have the ſecond-fight, 
They ſhall not lee a rrau t. 

Nor ſhall the wapuurs uproard rijey 
Nor a ve far adorn the ſkies : 

Fr who can hope to place on- there, 
As glorious as Belinda's hair Y 

Yet, if his name you'd eternize, 
And muſt exalt him to the ſkies; 
Without a ficr this may be done : 
So 1ickel! moun'd his Addiſon. 

If Anna's happy reign you praiſe, 
Pray, not a word of Haicyon-days 5 
Nor let my votaties ſhew thei: {kill 
in aping lines trom Cuoper's-Hill ; 
For know, 1 cannot bear to hear 
The mimickry of deep, yet cicar. 

Whene'er niy Vicero; is addreſs'd, 
Againft the Phenix I proteft. 
When Poets ſoar in youthful ſtrains, 
Ko Phattun to hold the reins. 

W her. you deſcribe a lovely girl, 
No lips of cu, teeth of peur. 
Cupid ſhall ne'er miſtake another, 
However beauteous, for his mother: 
Nor ſhall his darts at random fly | 
From magazine in Celia's eye. 
With women-compounds I am cloy d, 
Which only pleas'd in Biddy Floyd. 
For toreign aid, what need they roam, 
Whom tate has amply bleſt at home? 

Unerring Heaven, with bounteous hand, 
Haz torm's a model for your land, 

Whom Jove endow'd with every grace; 
The gloty of the Granard race; 

Now dettin'd by the powers divine 

'The tl:Mag ot another line. 

Then, would you paint a matchleſs dame, 
Whom you'd contign to endleſs fame? 
Invoke not Cytherea's aid, 

Kor borrow from the blue- ey d maid ; 

Nor need ycu on the Graces call — 
Take qualities from Donegal. 


The ird of Fews ſhall toil no more | | 


* 


— — 


E PI GX A M.“ 
BEHOLD ! a proof of Iriſh ſenſe ! 


Here Iriſh wit is ſeen! 
When nothing's left, that's worth defence, 
We build a magazine. 


Nie Dean, in his luracy, had ſome intervals of 


ſerſe ; at which time his guardians, or phyſicians, took 
dim out for the air. On cne of theſe deys, coden they 


PORM 8. 
E PIGR AM 8 


* 
OCCASIONED BY DR, SwiFfT's ITNTENDED 


HUSPITAL FOR 1DIOTS AND LUNATICES, 
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I. 


HE Dean muſt die—our Ideots to maintain. 
Periſh, ye Idiots ! and long live the Dean! 


II. 


O GENIUS of Hibernia's ſtate, 
Sublimely good, ſeverely great! 

How doth this lateft aft excel 

All you have done or wrote ſo well! 
Satire may be the child of pte, 
And Fame might bid the Drapier write: 
Bu to relieve, and to endow, 

Cremu es that know not whence or hows 
Arzu-s a ſoul both good and witr, 
Keſ-mbli..g 1{'m who rules the ſes. 

He to the tvughtful man diſplays 
Immortal ſcill ten thouſand ways ; 

And, to complete his glorious taſk, 
Gives what we have not tenſe to aſk ! 


III. 


LO! Swift to Ideots bequeaths his ftore x 
Be wile, ye rich !-—confider thus the poor 


—; cc 


on THE DEAN or ST. PATRICK's 


BIRTH-DAY,* 
Nov. 30. Sr. AnxDnrEW%S-DAY. 


BETWEEN the hours of twelve and one, 
When half the world to teſt were gone, 
Intranc'd in deepeſt ſleep 1 lay, 
Forgetful of an anxious day ; 
From every care and labour rree, 
My ſoul as calm as it could be, 
The Queen of Dreams, well pleas'd to find 
An uvnditturb'd and vacant mind, 
With magic pencil trac'd my brain, 
And there ſhe drew St. Patrick's Dean. 


came te t le Park, Sau ft remarked a new building, 
which he had never ſcen, and aſted nohat it cru de- 


figned for. Towhickh Dr. Kingſbury arſevered, © Thar, 


« Mr. Dean, is the magazine for arms and pozuder for 
& the ſecurity of the city.“ * Oh ! oh!” jazs the Dean, 


| pullirg ont his pocket-bogk, 4 let me ta be an item 


&« that, This is <vorth remarking : wy tablets, as Hamlet 
6 jays, my tablety==memury, put down rat 
ach produced the abet tines, ſaid to be the laft le 
ever wrote, N. 

See, in Parrell's Poems, cx elegant compliment on 


Vor. V. 


the ſame occaſion, . 
Jes 


ws 4 
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I ftraight beheld on either hand 
Two ſaints, like Guardian Angels, ſtand, 
And either claim'd him for their ſon ; 
And thus the high diſpute begun. 
St. Andrew firſt, with reaſon ſtrung, 
Maintain'd to him he did belong: 
% Swift is my own, by right d:vine, 
% All born upon this day are mine. 
St Patrick ſaid, . I own this true, 


80 far he does belong to you: 


But in my church he's born again, 
«© My ſon adopted, and my Dean. 
When firſt the Chrifian-trath I ſpread, 
% The poor within is iſle TI fed, 
«© And darkeft errors baniſh'd hence, 
«© Made knowledge in their place commence 
«© Nay more, at my divine command, 
« All run creatures fled the land. 
« I made both Peace and Plenty ſmile, 
«© Hibernia was my favourite iſle ; 
4 Now hiz—for be ſucceeds to me, 
Two angels cannot more agree. 
His joy is, to relieve the poor ; 
% Behold them weekly at his door ! 
« His knowledge too, in brighteſt rays, 
<< He like the ſun to all conveys ; 
« Shows wiſdom in a fingle page, 
«© And in one hcur inftrutts an age. 
«© When ruin lately flood around 
„ 'THh' incloſures of my ſacred ground, 
« He gloriouſly did interpoſe, 
«© And fav'd it from invading foes ; 
4 For this I claim immortal Swift, 


As my own ſon, and Heaven's beſt gift." 


The Caledonian Saint, en ag d, 
Now cloſer in diſpute engag d: 
2 tranſmiꝑ ration, 

Dean is of the Scottiſh nation; 
And, to confirm the truth, he choſe 
The loyal ſoul of great Montroſe. 

«© Montroſe and He are both the ſame, 
% They only differ in the name; 
Both, heroes in a righteous cauſe, 
% Aﬀert their liberties and law: 
4 He's now the ſame, Montroſe was then, 
«© But that the ſcorru is turn'd a pen; 
« Apen of ſo great each word 
« Defends beyond the hero's /coord.”” 
Now words grew high—we can't ſuppoſe 
Immortals ever came to blows ; 
But, left unruly paſſion ſhould 
Degrade them into fleſh and blood, 
An angel quick from Heaven deſcends, 
And he at once the conteſt ends: 
Ve reverend pair, from diſcord ccaſe, 
«© Ye both miſtake the preſent caſe ; 
% One kingdom cannot have pretence 
«« To fo much virtue! ſo much ſerie: 


— 


— 


ll. 


s WITT OS PORN Ss. 


EPISTLE To ROBERT NUGENT, Es, wity 
A PicTuxz or DEAN SWIFT, 


BY DR. DUNKIN, 

(So Love ard Piety require), 
From Bindon'sf colours you may trace 
The Patriot's venerable face, 
The laſt, O Nugent ! which his art 
Shall ever to the world impart ; 
For know, the prime of mortal men, 
That matchleſs menarch of the pen 
(Whoſe labours, like the genial ſun, 
Shall through revolving ages run, 
Yet never, like the ſun, decline, 
But in their full meridian thine), 
That ever-honour'd, envy'd Sage, 
So long the wonder of his age, 
Who charm'd us with his gelden train, ' 
Is not the ſhadow of the Dean : 
He only breathes Pœotian air— 
«© Oh ! what a falling-off was there! ” 

Hibernia's Helicon is dry, 

Invention, Wit, and Humour die ; 
And what remains againſt the ftorm 
Of Malice, but an empty form? 

The nodCing ruins of a pile, 

That £004 the bulwark of this iſle ; 
In which the ſiſterhood was fix d 

Of candid Honour, Truth unmix d. 
Impartial Reaſon, Thought profuund, 
And Charity, diffuſing round, 

In cheerful rivulets, the flow 

Of Fortune to the ſons of woe ? 

Such one, my Nugent, was thy Swift, 
Endued with each exalted gift. 

But lo! the pure ethereal flame 

Is dazken'd by a miſty ſteam: 

The balm exhauſted breathes no ſmell, 
The roſe is wither'd ere it fell. 
That godlike ſupplement of law, 
Which held the wicked world in awe, 
And could the tide of faction ftem, 
Is but a ſhell without the gem. 

Ve ſons of genius, who would aim 
To build an evertaſting fame, 

And, in the ſield of letter'd arts, 
Diſplay the trophies of your parts, 
To yonder manſion turn aſide, 

And mortify your growing pride. 
Bebold the brighteſt of the race, 
And Nature's honour, in diſgrace : 
With humble reſignation own, 

That all your talents are a loan ; 

* This elegant tribute of gratitude, as it wves qoritten 
at a period when all ſuſpicion of flattery muſt waniſhs 
refletis, the ft heſt humour on the ingenicus woritery 
and cannot but be agreeable to the admirers of Dr. 


% Search Heaven's record; and there you 'I find, | $:4jf. N 


<4 That He was born for all manking,” 


+ Samuel Bindon, eſq. a celebrated painter. N. 
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By Providence adranc'd for uſe, 

Which you ſhould ſtudy to produce. 
Reflect, the mental Rock, alas ! 
However current now it paſs, 

May haply be recall'd from you 

Before the Grave demands his due. 

Then, while your morning-ftar proczeds, 
Direct your courſe to worthy deeds, 

In fuller day diſcharge your debts ; 
For, when your ſun of renſon ſets, 

The night ſucceeds ; and all your ſchemes 
Of glory vaniſh with your dreams. 

Ah! where is now the ſupple train, 
That dance attendance on the Dean? 
Say, where are thoſe facetious folks, 

Who ſhook with laughter at his jokes, 

And with attentive rapture hung 

On wiſdom dropping from his tongue 3 

Who look'd with high diſdainful pride 

On all the buſy world beſide, 

And rated his produftio:'s more 

Than treaſures of Peruvian ore ? oy 

Good Chriſtians ! they with bended knees 
Ingulph'd the wine, but loath the lees, 
Averting (ſo the text commands), 

With ardent eyes and up-caſt hands, 

The cup of ſorrow from their lips, 

And fly, like rats from ſinking ſhips. 
While ſome, who by his friendſhip roſe 
To wealth, in concert with his foes, 

Run counter to their former track, 

Like old Actæon's horrid pack 

Of yelling mungrels, in requitals 

To riot on their maſter's vitals ; 

And, where they cannot blaſt his laurels, 
Attempt to ſtigmatize his morals ; 
Through Scandal's magnifying glaſs 

His foivles view, but virtues paſs, 

And on the ruins of his fame 

Erect an igneminious name. 


| 


Hence ! peace, ye wretches, who revile 
His wit, his humour, and his fiyle; 
Since all the munſters which he drew 
Were only meant to copy you; 
And, if the colours be vt fainter, 
Arraign yourſelves, and not the painter. 

But, oh 1 that He, who gave him breath, 2 
Dread arbiter of life and death; 
That He, the moving foul of all, 
The ſiceping ſririt would recall, 
And crowns him with triumphant meeds, 
For all his paſt heroic deed., 
In manſions of unbroken reft, 
The bright republick of the bleſs'd 1 
Irradiate his benighted mind 
With living light of light refin'd ; 
And theie the blk of thought employ 
With objects of immortal joy 

Yet, while he d-ags the ſad remains 
Of life, ſiaw-creeping through his veins, 
Above the views of private ends, 
The tributary Muſe attends, 
To prop his feeble ſteps, or ſhed 


| The pious tear around his bed. 


So Pilgrims, with devout complaints, 
Frequent the graves of martyr'd Saints, 
Inſcribe their worth in artleſs lines, 
| And, in their ſtead, embrace their ſhrines. 

—O OO rem 
Ixscrx1rT10N intended fora MonumzxT, 1765. 
GaY, to the Drapier*s vaſt unbounded fame, 

What added honours can the Sculptor give ? 
None. Tis a ſanction from the Drapier's name 
Muſt bid the Sculptor and his Marble live. 
Ey1Gxam occaſioned by the above Id scar Tron. 


| WHICH gave the Drapier birth two realms cone 


And each aſſerts her Poet, Patriot, Friend: 
Her mitre jealous Britain may deny ; 


—— | — Su wy — That loſs Iernia's laurel ſhall ſupply : 
n | Thro' life's low vale, the, grateful, gave him bread ; 
—. — Her vocal ſtones ſhall vindicate him dead. 
But fix and fatten on a ſore. 3 2 a — 
— — ⁰ — -\@ 


B ROOM ES POEMS. 


HAB BAK K U K. 
CHAP. III. PARAPHRASE D. 
An Ops, written in 1710, as an Exerciſe. 

WHEN, in a glorious terrible array, 


Behind, a grim and meagre train, 
Pining ſickneſs, frantic pain, 
Stalk'd widely on ; with all the diſmal band, 
Which heaven in anger ſends to ſcourge a guilty land. 


With terror cloath'd, he downward flew, 


From Paran's towering height th Almighty | And wither'd half the nations with a view; 


took his way; 
Borne on a cherub's wing he rode, 
Intolerable day proclaim'd the God ; 
No earthly cloud 
Could his effulgent brightneſs ſhroud 2 
Glory, and majeſty, and power, 
March d in a dreadful pomp before 


Through half the nations of th* aſtoniſh d earth 
He ſcatter'd war, and plagues, and dearth | 
And when he ſpoke, 
The everlatting hills from their foundations ſhook 3 
| The trembling mountains, by a lowly nod, 


Wich reverence truck, confeſs d che God: 
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On Sion's holy hill he took his ſtand, 
Graſping omnipotence in his right hand; 
Then mighty earthquakes rock'd the ground, 
And the ſun darken'd as he frown'd: 
He dealt afiition from his van, 
And wild confuſion fram his rear; 
They chrougli the tents of Cuſhan ran, 
The tents of Cuſhan quak'd with fear, 
And Midian trembled with deſpair. 
® 1 fee ! his ſword wave naked in the air; 
It ſhed* around 2 baleful ray, 
The rats pour down, the lightnings play, 
And on their wings vindictive thunders bear. 
When through the mighty flood 
He led the murmuring crowd, 

What ail'd the rivers that they backward fled ? 
Why was the mighty flood afraid ? 
March'd he againſt the rivers? or was he, 

Thou mighty flood ! difplcas'd at thee ? 
The flood beheld trom far 
The deity in all his equipage of war; 
And lo! at once it burſts : in diverſe falls 
On either hand! it ſwells in cryt:] walls! 
Th* eternal rocks diſcloſe ! the toifing waves 
Ruſh in 1: ud thunder from a thouſand caves ! 
Why tremble ye, O faithleſs ! to behold 
The opening deeps their gulphs unfold ? 


Enter the dreadful chaſms ! tis God, who guides 
Your wondrous way ! the God who rules the tides 


And lo! they march amid the deafening roar 
Of tumbling ſeas! they mount the adverſe ſhore ! 
Advance, ye choſen tribes !——Arabia's ſands, 
Lonely, uncomfortable lands ! 
Void of fountain, void of rain, 
Oppoſe their bu: ning coaſts in vain ! 
See ! the great prophet ſtand, 
Waving his wonder-working wand! 
He Prikes the ſtubborn rock, and lo 
The ſtubborn rock feels the Almighty blow] 
His ſtony entrails burſt, and ruſhing torrents flow. 
＋ Then did the ſun his fiery courſers ſtay, 
And backward held the falling day ; 
The nimble-footed minutes ceaſe to run, 
And urge the lazy hour: on. 
Time hung his unexp 1nded wings, 
And all the ſecret iprings 
That carry on the year, 
Stopp d in their full career: 
Then the aftoniih'd moon 
Forgot ber going down ; 
And paler grew, 
The diſmal ſcene to view, 
How through the trembling P nation 
'Th* Almighty ruin dealt, and chaftly deſolation. 
But why, at ! why, O Sion, reigns 
Wide waſting havock o'er thy plains ? 


VAN IAT IOX. 


I fer Bs fevord <vave di redoubled ive. | 
au jet tie very cluds on fire ? 

The clouds burſt dren in weiuges of flowers 3 

Fietce light ang flames, owdifriue thurucy 10ers. 

T 4h, hat nerv jernes fal, har due I hear ! 
Sim, Parg thou fllt; thou mess, thy c ce forbear : 
hy,» Ln, thy doc c edis Hay, J 
Deablirg ihe ſpiergors of the wordreas day. 
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B ROOM E Ss T OE MS. 


Ah, me ! deſtruction is abroad ! 

Vengeaace is looſe, and wrath from God 

See ! hoſts cf ſpoilers ſeize their prey 

See | Naughter marks in blood his way! 
See how embatt!-d Nabvlon 
Like an unruly deluge ruſhes on ! 

Lo! The fields wth millions ſwarms ! 
J hear their ſhouts ! their claſhing arms ! 
Now the conflicting hoſts engage, 

With more than mortal rage 

Oh ! heaven! 1 faint 1 die ſn 
The yielding powers of Ifra-l fly !Jw—— 
Now banner d hoſts ſurruund the walls 
Of Sion! now ſhe finks, ſhe falls 
Ah! Sion, how for thre 1 mourn ! 

What pangs for thee I feel! 

Ah! how art thou become the Pagans* ſcorn, 
Lovely, unhappy Ifracl ! 
A ſhivering damp invades my heart, 
A trembling horror ſhoots through every part ; 
My nodding frame can ſcarce ſuſtain 
Th' oppreſſive load I undergo : 
Speechleſs 1 Ggh ! the envious woe 
Forbids the very pleaſure to complain: 
Forbids my faultering tongue to tell 

What pangs for thee I feel, 
Lovely, unhappy Iſrael ! | 
Vet though the fig-tree ſhould no burthen bear, 
Though vines delude the promiſe of the year ; 
Yet though the olive ſhould not yield her oil, 
Nor the parch'd glebe reward the peaſant's toil ; 
Though the tir'd ox beneath his labours fall, 
And herds in millions periſh from the ftall ! 
Yet ſhall my grateful ftrings 
For ever praiſe thy name, 
For ever thee proclaim, 


Thee everlaſting God, the mighty King of kings, 


TO BELINDA, 
ON HER SICKNESS AND RECOVERY. 


| 


CURE never 2 ſuch beauty wore, 
Or look'd fo amiable before 1 


You graces give to a diſcaſe, 

Adorn the pain, and make it pleaſe : 
Thus burning incenſe ſheds perfumes, 
Still fragrant as it till conſumes. 

Nor can even fickneis, which diſarme, 
All other nymphs, deſtroy your charms 3 


T he nimble- ſceted mirutes ccaſe to run 
And urge the lady hours cn. 
T ime Langs his uncxpanded wings, 
all the ſecret (prings 
T hat carry on the year 
Stop in tler full career; 
Alt once ti am m 
Forgets her going Gown 
And jaicr grows, 
Te view th” entawing train of woes 7 
Wc througi the iremoling Pagan na: u, 


Ti" Ar'gity 11:2 gealsy and ghaſtly deli. 


* 
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BROOME'S POEMS. 


A thouſird beauties you can ſpare, 
And dil be faireſt of the fair. 

But ſec! che pain begins to fly; 
Though Venus bled, ſhe could nut die: 
See! the new Phenix point her eyes, 
And lovelier from her aſhes riſc : 

Thus roſ:s, when the ſtorm is o'er, 
raw beauties from th inclement ſhower. 

Welcome, ye hours ! which thus repay 
What anxious ſickneſs ſtole away! 
Welcome as thoſe which kindly bring, 
And uther in tue joyous ſpring 3 
That to the ſm. ling earth reſtore 
The beauteous herb, and blooming flower, 
And give her all the charms ſhe loſt 
By wintery ſtorms, and hoary froſt ! 

And yet how well did ſhe ſuſtain, 

And greatly triumph o'er her pain 
So fluwers, when blaſting winds invade, 
Breathe ſweet, and beautifully fade. 

Now in her cheeks, and radiant eyes, 
New bluſhes glow, new lightaings riſe ; 
Bchold a thouſand charms ſucceed, 

For which athouſand hearts muſt bleed ! 
Brighter from her diſeaſe ſhe ſhines, 
As fire the precious gold refines. 

Thus when the filent grave becomes 
Pregnant with life, as fruitful wombs ; 
When the wide ſeas, and ſpacious carth, 
Reſign us to our ſecond birth; 

Our moulder*d frame rebuilt aſſumes 

New beauty, and for ever blooms ; ' 
And, crown'd with youth's immortal pride, 
We angels rife, who mortals dy'd. 


— 4 322 — 


TO BE LINDA. 


ON HER APRON EMBROIDERED WITH 
ARMS AND FLOWERS. 


THE liſtening trees Amphion drew 
To dance from hills, where once they grew : 

Rut you expreſs a power more great; 
The flowers you draw not, but create. 

Behold your own creation riſe, 
And ſmilc beneath your radiant eyes 
*Tis beauteous all ! and yet receives 
From you more graces than it gives. 

But ſay, amid the ſofter charms 
Of blooming flowers, what mean theſe arma? 
So round the fregrance of the roſe, 
The pointed thorn, to guard it, grows. 

Bur cruel yuu, who thus employ 
Both arms and beauty to deſtroy 1 
So Venus marches to the fray 
In armour, formidzbly gay. 

It is a dreadful pleafing fight ! 
The flowers attract, the arms affright ; 


VAZSIATION. 

Tie lovely Flora paints the cart, 

vd calis the morning flowers to birth : 
But you dilplay a peever more great ; 
$i calls forrh fleryersy but you create. 


- 
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Th: flowers with lively beauty bloom, 

The arms dehounce an inſtant doom. 
Thus, when the Britons in array 

Their enfigns to the ſun diſplay, 

In the ſame flag are lilies ſhewn, 

And angry lions ſternly frown ; 

On high the glittering ſtandard flies, 

And conquers all things—like your eyes. 


CO A OOO 


Par oF Tus XXXVII - axp XXXIELT# 
CnarTzrs oF JOB. 


A PARAPHRASE. 
NOW from the ſplendors of his bright abode 
On wings of all the winds th Almighty 


rode, 

And the loud vcice of thunder ſpoke the God. 
Ch-rubs, and ſeraphs from celeftial bowers ! 
Ten thouſand thouſand ! bright, ethereal powers l 
Miniftran: round, heir radiant files unfold, 
Arm'd in eternal aamant, and gold! 
Whirl winds and thundrous ſtorms his chariot drew 
*i ween worlds and worlds, triumphant as it flew t 
He ftretch'd his dark pavilion o'er the floods, 
Bade hills ſubfide, and reign'd th' obedient clouds 3 
Then from his awful , gloom the godhead ſpoke, 
And at his voice affrighted nature ſhook. 

Vain man | who boldly with dim reaſon's ray 
Vies with his God, and rivals his full day 1 
* But tell me now, ſay how this beauteous 


Of all things from the womb of nothing 


came z 
When nature's Lord with one Almighty call 
From no-where rais'd the world's capacious 
ball ? 
Say if thy hand direfts the various rounds 
Of the vaſt earth, and circumſcribes the bounds ? 
How orbs oppos'd to orbs amid the ſky, 
In concert move, and dance in harmony? 
What wondrous pillars their foundations bear 
When hung ſelf-balanc'd in the fluid air? 
Why the vaſt tides ſometimes with wanton play 
123 gently glide away; 
Anon, why ſwelling with impetuous ftores 
Tumultuous tumbling, thunder to the ſhores ? 
By thy command does fair Aurora riſe, 
And gird with purple beams the bluſhing ſkies ; 
The warbling lark ſalutes her chearful ray, 
And welcomes wich his ſong the riſing day 3 


ſmiles. 
Why night, in ſable rob'd, as day-light fades, 
Oder half the nations draws her awful ſhades ? 


VARIATION, 


* But tcl] me mortal, wen ti Almighty ſaid 
o Worlds:! how worlds at once were 
made ; 


hoſts of oh els xorapt in wonder ſung 


WF hen 74 
| His praiſe as order from djorger ſprung ? 


No peaceful nature lies diffus'd in eaſe ; 


A ſolemn ſtillaeſs reigns o'er land and ſeas. - 
Sleep ſheds o'er all his balm I to ſleep refign'd, 
i beafts lie huſh'd, and buſy human- kind. 
No air of breath diſturbs the drowſy woods, 
i murmur from the filent floods ! 


Now clouds ſwift-ſkimming veil her ſullied ray, 
+ Now bright ſhe blazes with a fuller day : 
The ftars in order twinkle in the ſkies, 

And fall in filence, and in filence rife : 


Ober the proud hills, and down the glowing ftrearn: : 
His fiery courſers bound above the main, 

And whirl the car th* ethereal plain: 
Tho fiery courſers and the car diſplay 

A ſtream of glory, and a flood of day. 

Did e er thy eye deſcend into the deep, 

Or haſt thou ſeen where infant tempeſts ſleep ? 
Was eier the grave, or regions of the ni 

Yet trod by thee, or open'd to thy fight 

Has death diſclos'd to her gloomy ftate 
— Gan, the various woes that wait 


flows, 
And on each flower a ſudden ſpring beftows ? 
Say, * 
Salutes 


Know'ſt thou, why comets threaten in the air, 
Heralds of woe, deſlruction, and deſpair, 

On ruddy wings why forky lightning flies, 
And 1olling thunder —E in the ſkies ? 
Say, can thy voice, when ſultry Sirius reigns, 


VAZIATIONS, 


No more the ers of the deſert roar, 
Deibliy the T god x. * 
7 he foul, the fiſbes, to repoſe rejew'd, | 
Al, all lie Aufl d, ard buſy human-kind. 
The fainting murmur dies uten the fioeds, 
feghirg breezcs lull the drowſy weeds. 


's PORM 8. 


Th* exhauſted urns of thirſty ſupply, 

And mitigate the fever of the ſky ? F 

Or, when the heavens are charg'd with gloomy 
clouds, 

And half the ſkies in floods, 


Chace the dark horror of the ſtorm away, 
Reftrain the deluge, and reſtore the day? 

By thee does ſummer deck herſelf with charms, 
Or hoary winter lock his frozen arms? 

Say, if thy hand inſtruct the roſe to glow, 

Or to the lily give unſullied ſnow ? 


| Teach fruits to knit from bloſſoms by degrees, 


Swell into orbs, and load the bending trees, 
Whoſe various kinds a various hue unfold, 
With crimſon bluſh, or burniſh into gold ? 
Say, why the ſun arrays with ſhining d 
The gaudy bow that gilds the gloomy ſkies ? 

He from his urn pours forth his gelden ftreams, 


generous 
Add nervous limbs, or ſwiftneſs for the courſe ? 
Fleet as the wind, he ſhoots along the plain, 
And knows no check, nor. hears the curbing rein; 
His fiery eye-balls, formidably bright, 
Dart a fieree glory, and a dreadful light: 
Pleas'd with the clank of arms, and trumpets” ſound, 
He bounds, and prancing paws the trembling ground; 


He ſnu ffs the promis d battle from afar, 

' Neighs at the captains, ſhouts, and thunder of the war: 
Roua d with the noble din and martial fight, 

He pants with tumults of ſevere delight : 

His ſprightly blood an even courſe diſdains, 

Pours from his heart, and charges in his veins 3 

He braves the ſpear, and mocks the twanging bows 
Demands the fight, and ruſhes on the foe. 


| VAIAT IOX. 


* He mocks the beating florms and winter overs. 


+ 1%oa bright e Lazes, and ſupf lies the day. | 


Moking n g*t kideaus, as he ftern'y roars, 
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BROOME'S PORM $ 


MELANCHOLY: 


An O d EK. 


Occafioned by the Death of a beloved Daughter. 
1723. 


AbZ v vain mirth, and noiſy joys ! 
Ye gay deſires, deluding toys ! 
Thou, thoughtful Melancholy, deign 

To hide me in thy penſwe train 
If by the fall of murmuring floods, 
Where awful ſhades embrowa the woods, 


By tombs where ſullen ſpirits ſtalk, 
Familiar with the dead I walk; 

While to my ſighs and greans by turns, 
From the midnight echo mourns. 
Open thy marble jaws. O tomb, 

Though earth conceal me in thy womb ! 
And you, ye worms, this frame confound, 
Ye brother reptiles of the ground ! 

O life, frail offspring of a day! 

"Tis puff d with one ſhort gaſp away! 
Swift as the ſhort-liv'd flower it flies, 

It ſptings, it blooms, it fades, it dies. 
With cries we uſher in our birth, 

With groans refign our tranſient breath: 
While round, ſtern minifters of fate, 
Pain, and diſeaſe, and ſorrow wait. 
While childhood reigns, the ſportive boy 
Learns only prettily to toy ; N 
And, while he roves from play to play, 
The wanton trifles life away. 

When to the noon of life we riſe, 

The man grows elegant in vice; 

To glorious guilt in courts he climbs, 
Vilely judicious in his crimes. 

When youth and ftrength in age are loſt, 
Man ſeems already half a ghoſt; 
Wither'd and wan, to earth he bows, 

A walking hoſpital of woes. 

Oh ! happineſs, thou empty name! 

Say, art thou bought by gold or fame ? 
What art thou, gold, but ſhining earth ? 
Thou, common fame, but common breath ? - 
If virtue conti adict the voice 

Of public fame, applauſe is noiſe ; 

Ev'n victors are by conqueſt curſt, 

The braveſt warrior is the work. 

Look rourſd on all that man below 

Idly calls great, and all is ſhow ! 

All, to the coffin from our birth, 

In this vaſt toy- hop of the earth. 

Come then, O friend of virtuous woe, 
With ſolemn pace, demure, and flow : 
Lo! ſad and ſerious, I purſue 

Thy ſteps—adicu, vain world, adicy ! 


i 
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DAPHNIS and LYCIDAS : 
A PASTORAL. 


They fing the different Succeſs and Abſence of their 


To the Right Honourable the Lon d ViscounT 
TOWNSHEND, of RAin AAM in NoxroLE. 


Vine; 


In gentle ſighs the ſoftly whiſpering breeze 
S1lutes the flowers, and waves the trembling trees 3 
Har! the night-warbler, from yon vocal boughs, 
Glads valley with melodious woes ! 
Swift through the air her rounds the ſwallow takes, 
Or ſportive ſkims the level of the lakes. 
The timorous deer, ſwift-ftarting as they graze, 
Bound off in crowds, then turn again, and 
See! how yon ſwans, with ſnowy pride elate, 
Arch their high nccks, and ſail along in tate ! 
Thy friſking flocks ſafe-wandering crop the plain, 
And the glad ſeaſon claims 2 gladſome ftrain. 
Begin Ve echoes litten to the ſong, 
And, with its ſweetneſs pleas'd, each note pro- 

long ! 

LyciDas. 


Sing, Muſe—and oh! may Townſhend deign to 


| view 
What the Muſe fings, to Townſhend this is due ! 


Who, carrying with him all the world admires, 
From all the world illuſtriouſly retizes ; 

And, calmly wandering in his Rainham, roves 

By lake, or ſpring, by thicket, lawn, or groves ; 
Where verdant hills, or vales, where fountains ſtray, 
Charm every thought of idle pomp away; 

Unenvy d views the ſplendid toils of ftate, 

In private happy, as in public great. 

Thus godlike Scipio, on whoſe cares reclin'd 

2 5 and 2 of half mankind, 

to the vain their pomp, and calml a 
The world forgot, beneath the laurel 3 > 
Nor longer would be great, but, void of ftrife, 
Clos'd in ſoft peace his eve of glorious life. 

Feed round, my goats ; ye ſheep, in ſafety graze; 
Ye winas, bre ithe gently while I tune my lays. 

The joyous ſpring draws nigh ! ambrofial ſhowers 
Unbind the earth, tne earth unbinds the flowers, 
The flowers blow ſweet, the daffodils unfold 
The ſpreading glories of their blooming gold. 

Darikx1s. 

As the gay hours advance, the bloſſoms ſhoot, 
The knirting bluſſorns harden into fruit; 
And as the autumn by degrees enſues, _ 
The mellowing fruits diſplay their ſtreaby hues. 

. Lyvcipas. | 
When the winds whiſtle, and the rost, 
When foaming billows laſh the ſounding ſhores, 
The bloomy Mauties of the paſtures die, 
And in gay baps of fragrant ruin lie. 
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Darnx,s. 
Severe the ſtorms! when ſhuddering winter bincs 
The earth! but winter yields to vernal winds. 
Oh! Love, thy rigour my whole life deforms, 
More cold than winter, more ſevere than ſtorms ! 


LyciDas. 
Sweet is the ſpring, and gay the ſummer hours, 
When balmy odours breathe from painted flowers; 
But neither ſweet the ſpring, nor ſummer gays 
When the 1 love, my charmer, is away. 
| Darn*1s. 


To ſavage rocks, through bleak inclement ſkies, 


Darnx1s. 
With a feign'd paſſion, the 1 love, beguiles, 
And gayly falic the dear diſſembler ſmiles ; 
But let her ſtil thoſe bleſt deceits employ, 
LyciDaAs. 4 
On yonder bank the yielding nymph reclin'd, . 
Gods! how tranſported I, and the how kind? 
— flowers, and there your pride diſ- 
ä ay 
There thed your odours where the fair-one lay ! 
Darun:s. 
Once, as my fair- one in the roſy bower 
In gentle ſlumbers paſs'd the noon-tide hour, 
Soft I approach'd, and raptur'd with the bliſs 
At leiſure gaz d, then ftole a filent kiſs : 


She wak'd; when conſcious ſmiles, but ill re- 


preſt 
Spoke no diſdain !—Was ever ſwain ſo bleſt? 
LycipDas. 


With fragrant apples from the bending bough 
In ſport my charmer gave her ſwain a blew: 
The fair offender, of my wrath afraid, 

Fled, till Iſciz'd and kiſs'd the blooming maid : 
She ſmil'd, and vow'd if thus her crimes I pay, 
She would offend a thouſand times a day ! 


Darnx1s. 
O'er the ſteep mountain, and the pathleſs mead, 
From my embrace the lovely ſcorner fled ; 
But ſtumblirg in the flight, by chance ſhe fell: 
I ſaw—but lover will not tell ! 


Lyc1Das. 
From me my fair-one fled, diflembling play, 
And in the datk conceal'd the wanton lay ; 
But laugh'd, and ſhow'd by the directing ſound 
She only hid, in ſecret to be found. 


Daynx1s. 
Far hence to happier climes Belinda 


But iu my brealt her lovely image ſtays 3 


— 
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Oh! to theſe plains again, bright nymph, repzr, 
Or from my breaſt far hence tl. image beac ! 


Lyc1ipas. 
Come Delia, come ! till Delia bleſs theſe ſeats, 
Hide me, ye groves, within your dark retrea!'s ! 
In hollow groans, ye winds, around me below! 
Ye bubbling fountains, murmur to my wor ! 


Darnx1s. 
Where'er Belinda roves, ye Zcphyrs, play 
Where'er ſhe treads, ye flowers, adorn the way ! 
From ſaltry ſuns, ye groves, my charmer keep! * 
Ye bubbling tountains, murmur to her ſleep ! 
Lyc1iDas. 
If fireams ſmooth-wandering, Delia, yield delight; 
If the gay roſe, or lily, pleaſe thy fight ; 


| Smooth freams here wander, here the roſes glow, 


Here the proud lilies riſe to ſhade thy brow ! 
Darnx18. 

Aid me, ye Muſes, while 1 toud preclaim 

W hat love inſpires, and fing Belinda's name : 

Waft it, ye breezes, to the hills around ; 

And ſport, ye echoes, with the favourite ſound. 
: Lyc1ivas. 

Thy name, my Della, ſhall improve my ſong, 

The pleaſing labour of my raviſh'd tongue : 

Her name to heaven propitious Zephyrs bear, 

And breathe it to her kindred angels there ! 


Daran. 
But ſee! the night diſplays her ſtarry 
Soft ſilver dews impearl the glittering plain; 
An awful horror fills the glovumy woods, 
And bluiſh miſts riſe from the ſmoaking floods : 
The deepening ſhades imbrown th* unwholeſome ai 


— —— — 


Taz rIRSsT O D E or HokAcx, 
TRANSLATED. 


MAckNas, whoſe high lineage ſprings 
From a lung race of ancient kings, 

Patron and friend ! thy honour'd name 
At — is my defence and fame. 

are, who with fond 1 
The cbariot thundering in 1 — 
Where won, and palms beſtow'd, 
Lift the proud mortal to a God. 

The man who courts the people's voice, 

And doats on offices and noiſe ; 
Or they who till the peaceful fields, 
And reap what bounteous nature yields, 
Unmov'd, the merchant's wealth behold, 
Nor hazard happineſs for gold ; 
Untempted by whole worlds of gain 
To ſtem the billows of the main. 


VARrRIlATION, 


Hate, Lycidas, to fold, &c. 
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The merchrt, when the ſtorm invades, 
Faves the quiet of the thiles ; 

But ſoon rclaunches from the ſhore, 

Dreading the crime of being pror! 
dome catcleio waſte the mirihftul day 

With generous wines, and wanton ply, 

Iudu gent of the geni il hour, 

By ſpring, or rill, or ſzade, or bower. 

Some her with joy the clanging jar 
Of trumpets that alarm to war; 

While nations tremble at the bre>th 
That call their ſons to arms and verh. — 

The fporrſnum, train'd in terms, defies 
The ctiilirg blatt, and freezing Ries: 
Unminttul ut his bride, in vain 
Soft beauty plends! along the plain 
7 be { x7 he chocs, or beguiles 
The tu dous boir into his tels. 

For “on the Llo ming ivy grows, 
Proud to adorn vour Iewned bios; 
Patron of Jeticrs you ri 
Crow to a Gd, „d mount the ſkies. 

Hum 1- in breezy dl. s 1 iray 
Waere Sylvnns cance, and Styrs play; 
Content ed to ce my claim, 

Only ver men without a name 3 
Trarfcrizing whut the Muſes ſing 
Harazonious to tl. pipe or fi ring. 

Bur if indulgently you deign 
To rank me with the Lyric train, 

Alf. the towrring Muſe ſhall riſe 
On boulder wings, and gu the ſkies. 


An GE 10S T3; 
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To my Friend Mr. Eti1jan FerToN, Author of 
MIA, a Tragedy. 1726. ; 

y thou flow to fir ke th* harmonious ſhell, 

Averſe to ſing, who know'ſt to ſing ſo well? 

If thy proud Muſe the tragic buſkin wears, 

Great Sophocles revives and re- appears; 

While, regularly bold, ſhe nobly figs 

Strains worthy to det 1in the ears of kings: 

If by thy hand th* + Homeric lyre be ſtrung, 

The lyre returns ſuch ſounds as Homer ſung. 

The kind compuliion of a friend obey, 

And, though reluQtant, ſwell the lofty lay; 

Then liſtenirg groves once more ſhall catch the ſound, 

While Grecian Muſes ſing on Britich g.ound. 

Thus calm and filent thy own 1 Proteus roves 
Through pearly mazes, and through cural groves; 
But when, emerging from the azure main, 

Coercive bands th* unwilling God conſtrain, 
Then heaves his boſom with prophetic fires, 
And his tongue ſpeaks ſublime, what heaven inſpires. 

Envy, tis true, with barbarous rage invades 4 
What ev*n fierce lightning ſpares, the laurel ſhades; 


* Te D:Farum Hedere, Ec. 
+ Mr. Fenton traflated far Labs of the Odyſſey. 
1 See the frory of Proteus PO3dyMeg, ib. 4. tranſlated 


47 . Fentor.. 
Ver. V. 
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And crities, biaſs'd by miſtaken ruler, 

Like "Turkiſh zcalots, reverence none but fools. 

But praiſe from ſuch injurious tongues is ſhame z 

They rail the h»ppy author into fame : a 

Inas Pheœbus through the zodiac takes his way, 

And riſes amid monſters into day. 

Oh vileneſs of mankind! when writing well 

Become: a crime, and danger to excel | 

While noble ſcorn, my friend, ſuch inſult ſees, 

And 8es from towns to wid, from men to trees. 
Free f:om the In of -vealth, and glicte:ir g ſnares, 

That make th* unhappy Great in love with cares, 

Me humble joys ia calm retirement pleaſe, 

A filent happineſs, and learned eaſe. , | 

Deny me grandeur, heaven, but goodneſs grant! 

A king is leſs illuſttious than a ſaint 2 

Hail, holy virtue ! come, thou heavenly gueſt, 

Come, fix thy pleaſing empire in my breaſt! 

Thou know'ſt her in4uence, friend thy cheerful mien 

Procl ums the innocence and peace within; 

Such jay: 25 none but ſons of virtue know, 


Shin- in thy face, and in thy boſom glow. 


Sn when the holy mount the prophet trod, 
And tilke'd finliar as a Friend with God, 
Celeitiz] radiance every feature ſhed, 
Ard ambient glories dawn'd around his head. 
dure what th* unthinking Great miſtaken call 
Their happineſs, is folly, folly all ! 
Like lofty mountains in the clouds they hide 
Their haughty heads, but ſwell witu barren pride; 
And while low vales in uſcful beauty lic, 
Heave their proud naked ſummits to the ſky. 
In honvur, as in place, ve great, tranſcend ! 
An angel fall'n, degenerates to a fiend : 
Th' all-cheerirg ſun is honour'd with his ſhrines; 
Nat that he moves alofr, but that he ſhines. 


dot that he's higheſt, but becauſe heꝰſt beſt 3 
Fond to olige; in bleNing others, bleſt. 
How wonarous few, by avarice uncontrol'd, 
Have virtue to ſubdug the thirſt of gold 
The ſhicirg dirt the ſchdid wretch enſnares 
To buy, with mighty treaſures, mighty cares; 
Blindly he courts, mitguided by the will, 
A fſpeciou: god, and meets a real il]: 
So when Ulyſſes ploug1'd the ſurgy main; 
When now in view 2pp-ar*d his native reigns 
His wayward mates th /Zolian bag unbind, 
Ex pecting treaſuies, but out ruſh'd a wind; 
The ſudden hurricane in thunder roars, 
Puffets the bark, and wairls it from the ſhores. 
O heaven! by what vain paſſions man is ſway d- 
Proud of his reafon, by his will betray d! 
Blindly he wanders in purſuit o: vice, 
And hates confinement, though ia paradiſe ; 
Doom' d, when enlarg'd, inſtead of Eden's bowers, 
To rove in wilds, and gither thorns for flowers; 
Between th' extremes, direct he ſees the way, 
Yet wiliul ſwerves, perverſely fond to ſtray 
Wlulſt niggard fouls indulge their craviog thirfty 
Rich without bounty, with abundance curſt; 
The Prodig il purtues expenſive vice, 
And buys diſhonour at a mig'1ty price; 


| Why d, mes the ſtar on Walpole's generous breaft | 


VARIATION. 


* * feel t ler eur, my f. id, &c. 
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mighty Marlboroagh 

Unhallow's feet o'er awful Tully tread, 
++ And Hyde and Plato join the vulgar dead ; 

And all the glorious aims that can employ 

The ſou! of mortals, maſt with Hanmer die: 
Compton, when t his breath we once refign, 
My duſt ſhall be as eloquent as thine } 

Till that laſt hour which calls me hence away 
bd bong ge arrear which all muſt pay ; 

, 

Who new they walk'd before th' all-ſeeing God ! 
Studious from ways of wicked men to keep, 
Who mock at vice, while grieving angels weep. 
tiſte, my - friend! the joys retirement 


| ſlaves, and pity kings. 
! —— conguBrayd » Aw, PR 
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® Dr. Broome tranſlated eight books of the Odyſſey. | 
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DIAL O0GU E 


The glaſs was vex'd to be bely'd, 
And thus with angry tone reply d: 


No more to me of falſchood talk, 


With fury from her arm it fled, 
And round a glittering 


An hundred pale Ophelias ſhone ; 
Away the frighted virgin flew, 
And humbled, frum herſclf withdrew. 


Tax MORAL, 


Ye beaux, who tempt the fair and young, 
With ſnuff, and nonſenſe, dance, and ſong ; 
Ye men of compliment and lace | 
— * — 

To cheat ſond virgins into love: 
Though pale the cheek, yet ſwear it glows 
With the vermilion of the roſe : 

Praiſe tham for praiſe is always true, 
Though with both eyes the cheat they view 
From hateful truths the virgin flies ; 

But the falſe ſex is caught with lyes. 


Between a Lady and ber Loox1nc-Gr a, white 


BROOME'S POEM 8s. 


A POE M 


@x ruz SEAT or WAR in FLANDERS, 
Chiefly with relation to the S1zG x5 : 
With the Praiſe of Pac and RzTinzmzNT. 

Written in 1710. 


Sin mei non defubie nomen, Jed tramgui 


HAPPY, thou Flandria, on whaſe fertile plains, / 
In wanton pride luxurious plenty reigns ; 
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And prancing horſes ſhake the ſolid ground ; | 


and lighten to the ſkies ; 
The heavens above, the fields and floods beneath, 
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Death ſhakes aloft her dart, and o'er her prey 
Stalks with dire joy, and marks in blood her way 3 
Mountains of heroes ſlain deform the ground, 
The ſhape of man half bury d in the. wound: 


And lo! while in the ſhock of war they cloſe, 


While ſwerds meet ſwords, and foes encounter foes, 
The treacherous earth beneath their footſteps cleaves, 
Her entrails tremble, and her boſom heaves ; 
Sudden in burſts of Gre eruptions rite, 
And whirl the turn battalions to the ſkies. 
Thus ——_— rumbling with a thundering 
nd, 


Shake the firm world, and rend the cleaving ground 3 


Rocks, hills, and groves, are coſt into the ſky, 
And in one mighty rujn nations die. 
See ! through th* encumber'd air the ponderous 


of death within its womb ; 


Bears magazines 
The ing orb 


imperial Troy , 
Here angry Neptune hurl'd his vengeful mace, 
There Jove overturn'd it from its inmoſt baſe : 
mo yet vanquiſh'd, the confeſs'd the 


Her ſons were heroes, but they fought with Gods, 
Ah l. what new horrors riſe ? In deep array 


The ſquadrons form! aloft the ftandards play! 


VARIATION S. 


Ev the flern fouls of herees feel diſmay; 
Proud temples nad, aſpiri 
Dreadful it mounts, tempejtuous inits flight, 
It finks, it falls, earth greans beneath its weight. 


74 imprijon'd death: ru/h out in ſmate and fire, 


+ The barriers bug, wide-ſpreading flames ara 


| 
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The captains draw the ſword ! on every brow 
Determin d valour lowers | the trumpets blow] 
See | the brave Briton delves the cavern'd ground 
"Through the hard entrails of the ſtubborn mound ! 
And, undiſmay *d by death, the foe inv2des 
Through dreadful horrors of inferr I ſhades ! 

In vain the wall's broad baſe deep-rooted lies, 

In vain an hundred turrets threat the ſkies | 

Lo! while at eaſe the bands immur I rei oie, 

Nor careleſs dream of ſubterranean ſos, 

Like the Cadmzan hoſt, embattled 1werms 

Start from the earth, and claſu their ſour:ding 


arms, 

And pouring war and laughter from beneath, 

Wrap towers, walls, men, in fire, in blood, in 
death. 

So ſome fam'd torrent dives within the caves 
Of opening earth, inguiph'd with all his waves; 
High o'er the latent fiream the ſhepherd feeds 
His wandering flock, and tunes the ſprightly reeds : 
Till from ſome rifted chaſm the billows riſc, 

And foaming burſt tumultuous to the ſkies ; 
Then roaring dreadful o'er the delug'd plain, 
—_ herds —— in thundet to the main. 
me, ye friendly powers, to gent ler ſcenes, 
To ſhady bowers, aud — 
Where the ſhrill trumpet never ſounds 2larm:, 
No martial din is heard, nor claſh of arme; 
Hail ye ſoft ſeats ! ye limpid ſprings and flo.ds ! 
Ye flowery meads, ye vales, and woods | 
Ye limpid floods, that ever murmuring flow 
Ye verdant meads, where flowers eternal blow! 
Ye ſhady vales, where zcphyrs ever play ! 
iYe woods, where little warblers tune their lay! 

Here grant me, heaven, to end my peaceful days, 
And fteal myſelf from life by flow decays ; 

Draw health from food the te garden yields, 
From fruit, or herb, the bounty of the fields ; 
Nor let tbe loaded table groan beneath 

Slain animals, the horrid feaſt of death: 

With age unknown to pain or ſorrow bleſt, 

To che dark grave retiring as to reſt; 

"While gently with one ſigh this mortal fra: ne 
Diflolving turns to aſhes, whence it came; 

While my freed ſoul departs without a groan, 

Wand, joyful, wings her flight to worlds un- 


Ye gloomy grots! ye awful ſolemn cell:, 
[Where holy thoughtful Contemplation dwelle, 
Guard me from ſplendid cares and tireſome tate, 
That pumpous mifery of being great 
Happy if by the wiſe and Jcarn'd belov d; 

But happieſt above all, if ſelf-approv'd ! 
Content with eaſe 3 ambitious to deſpiſe 
Illuſtrious vanity, and glorious vice ! 

Come, thou chaſte maid, here ever let me ſtray, 
While the calm hours ſteal unperceiv'd away; 
Here court the Muſes, while the ſun on high 
Flames in the vault of heaven, and fires the ſky : 
Or wiile the-night's dark wings this globe ſur- 

round, 

And the pale moon begins her ſulemn round, 

Nd my tree ſoul to tarry orbs repair, 

% hoſe radiant worlds that fle at in ambient air, 
wAnd with a regular conſul.on itray 


Cl. qc, direct, ciong tu axrial way : 


| 
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Or when Aurora, from her golden bowers, 
F.xhales the fragrarce of the balmy flowers, 
Reclin's in ſilence on a moſſy bed, 

Conſu!: the learned volumes of the dead; 


| Fall'n realms and empires in deſcription view, 


Live o'er paſt times, and build whole worlds anew; 
Gr fim the burſting tombs in fancy raife 
Ihe tons of fame, wheliv*d in ancient days: 
And Jo! with havghty ſtalk the warcior treads ! 
Stern legiſlators row ning lift their head. 
I fre proud victors in triumplal cars, 
Chiefs, kings, and heroes, ſeam'd with glorious 
ſcars ! 
Or liſten ill the raptur'd ſoul tikes wings, 
Mile Plate teaſens, or while Homer ſings. 
Cham me, ye ſacred leaves, * with lofiier 
themes, 
With opering hezvens, and angels rob'd in flames: 
Ye reſtleſ. paffions, while 1 re2d, be aw'd: 
H il, ye myſterious oracles of God! 
Here 1 behold how irnfint time beg in, 
How the duſt mov'd and quicken'd into man 
Here through the flowery walks of Eden rove, 
Court the ſoft breeze, or range the ſpicy grov* ; 
There tread on hallow'd ground where angel: trod, 
And reverend p-triachs AMK “ as fta with God; 
Or hear the voue to Nlumpber ng prophets given, 
Or gaze on viirms from the throne of heaven. 
But nobler yet, far nobler ſcenes advance l 
Why leap the mountains? why the forefts dance? 
WI flaſhes glory from the golden ſpheres ? 
Rejoice, O earth, a God, a Go? appears 
A God, a God, deſcending angels ſing, 
And mighty Seraphs ſhout, Bchotd your King ! 
Hail, virgin-born! Life, lift. ye blind, your eyes! 
Sing, oh ! ye dumb! and oh ! ye dead, aile! 
Tremble, ye gates of heli! In nobleſt trains 
Tell it aloud, ye heavens! the Saviour reig is! 
Thus lonely, thoughtful, may I run the race 
Of trenſien life, in no umuſeful eaſe ! 
Enjoy each hour, nor, as it ficets away, 
Think life too ſhort, and yet too long the day; 
Of right obſervant, while the ſoul attends 
Each duty, and makes heaven and angels friends. 
And thou, fair Peace, from the wild floods of war 
Come dove-like, and thy blooming olive bear ; 
Tell me, ye victore, what ftrange charms ye find 
In conqueſt, that deſtruction of mankind ! 
Unenvy*d may your laurels ever grow, 
That never flou:iſh but in human woe, 
If never earth the wreath triumphal bears, 
Till drench's in heroes“ blood, or orphans” tears. 
Let Ganges from afar to ſlaughter train 
H's ſable warriors on th* embattled plain; 
Let Volga's ſons in iron ſquadrons riſe, 
And pour in millions from her frozen ſkies : 
Thou, gentle Thames, flow thou in peaceful treams, 
Bid thy bold ſons reftrain their martial flames. 
In thy own laurel's ſhade, great Marlborough, ftay, 
There charm the thoughts of conquer'd worlds away: 
Guardian of England ! born to ſcourge her foes, 
Speak, ard thy word gives half the world repoſe ; 
Sink down, ve hills; eternal rocks, ſubſide ; 
V., ye forts; thou ocean, drain thy tive; 


* Te Bly Srittures, 
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We ſafety boaſt, defended by thy fame, 

And armies—ia the terror of thy name ! 

Kow fix o'er Anna's throne thy vittor blade. 

War, br» th++ chain'al ye fireams of bluud, be 

Qay's ! 

Though wild Ambition her juſt vengeance feels, 

She wars to ie, and where the thukes, ſhe beals. 
8% Pallas with her javelin l. note the ground, 

And peacctul ol:ves fAvurcith'd trom ti! wound, 


———CC . — 


To rut Ricnt Hox our 
CHARLES LORD CURNWALLIS, 
Bare of Eyre, Barn, Chef F He, ard 2 in 
Eyre f ail Lis Sia fty's F« Pr, (.*. 7 2225 

and Barro, en tt youth 1 7 2 . 


y , Lib. 15. 


0 THOU whoſe virtues ſanctify thy ſtate 
O great, wichout the vices ot the great ! 
Form'd by a dignity of mind to pleaſe, 
To think, to act with elegance and caſe 1* 
Say, wilt thou liſten whil-i I tunetke ſtring, 
And fing to thee, who gav'it rae eaſe to fing ? 
Uukiil'd in verſe, I haunt the filent gruve ; 
Yet lowly ſhepherds ſing to mighty Jove ; 
And mighty Jove attends the ſhepherds" vows, 
And gracious what his ſuppliarts aſks beltows : 
So by thy favour may the Muſe be crown'd, 
And Int her laurels in more fruitful ground; 
The grateful Muſe ſha)} in return below 
Her ſpreading laurcl> to adorn thy brow. 

Thus, guarded by the tree of Jove, a flower 

Shuots from the earth, nor tears th' inclement 
ſhower ; 

And, when the fury of the ſtorm is laid, 

Repays with ſweets the hoſpitable ſhade. 

Severe their lot, who, hen they long endure 
The wounds of fortune, late receive a cure 
Like ſhips in ftorms o'er liquid mountains tuft, 
Ere they are ſav'd muſt almoſt firſt we loft 3 
But you with ſpeed forbid diltrets to grieve : 

He vives by halves, T who heutates to give. 

Thus, when an angel views mankind diſtreſt, 
He feels compaſſion pleading in his breaſt ; 


ADD1T10ON, 

F to thy hirg, and 10 ths conwery late; 
Lai, yet free; a jute, t jeave 3 
day , S Cs þ 

+ Foo know to aft, or decentiy receive 3 
And fever ſtill with dignity ic give 2 
If carn'd by fare , gi Ag price 
Are not a bounty, but the pay of ice. 
Some wildly dati, yet ns friend obtain; 
Nur are they generuus, but abjurd and vain. 
Some give du. % lin ly pride and boifterous lande, 
As Jouve pour! 1ain in thunders ver the lands. 
W ten merit pleads, you meet it and embrace, 
And give the favour tuftr e by the grace; 
& Plebus to his warmth a glery joins, 
B.effag tas: i au, wile ht o-ogfes Ki act. 
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Inflant the heavenly guardian cleaves the ſkiet, 
And, ple:s'd to ve, on wings of lightning flies. * 

Some the vai promiſes of cuurts betray 
And giyly Rroying, they are picas'd to itray ; 
The flattering no.hing ſtill deludes their cy es, 
Seems ever Near, yet ever diflant flies: 
As peripeCtives preſent the object nigh, 
Though far remov'd fromthe miſtaking eye; 
Azaiaft our reatun fondly we believe, 
AMR che ſr ud, and teach it to deceive : 
As :. taint traveller, when night invades, 
Srcs à ſalſe Tight relieve the ambient thader, 
*. d he bebe the ght deluſwon play, 
But the falie gun thines only to betray: 
Swift he purtu-:, yet till che pata mittakes, - 
O'er dang: rous marſhes, or through thorny brakes 
Yet tine in wrong he toils to fray, 
W.. Sf + x: ary firidey oel many a painful ways 
So man purines ihe p antum of avs brain, 
10 buys his , ho tment With his pain 2 
At l-1gth when years invidiouſſy deitroy 
1 he power to taſte the long expected joy, 
1 hen tortube envious theds her golden ihowers, 
2 miles, and curles him with totes. 

Aus er uc urns of rriends departed 

The total kindret, and fond vigil; Ay 
Ambroſial ointwents o'er their aſhes (hed, 
And ſcatter uſelcts roſes on the dead; 
Ard when no more avail the world's delights, 
The ſpicy odours, and the ſolemn rites, 
With uſcleſs p they deck the ſenſeleſs tombs, 
And waſtc — y floods of vain perfumes. 


— — — 


Tode Right Honourable the Lady Jaxe 


WrHanrroN. 


UEEN of fragrance, lovely Roſe, 
The beauties of thy leaves diſcloſe ! 
The winter 's paſt, the tempeſts fly, 
Soft gales breathe gently through the ſcy; 
The lark ſweet warbling on the wing 


| Salutes the gay return of ſpring : 


The filver dews, the vernal ſhowers ; 
Call forth a bloomy waſte of flowers; 
The joyous fields, the ſhady woods, 
Are cloth'd with green, or ſwell with buds : 
Then biftc thy beautics to diſcloſe, 
Queen of fragrance, lovely Roſe ! 

Thou, beauteous flower, a welcome gueſt, 
Shalt flouriſh on the fair-one's breaſt, 
Shalt grace her hand, or deck her hair, 
The flower mott tweet, the nymph moſt fair, 
Breathe ſoft, ye winds ! be calm, ye Kies | 
Arile, ye flowery race, arilc ! 
And haſte thy beauties to diſcloſe, 
Queen of tcagrunce, lovely Roſe | 

But thou, fair nymph, thy ſelf ſurvey 
In this ſweet offspring of a day: 


That miracle of face muſt fail ; 


Thy charms are ſweet, but charms are frail : 


* The Lord Corrmcallis, in a moſi chliging manner 
recommended the aut ber ts ths ret) if Petham, 
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Swift as the ſhort liv'd flower they fly, 

At morn they bloom, at evening die : 
Though fickneſ? yet a while forbears, 

Yet time deſtroys what ſickneſs ſpares. 

Now Helen lives alone in fame, 

And Cleopatra's but a name. 

Time muſt indent that brow, 

And thou muſt be, what they are now: 

This moral to the foir diſcloſe, 


Queen of fragrance, lovely Roſe. 
— — 


BELINDA AT THE BATH. 


Wu in theſe fountains bright Belinda | 


laves, 
She adds new virtues to the healing waves: 
Thus in Betheſda's pool an angel ſtood, 
Bad the ſoft waters heal, and bleſt the flood ; 
But from her eye ſuch bright deſtruction flies, 
In vain they flow ! for her, the lover dies. 
No more let Tagus boaſt, whoſe beds unfold 


A ſhining treaſure of all-conquering gold 


No more the Po! whoſe wandering waters fray, | 


In errors, through the ſtarry way: 
H theſe ſprings ſuperior honours ſhare 
There Venus laves, but my Belinda here. 


z, 


THE COY: 


AN ODE. 
J,OVE is a noble rich repaſt, 

But ſeldom ſhould the lover taſte ; 
When the kind fair no more reſtrains, 
The glutton ſurfeits, and diſdains. 
To move the nymph, he tears beſtows, 
He vainly fighs, he falſely vows: 

The tears deceive, the vows betray ; 

He conquers, and contemns the prey. 

Thus Ammon's ſon with fierce delight 

Smil'd at the terrors of the fight ; | 

The thoughts of conqueſt charm'd his es, 

He conquer d, and he wept the prize. 

Love, like a proſpect, with delight 

Sueetly deceives the diftant ſight, | 

W here the tir'd travellers ſurvey, I 

C'er hanging rocks, a dangerous way. 

Ve fair that would victorĩous prove, 

Seem but half kind, when moſt you love: 

Damon purſues, if Czlia flies ; 

Bnt when her love is born, his dies. 

Had Danae the young, the fair, 

Been free and unconfin'd as air, 

Free from the guards and brazen tower, 

She d ne*cr been worth a golden ſhower 

23 E/ idanum cernes in parte locatum cœli. 
Tull. in Aratelr. 


| The breathing 


B ROOM ES TORE MNS. 


TO THE HONOURABLE 


MRS. ELIZABETH TOWNSHEND, 


AFTERWARDS LADY Cornwallis, 


Here crown'd with mountains earth 
There the proud ſeas with al their bill? 


If life be drawn, reſponſive to the t 
The mimic bird in ſkies fiftitious moves, 
Or fancy'd beaſts in imitated groves : 


An angel here, and there a ® Townſhend #ands. 


Though ev'n the lovely phantom ſeem alive, 
Submit thy vanquiſh'd art and own the draught, 
Though » defetive, and a beauteous fault: 
Charms, ſuch as hers, inimitably great, 
He only can expreſs, that can create, 

Couldft thou extract the. whiteneſs of the ſnow, 


Or of its colours rob the heaven! bow, 


Yet would her beaut triumph o'er th 

Lorely in thee, herſelf ovely 
Thus in the. limpid fouptain 

The faint reſemblance of the glittering $ 


| Another ſun diſplays his leſſen d beams, 


adorns th' enlighten'd fireams 
But though the ſcene be fair, yet high above 
Th' exalted fkies in nobler beauties move; 
There the true heaven's eternal lamps diſplay 
A deluge of inimitable day. 


* Now Lgdy Corruweliis. 


4 Gargite fideres ſubterl.it Oriora." Cland, 


ON HER PICTURE, AT RAINHAM. 


draught ; 
Ev'n heaven it climbs ; and from the forming hands 
Yet, painter, Jet, though art with nature ftrive,, 


%. 
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BROOME'S POEM 8s. 


TO MR. POPE, 
ON HIS WORKS. 17:26. 


LET walter ſouls triumphal arches raiſe, 
And ſpeaking marble, to record their praiſe, 
Or carve with fruitleſs tcil, to fame unknown, 
The mimic feature on the breathing ſtone ; 
Mere mortals, ſubject to death's total ſway, 
Reptiles of earth, and beings of a day! 
"Tis thine, on every heart to grave thy praiſe, 
A monument which worth alone can raiſe ; 
Sure to ſurvive, when time ſhall whelm in duſt 
The arch, the marble, and the mimic buſt ; 
Nor till the volumes of th ky 
Blaze in one flame, halt Thou and Homer die; 
When fink together in tne world's laſt fires 
What heaven created, and what heaven inſpires. 
If aught on earth, when once this breath is fled, 
With human tranſpert touch the mighty dead; 
Shakeſpeare, rejoice! his hand thy page refines, 
Now every ſcene with native brightneſs ſhines ; 
— bo bod pan d. urntega ane 
Tully publiſh'd what Lucreuius wrote, 
Prun'd by his care, thy laurels loftiec grow, 
And bloom afreſh on thy immortal brow. 
Thus when thy draughts, O Raphael, time in- 


vades, 

And the bold figure from the canvaſs fades ; 
A rival hand recalls from every part 
Some latent grace, and equals ar* with art; 
Tranſported we ſurvey the dubious ſtrife, 
Whits.the fair image ftarts again to life. 

How long untun'd had Homer's ſacred lyre 

d grating diſcord, all extinct his fre 

is you beheld ; and, taught by heaven to ſing, 
Cal!'d the loud muſic from the ſounding ftring. 
Nuw wak'd from ſlumbers of three thuuſand years, 
Once more Achilles in dread pomp appears, 
Towers o er the field of death; as fierce he turns, 
Keen flaſh his arms, and all the hero burns ; 
His plume nods horrible, his helm on high 
With cheeks of iron glares againſt the ſky ; 
With martial ſtalk, and more than mortal mi 
He ſtrides along, he meets the God in fight: 
Then the pale Titans, chain'd on burning flores, 
Starts at the din that rends th* infernal ſhores ; 
Tremble the towers of heaven; earth rocks her 

coaſts ; 

And gloomy Pluto ſhakes with all his ghoſts. 
To every theme reſounds thy various lay 3 
Here a torrent, there meaaders play: 
Sonurous as the ftorm thy numbers riſe, 
Toſs the wild waves, and thunders in the Kies; 
Or ſofter than a yielding virgin's ligh, 
The breezes breathe away, and die. 
How twangs the bow, when with a jarriag ſpring 
The whizzing arrows vaniſh from the ftring ! 
When giants ftrain, ſome rock's vaſt weight to ſhove, 
The ſlow verſe heaves, and the clogg d words ſcarce 


move; 
But when from high it rolls, with many a bound, 
Jumping it thundering whirls, and ruſhes to the ground: 
Swift flow the verſe, when winged lightnings fly, 
Dart from the dazzled view, and flaſh along the ſky : 
Thus, like the radiant God who ſheds the day, 


Ts vale you Pant, or gild thy agyre W T; 


| Stript of his robes, a 
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| And, while with every theme the verſe complies, 


Sink, without grovelling ; without raſhneſs, riſe. 

Proceed, great bard, awake th* harmonious ſtring, 
Be ours all Homer, fill Ulyſſes fing ! . 
Ev'n 1, the meaneſt of the Muſes train, 
Inflam'd by thee, attempt a nobler ſtrain, 
Advent'rous waken the “ Mzonian lyre, 
Tun'd by your hand, and fing as you inſpire, 
So, arm'd by great Achilles for the fight, 
Patroclus conquer d in Achilles'“ might. 
Like theirs our friendſhip ! and | boaſt my name 
To thine united, for thy friendſhip's fame. 

How long Ulyſſes, by unſkilfal hands 
beggar trod our lands, 
Such as he wander'd o'er his native coaſt, 
Shrunk by the + wand, and all the hero loſt ; 
O'er hie ſmooth ſkin a bark of wrinkles ſpread, 
Old age diſgrac'd the hi urs of his bead; 
Nor longer in his heavy eye-ball ſhin'd 
The glance divine forth-b:aming from the mind: 
Burt you, like Pallas, e limb unfold 
With royal robes, and bid him ſhine in gold ; 
Touch'd by your hand, bis manly frame improves 

i „ of heavenly ſubj , 

While — eb fon on the wing; 
= hear from earth ſuch heart-felt ne 

s, whent » ſuſpended hold ies; 
Or, nobly ey fair virtue's cauſe, 
From thy own life tranſcribe th' unering laws; 
Teach a bad world beneath her ſway to bend, 
To verſe like thine fierce ſavages attend, 
And men more fierce ! When Orpheus tunes the lay, 
Ev 'n fiends relenting hear their rage away. 


- — x<— . — —¼ 


Part of the TENTH BOOK of the ILIADS or 
HOMER. 


In THE STYLE or Mii Tor. 


Now high advanc'd the night, o'er all the ho& 
Sleep ſhed his ſoſteſt balm ; refilefs alone 


„ Atrides Jay, and carcs revolv'd on cares. 


As when with riſing vengeance glouray Jove 
Pours down a watery deluge, or in ſtocms 
Of hail or ſnow commands the Jaws 
Of war to roar ; through all the kindling ſkies, 
With flaming wings on lizatnings lightnings play: 
Sighs after ſighs burſt from his manly breaſt, 
And ſtake his iamoſt foul : round o'er the fields 
To Troy he turns his eyes, and round beholds 
A thouſand fires blaze dreadful ; through his cars 
Paſſes the direful ſymphony of war, 
Of fiſe, or pipe, and the loud hum of hoſts 
Strikes him diſmay d: Now o'er the Grecian tents 
His eyes he rolls; now from his royal head 
Rends the fair curl in ſacrifice to Jove, 
And his brwe heart heaves with imperial woes. 

I bus groans the thoughtful king ; at length reſul ves 
To feck the Pylian fage, in wie debate 
To ripen high detigns, and from rhe ſword 
Preſerve his banded legions. Pale and 1a 
Uproſe the monarch : inſtant v'er his breaſt 


* Tac aut der trarflated ci tie Odyſſey. 
t Ste the 10 Ocyffey, ver, 26, ard 4.56 
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A robe he threw, d on his royal fert 
Giitter'd th' cinbrosdei'd ſandals : ofer his back 
A dreadful ornament, a lion's ſpoils, 

With hideous grace down to his ankles hung; 
Fierce in his hind he grafp'd a glittering ſpear. 

With equal care was Memlaus tofs'd : 

Sleep from his temples fled, his pererous heart 
Felt all his people's woes, who i his cauſe 
Stem'd the proud main, and nobly flood in arms 
Confronting death: A leopard's ſported ſpoils 
Terrific clad his limbs, a brazen hel:n 
Beam'd on his head, and in his hand a ſpear. 
Forth from his tent the rov al Spartan ſtrode 
To wake the kirg of men; him wak'd he found 
Cl ping his poliſh'd arme; with rifing joy 
The heroes meet, the Spart n thus began : 

Why chu+ in arms, my prince ? Send'ft thou ſome ſpy 
To view the Trojan hott ? Alu! Iller 
Liſt the m.ft diuntlefs ſons of glorious war 
S rink at ihe bold defizn ! This taſk demands 
A frul refoiv'd, to paſs the gloom of night, 
And midſt ber legions ſearch the powers of Troy. 

O prince, he crirs, in this dif-ttrous hour 
Creece all our ccunſei claims. now, now demands 
Our ceepeft cares ! the power omnipotent 
Frowns on our rms, but ſmiles with aſpect mild 
On HeQeor's incenſe : Beavens ! what fon of fame, 
Renown'd in Rory, e er ſuch deeds atchiev'd 
In a whole life, as in one glorious day 
Ibis faveurite of the fries? and yet a man! 

A mortal born to dic ! but uch his deeds 
As future Grecians ſtall repeat with tears 
To chiidren yet unborn. — But haſte, repair 
To Ajat and Idomeneus: we wake 

Hurſeif the Pylian ſage; to keep the guards 
On duty, be his care; for o'er the guarus 
His fun preſides neAturnal, and in arms 

ris great compecr, Meriones the bold. 

Nu: ſay, rejoins the prince, theſe orders borne, 
Ine mall I ſtay, or, meaſuring back the ſhores, 
o thee return? No more return, replies 
Ihe King of hoſts, left trending different ways 
We meet no more; for through the camp the ways 
Lie intricate and various: but aloud 
Wake every Greek to martial fame and arms; 
Teach them to emul te their goelike fires ; 

And thou awhile forget thy royal birth, 

And ſhare a ſoldier's cares: the proudeſt k ng 
I: but exalted duſt; and when great jove 
Ca!!'s us to life, and gave us royal power, 
He gave a ſad prenemiucace of woes. 

He ſpoke, and to the tent of Neſtor turns 
His ſiep majefiic : on his couch he found 
The hoary warrior ; all around him lay 
Ilis arms, the ſhield, the ſpears, the tadiant helm, 
And ſcarf of various dye: w th theſe array d, 
The reverend father to the field of fame 
Led his bold files; for, with a brave diſdain, 

Ola as he was, he ſcorn'd the eaſe of age. 

Suaden the monarch arts, and half uprais'd, 
Thus ta the king aloud 3 What art thou, ſay? 
Why in the camp alone? while others ſleep, 
Why wandereft thou obſcure the midnight hours? 
* S=6:;*ft thou ſome centinel, or abſent friend? 
Speak .nktagt ! Silent to advance, is ceath ! 

Q prigz of Greece, the plaintive king returns, 


Hee in hy ty. toy Agargayey view it, 


RROOME'S 


— 


n 


F O EM 8. 


A prince the moſt unhappy of mar kind; 

Woes 1 endure, which none but kings can feel, 

Which ne er thall ceaſe until forgot in death: 

Penſive 1 wage through the dampot night. 

1 hrough the cold damp of night; diftreſs's | alone! 

And ſizep is grown a ſtranger to my eyes: 

The weight of all the war, the i of woes 

That preſſes every Greek, uni toils 

Cn me——th: cares of all the rot 4 mine! 

Grief diſcompaſes, and diſtracts m. 1'1-ughts 

My reftl-f\s panting heart, az it it Hoe, 

To force its priſon, beats againſt my fides ! 

My ſtrength is fail'd, and even my fect refuſe 

To bear fo great a load of wretch«dnef ! 

” But if thy wakeful cares (for o'er thy head ! 

Wakeful the hours glide on) have aught matur'd 

Uſetul, the thought unfold : but riſe, my friend, 

V ifit with me tie watches of the night; 

Left tir d they ſicep, while Troy with all her war 

Hangs o'er our tents, and now, perhaps ev'n now 

Arms her proud bands. Ariſe, my friend, ariie ! 
To whom the Pylien: Think not, mizhty k az, 

Jove rarifies vain HeQor's haughty views ; 

A ſudden, fad reverſe of mighty woes 

Waits that audacious victor, when in arms 

Dreadful Achilles ſhines. But now thy ſteps 

Neſtar attends : Be it our care to wake 

Sage Ithacus, and Diamed the brave, 

Megrs the bold, and in the race renown'd 

Olean Zjwx : To the ſhips that guard 

Curmoſt the camp, ſume other ſpeed his way 

To raile ſtern Ajax and the Cretan king. 

But love, nor reverence to the mighty name 

Of Meuclaus, nor thy wrath, O king, 

Shall Rop my free rebuke : Sleep is a crime 

When Agamemnon wakes; on him it lies 

To ſhare thy martial toils, to court the peers 

To act thy men: this hour claims all our cares. 
Reſerve, rejoins the king, for future hours 

Thy generuus anger: Seems the royal youth 

Remil- ? tis not through indolence of ſou!, 

But dejerence to our power; for our coramands 

He waits, and follows when we lead the way. 

T his ght diſdaining reſt, his fteps he bent 

Toour pavilion: now th? illuſtrious peers, 

Rais'd at his call, a choſen ſynod ſtand 

Before the gates: hate, Neftor, haste awav. 

To whom the ſage well pizas'd : In ſuch brave 

hands 

No Greek will eavy power: with loyal joy 

Subjects obey, when men of worth con mand. 
He added not, but o'er his manly breaſt 

Flung a ich robe: beneath his royal ſcet 

The glittering ſandals ſon: : a ſoft, large veſt, 

Florid with purple wool, his aged limbs 

Graceful adorn'd : tipt with a ſtar of braſs 

A pundrous lance he graſp*d, and ſtrode away 

Io wake ſage Ithacus. Aloud his voice 

He rais'd : Lis voice was lend, and from his tent 

Inſtant Ulyſſes ſprung 3 and why, he cry'd, 

Why thus abroad in tlie chill hours of night ? 

What new diftreſs invades ?——Forgive 

cares, 

Reply'd the hoary ſage; for Greece I wake, 

Greece and her dangers bring me to thy tent: 

Lut haſte, cur wakeful peers in council meet 3 


Thus, wis ca night gogrmjpgy fight or War. 
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Thou gor man! nc'er wilt ti o, 
ce. 

To burthen age with cwres ? Hos Greece ra pouth; 

To waxe the pe 3? unuciry? 

At e the dq nie load of tels, and z ts! 

T's due, he ery'd, my ſubſ.ects ad m ſons 
Might eafe a ſre, and King: but et a crline 
When on the edge ot fate our country finds : 

Ere yet a few hours more have run Ur comm de, 
Import ant ſpace! Greece triumphs, or Greece falls ! 
But, fince an old man's care thy pity moves, 

Hoge, generous youth, with ſpeed to coun ci! ca!l 
Mege: the brave, ang in the race rena un d, 

Cin Ain. — Straight the chief obheg d, 

Stra ht oer his ih keviders flung the gg 7 ſpoils 

Of 4 ate tony lien; with dire grebe 

Down to his feet they hung: fierce ir oy hard 

He rid a glittering ſpear, and 1 tn guards. 
Witeiul in arms they F te, a faiti.ful band, 
As waictful digs proc the ficecy train, 
Men the fern How, furious for I is prey, 
Runes thivogh crafting wood: , and on the 
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Tie hero thus tizamphaat, prus'd o'er earth 

Above the ſuns of wen! And whit rewa ds 

Should he receive! From every g . peer 

A ſabie ewe, and lamb, of high oft wortu 

Memorial; to a brave, heroic heart 

The nobleſt prize! and at the ſocial feaſt 

&mongit the great, be his tne ſeat of fame. / 
Avzin'd they ſate, and e a the brave know far. 
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And a huge fau'chion, great Ulyiſies bears, 
ie gifrof Mon: on his head and helm 
Oi leather nodden, firm within, and bound 
With many a t. 23 w.thyity in drezdful rows 
Tir fowy tus 7 u hg vage boar 
Grin Poertble. Tpus md, ay they ſtalk 
UEndaunted: ober their he ds the martial maid 


* a - ** „ 
% * LE ay 


Se dn on the iat an her'n; the ambicr* glỹ,]mm 
Dance d' him nom tl. vis, but loud in air 

1 :iey hear tho ci gor of li: funding wings. 
Joyful the proſperous (gn Uluſſe; hilt, 

Ad thus to Ls: Off:pring of oed Jove, 
Who hurls the brrming bolts! O guardian nowery 
Pre ſent in all my tolls, who view it my way 
here'er I move, no thy cœleſtial aids 

Now, goddeſs, lend! miy deeds this night 2dorny 
Deeds that all Troy may weep 3 may ve return 
In lateiy by thy guidance, he aver — ! 

Ty Ges caught the word; and oh! bie criesg 

Virgin armiplcaty, now grant thy aid, 
As to my fire ! He by the gulphy flood 

Of deep A ſopus left th? etrabattled bands 

Ot Greece in arms, and to imperial I'h-beg 

Bore ___ If peace; but as from h2u;!1i'y Thebes 
Alone he Jruracy'd, dee.!3, heroic de , 

His arm c hiev'd, for Tydeus w- hy care 
Thus guard h:. . pre nz, Cn! fern cuecn Gt arms; 
30 ſhall an hut pr wn thy * blacd, 

Young ans uam'd; to thee ner blogs 4 pours 
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And point her Junar hurns with burniſh'd gold. 
Thus pray the chiefs, and Pallas hears their 


prayer; 
Then, like two lions through the ſhades of night, 
Dauntleſs they ſtride along; and hold their way 
Through _ and mar:gled limbs, o'er arms and 
death. 
Nor paſs they far, ere the ſagacious 
Of Ithacus diſcerns a diſtant foe _ 
Coafting from Troy, and thus to Diomed : 
See ! o'er the plain ſore Trojan bends this way, 
Perhaps to ſpoil the lain ! or to our hoſt 
Comes he a ſpy ? Bevond us oer. the field 
Tis beſt he paſs, then ſudden from behind 
Ruſh we precipitant : but if in flight 
His active feet prevail, thy ſpcar employ 
To torce him on our lines, leſt hid in thades, 
Through the duſk air he re-eſcape to roy. 
Then couching to the ground, ambuſh'd they 
lay 
Behind a hill of fin : onward the (py 
Inceffant mov d: Le paſs'd, and now aroſe 
The fierce purſuers. Dolon heard the ſound 
Of trampliug feet, and panting, liftenirg ſteod; 
Now reach'd the chicts within a javelin's throw, 
Stern foes of Dolon ! ſwift along the ſhores 
They ſtill purſued: as when two ſkilful hounds 
Chace o'er the lawn the hare or bounding roe, 
Still from the ſhel:ering brake the game they turn, 
Stretch every nerve, ano bear upon the prey ! 
So ran the chiefs, and from the hoſt of Troy 
Turn'd the ſwift foe : now nigh the fleet they flew, 
Now almoſt mingled with the guards; when lo! 
"The martial goddeſs breath'd heroic flames 
Fierce on Tydides* foul : the hero fear d 
Left ſome bold Greek ſh-uld interpoſe a wound, 
And raviſh half the glories of the night 
Furious he ſhouk his lance, and, Stand, he cry'd, 
Stand, or thou dy'ſt: then fteruly from his arm 
Launch'd the wild ſpear ; wilful the javelin err'd, 
But, whizzing o'er his ſhoulder, deep in earth 
Stood quiverizg ; and he quaking ſtopp'd aghaſt ; 
His teeth all chatrer'd, and his flack knees knock d; 
He ſeem d the bloudleſs image of pale fear. 
Panting the ſpy they ſeize 3 who thus with tears 
H.bje& intreats : Spare me, oh! ſpare, he cries; 
My hoary fire your mercy ſhall repay, 
Soon as he hears I draw the vital air, 
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Of adverſe Greece, and learn if now thicy ſl and 
Waketul on guard, or vanquiſh'd by eur arms 
Precipitant deſert the ſhores of Trov. 
To whom v.ith ſniles of ſcorn the ſage returns : 
Bold were thy aims, O youth ! But thoſe proud 
ſtecds, 
Reſtive, diſdain the uſe of vulgar hands; 
Scarce « v*n the goddtſe- born, when the loud din 
Ot battle rozrs, ſubducs them to the rein 
ReluCant :; Put this right uh re He& 1 ſreps 
Faithful diſcloſe : Where Rand the worries fiends ? 
Where le his arms and implements of war? 
What guards are kept nc cturnal? Say, whit Troy 
Now m:edit:tes ? to pour the tide of f. lit 
Fierce on our fleet, or buck within her wills 
T rarster the war? To theſe demands, he cries, 
Faithful my torgue ſhall peak: I he peer. of Trey 
Hector in coumcil meets: trouna llusꝰ to nb 
Apart from nc.le they ſtand: no guards ſurround 
The ſpicious hoft : where through the gloom yon 
fices 
Blaze frequent, Tron: wake to guard their I toy; 
Secure th auxilizrs fl-ep, no tender cares 
Of wife or fon difturb their calm repoſe, 
Safe ſleep their wives and ſons on foreign ſhores. 
But ſay, apart ercarp th' auxiliar bands, 
Replies the ſage, or join the powers of Troy ? 
Along the ſea- beat ſhores, returns the ſpy, 
The Leleges and Carians ftretch their files ; 
Near theſe the Caucons, and Pelaſgian train, 
And Pœons, dreadful with the battle-bow, 
Extended lie; on the 'Thymbrean plain 
The Lycians and the My ſians in array 
Spread their deep tanks: I here the Mæonĩan 
And Fhrygians, range the fiery ſteeds of war. 
But why this nice enquiry ? If your way 
Venturous you bend to ſearch the huſt of Troy, 
There in yon outmoſt lines, a recent aid, 
The Thracizns lie, by Rheſus led, whoſe ſtecds 
Outſhine the ſnow, outfly the winged winds. 


| With glittering filver plates, and radiant gold 


His charict flames; gold forms his dazzl:ng arms, 


Arms that may grace a CO 1—But to your tents 


Unheppy me convey ; or bound with chains, 
Faſt bound with crucl chains, ſad on the ſhores 
Here leave me captive, till you ſafe return, 
And witneſs to the truth my tongue unfolds. 
To whom ftern-fruwning Diomed replies: 


With ample wealth, wich ſteel, with braſs, with Though every ſy able be ſtamp'd with truth, 


old. 

To PS. Ulyſſes artfully : Be bold : 
Far hence the thought of death I but inttant ſay 
Why thus alone in the ſtill hours of night 
While every eye is clus'd ? to ſpoil the ſlain 
Com'ſt thou rapacious ? or ſome nightly ſpy 
By Hector jent ? or has thy venturous mind 
Impell'd thee to explore our martial bands ? 

By Hector ſent, and by rewards undone, 
Return: the ſpy, (ſtill as he ſpuke ne ſhouk) 
I coine unwilling : the refulgent car 
He promis d, and immortal leeds that bear 
Jo fight, the great Achilles: thus betray'd, 
Through the dun ſhades of night i bend my way 
Unproiperous, to explore tented hoſt 


J. 339. 


Dolon, thou dy ſt: would'ſt thou once more return 


Kew war on Creece? Traytor, thou dy'ſt; nor 
more 

New war thou wageſt, nor return'ſt a ſpy. 

He ſpoke territic : and 25 Dolon rais'd 

Suppliant his humble hands, the trenchant blade 

Sheer through his neck deſcends ; the furious 
blow 

Cleaves the tough nerves in twain; down drops the 

head, 

And mutters unintelligib'e ſounds. 

Straight they deſpoil the dead: the wolf*s grey hide 

They ſcize, the helm, tne ſpear, and battle-bow 3 

Theſe, as they dropp'd with gore, on high in air 

Ulyfles rais'd, and to the Martial Maid 

Thus lowly conſecrates : Stern power of war, 

Virgin armipotent, receive theſe arme, 
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Prov 123915 to my vows, thee, grddeſs, thee 
Cc inetty I coll ; Dir our profiprroar wy 
In piercen the Than tents, to ſe'ze the ge- ds 
Of Rhetus, and the cr that flame, with geld. 
Then fierce oer broken arms, through fre ms of 
lod | 
They move along: now rech the Thracian bands 
All huſn'd in fleep profonnd 3 their ſhining arms 
Ron:“ in three rinks along the plain, wound 
Wumin'd the dur: vir: Chariot ard huſe 
Py every Thracion Now! « Rheſus their king 
S.cvt in the center 07 the cheling bende, 
Ani hig proud tres 4 were rind boning ts cu. 
With joy Ulyſſes:liruugh the glaan dci ry d 
The llerpinz King; ad lo be cries, tlie fo ds, 
L. Diamed. th+ 1 ef of Thrice, this night 
Dei.rid'd by Dom 5 Now, oh raw, thy Rrength 
Dauntlels exert! Lygſe tu tie ſuriau: Pers; 
Or while the feeds 1 lee, with flanghitecing hand, 
In% 24k the ſt,ldtety + He hs Ke, ai' rw 
— (uren of Arm: * q Ty4: Jes" foul 
With all her mus! Arcs: h, re king bilde 
On every fide deut fur; low bl gr. ans 
Mu- mor around. DM the crinfun 11d 
Weil'd from the flint As in his mighty haunts 
The ſurly lion ruſti es on the fd 
Or ſherp, or goat, and ems th* ung · ard ed prey z 
So ke the I Hracim bmnds: Turtle by Li: feud 
Lay breubleſ, on the ground: bel. ud lim ftoud 
Szge Ilhan, and, as the wiwrior low, 
Swift he remov'd the Rain, leſt the me ſteeds, 
Not yet inur'd to bland, ſhould trembii.g flart, 
Inpationt of the deid: Now o'er the King 
He whirl; his wrathful blade, now furious gores 
Flis hew:ing cheſt: he wak'd not; but a dream 
By Pallas ſent, ruſe in his ions thoughts; 
A vidcnary wartior frownir.z ſt d 
Fatt by lus head, and his acrinl ſwWor! 
Plung'd thro* his labouring breaft: Mean while the 
ſeeds 
The ſage unbinds, and inftant with hi: bow 
Drives tho? the Neeping ranks: Then ts his friend 
Cave fignals of retreat; but nobler dvds 
He meauitetes, to drag the ratiant cr, 
O: lift it through the threefo!d raE, up- born 
III gt. on his ſt aul gers, or with ſlghter ftain 
Ih' enſanguin'd ſield; when, 4! the Martial Maid 
Down ruſhes from the 1 en? of heaven, 
And ſudden crits, Return, brave chief, return, 
Left freom the ies ſume guardian power of Trey 
Vrathiul deſcend, and rouze the huts: hands, 
Thu: ſperks the Warrior uren the 'ivaventy voice 
Tydides owns, and mounts the fiery fle, 
O.fervarit of the high command ; the bow 
Sage Iha us apply*d, and tow re the tent; 
Scourg'd the proud fizeds, the ſterds flew o'er the 


plain. 


A PASTORA L, 


To a young LADY, vpn her len, and return to, 


tne Country. 


Damos. 
"AY, while eich ſcene ſo beautiful aprewty 
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Ser ! from the clouds the ſpring deſcend in ſhowers, 
"The painted vallies lwgh with riſing fl,wers : 
Smet): flow the floods, ſoft brewthe the vernal airs 3 
'The sprit, flowers, floods, conſpire to charm our 

Cares. 

Frnevs. 

But vai: the pleaſure which the ſeaſon vields, 
The laugihing vues, or the painted firld:. 
No more, ye fluods, in filver mes flow ; 
Smile mi, ye flow-rs n more, foft breezes, blow: 
Fr, Demon, far from theſe unhappy groves, 
the cruel, lovely Raſalinda roves. 


Dauer. 
Ah! now know why late the opening buds 
Cl up their gems, and ficken'd in the | wooks g 
Why dro-p'd the lih in her nowy pride 
An1 why the rof- wirkdrew her! * wett, a yd: 
Fur the o, fur eld, the op: ning buds 
Co, up ther gens, und ſicken'd in the woods; 
tor thee the u, fr 4 bor ſnowy prive 
For th*e the role wild ew her ute: , and dy'd. 


Fromre. 
Fe! where ven fn tot embraces were 
Her u inten 11mg let, with the nume“, lewez; 
There turd iet 1 homes b Ir wy ly, 
Both to the rie: „dhe falling day : 
But Frcs fo: Rofiiind funk the pling, 
Swe Philomsl wore tenea, her ftrins 3 
With forrow dum, fre dire erde her lay, 
Nor g..cets the zuſung nr the talling day. 


Dan 
Szv, Oye wind, thi ce e liſt zue ſkies, 
Nee for I'd to teme: by my riſu. g fighs ; 
Sv, wle my Roſalind deſe rs theſe horess 
How Damon dies for whom his ſoul adores. 


Frorrs, 
Ye murmuting fount ins, and ye wandering floods, 
That vikt vriaus land througli verions roads ; 
Ser, warn ve find where Roſalind reſides, 
Say, huw my tears increaſe your ſwelling tides. 


Damow. 
Tell me, I chrre j,, O ye ſyivan ſu ain⸗ ! 
Who range the tmrvy prove, &r Gowery pl. 285 
Pee what fonntiin, in what breezy bowery 
Reclines my charmer in the novn-tde hour ! 


FI.» US. 
' Soft, 1 ature you, by the ſkipping Fant, 
zy the Acct roc, that Lund d along t % lawns 
St tread, yr virgin deughters of the groves 
Nor with your dance, wake my ſlerpiug love! 


Damon, 
Return, O viryin! and if proud diſdain 
Arm thy fizrce foul, return, enioy my p in; 
It p!-24'd thou view'ft a tzithful lover“ cares, 
Thick rite, ye ſighs; in ood, deicend, ye tears! 


Floors. 
Return, 0 virgin while in verd n+ meads 
| By ſprites we (port, or dre um on flawery 2083 
She wen wander: throuph the deſert wing 


WD E Þy Duo, and vb Le tert: This %% of wal, of Wpgry ea prey. 
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Dau. 
Yemen t your rage, ye beaſte, for- 


Ah! fie! er. [ 
ben ! 
Thoſe are nat linchs for ſrvages t, fear ! 
Adicu, ve mea ads! w.h * erben h w.!dsI go 
O'cr burning finde, of ve itt; E i 2 3 
With ber I Wan ler throng) the dualer wer, 


The tood oi Wwul „ Or Was lions? 1 er 


Fr. ges. 
Come, Rec lind, beſure the wintery elbnde 
Frown 0 er: oh 5 1 1 ' 1 * N ard ruh in fade 5 


* 


Ere raging l. „ber che frozen pl. ins; 
Thy cham: may 1. . by Vie franz cr ins. 
Dux. 

Come, N. (tink, O core 3 then inf flowers 

Sf! blo "1 and nne, and firm UWA Charms by 
e 

Py vom, their ent! ber! wite comple ; 

Your 5 nn! diz ck 5 to hop e; 

Earn f fi r an 22d erte: n yk wa 


Yet, ah! forberr :0 u: ce ih * - homewnrd wey, 
Wille fulrry furs inſeſt che giowing dy; 
he ſulrry ſuns thy des nay im, air — 
et haſle away ! for thou ut now too fair. 


Da 292. 
Fark 1 from yon bower what airs ſoft-warbled play: 
My foul takes wi; ig do Meet ti.“ enc! hanting 17 7 a 
Silence, ye nigltingales ! attend the voice ! 
While thus ic Warbles, all your ſongs are noiſe. 

rok rs. 

Zee from the boxer a form majetic mavers 
And ſmontih!y gi: g Lines ung the groves z 
Say, comes a goddei 's from the golden ſpheres ? 
A goddeis comes, or Roſalind ares! 


Danze. 
Shine forth, thou ſun, bricht roler of the din. 
Aud where ſhe treads, ye fiower:, * the w w! ' 
Rejoice, ve groves ; my heart, diſtniſs the cues ! 


My Goddeſs comes, my Roſzlind a: eG 


— — . . EEE 
F 


VAS ſung of ald zu ore myplilun 
Cculd by his verſes tome in, 
And, by tis ſtrange enchy ts tunte, 
Make bears or wolve: dane 11g. 1 3 
His mes could coli the timber d 
And fom i in haute vr towns 
But it is run Qt in the tir. 


A leb wild ud, in he air; 

Poor are tl e brett. f the pays, 
Down femlii h un. 9 & 
Th Iuſes fo fre , ## 2 py 7 5 


And may bell e + 1 i253 get. 
Yet til y : i * 11 r "AY Be 


Pur Hell. 4+ * 
Viel. * en! * eri 7 ien ez 


PORM S. 


| Ver ern 2th;ft he ſercetly og 

Of Nectar, 1d Eyian fringe. 
Why diene gart =Y er thedss 

Ye bud, l. dt be: on your herd: 

Lawycrs, ty edle, ctovciiles, 

Conſume umu ung ents? purſes, 

Is Pharao. Kine, which ftrange ͤa 1 

Devon: ' tut n p and well - fel bb 
The zrave 3! viicim, who by phy ® 

Like death, d;patches him that is lie, 

-uiues 4 fare and thriving trade; 

Tin ug" . 1 ente die, the doↄctor's ru,: 

| Licens' A to kill, he gains © palace, 

| For hat aauther muunts the pillow 

| 

| 


* 


1 In ſhady groves the Mues roy, 
Aud love in . meads t ny , 

An idie crew! whoſe only tr: 10 15 

To U. ioc in trifles, like our ladies; 

In dreiling, dancing. toyine, finging, 
While wiſer Polla> t thiives by ſpinning 2 
Thus they gain u king to brgueati 
Their votaries, but a laurel wreath. 

Bu: love rew atdt the bard I the fair 

Atten1 his ſong, and cafe his care: 
Als ! fond youth, your pica you urge 1:2 
Without a jeimote, thoug! ia Vir at: 
Could you like Floebus fing, in vain 
You nobly fw+ ll the lofty ſtrain; 

Cov Dapiine flies, and you wil find as 
Hard heres 35 hecs in your Zeb'ndz. 

Lud then lone lay you purchale tame, 
and gun tliat envy d prize, à name; 
Cen recompence! like his who felis 
A diamond, far beads and bells. 

Win nme be hought ſum̃cient bail 
To keep the port from the jall. 

Thus the brave toidicr, in the wars, 
Gets empty pruſe, and aching (car: ; 

Is paid with fame and wooden legs; 
And faiv'd, the glouious vagrant begs. 


* 


| . 
. 


PLAYING witn a SNAKE, 


77 75 15 2 plesſing, d'reful ſight! 


Ad once you chum us, and acfright! 


| ” 1; even nn angels arms 
Wii ter, ertadſul in their charmæ! 
oc ; * 
nck, fact os 1ropatra' s air, 


I. rely, Lat woe fur, 

| ky ben E eee eperich'd loſt, 
11 the Q:f6 i 13 no meek 2G. 3. 

AW UL OY zus n's av: 1013 power, 


#353 0G» 10,8 L197 "7 ve afore 1 


7 7. 1 
8 418 Feld 
* . . 8 = . < * 2 * 
eren zund iz 28 ming 8 sold. 


W..! re., {3.4 ern dels, lo! ts les; 
-% 7 = - 4 tl f 2 q.* C 
eine Of your eyes; 


* . »- ©. 


Nos 8 als foie; * and a unf: 12 
„ Wal 
tr IV e Nen 1 kt; en! * 
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Oh ! happy on vour breaſt to lie, 

As that bright (tar that gilds the ſky, 

Who ceaſing in the ſpheres to ſhine, 

Would, fir your breaſt, his heaven reſign 
Yet, oh ! fair virgin, caution take, 

Leſt ſome bold cheat aſſume the ſnake. 

When Jove compreſt the Þ Crecian dame, 

Aloof he threw the lightning's flame, 

On ridiant ſpires the lover rode, 


And in the ſnake concea!'d the God. 


7 
7 


TO A LADY OF THIRTY. 


No more let youth its beauty boah, 
S xthity ci: a ton, 

And, like the tun a, he declines, 

More n.ildly, but more ſweetly ſhines, 


The hand of Time lone difarms 
Her face of itz ſuper ſluous charms 
But adds, for every grace rc ſign'd, 
A thouland to adurn ber mind. 


Yonth was her too nſl:maing time; 

This, her more habitable cl.me 3 

How mutt ſhe then each heart engage, 
Who blooms I ke youth, is wiſe like age! 


Thus the rich orange - trees produce 
At once both ornament, and uſe: 
Here opening bloſſoms we behold, 
Thers fragrant orbs of ripen'd gold. 


ON THE BIRTH-DAY 


OF MR. ROBERT TREFUSIS, 


BEING THREE YEARSOLD, MARCH 22, 1710-11. 


WAKE, ſweet babe ! the ſun's emerging ray, 
That gave you birth, renews the happy day 
Calmly ſerere, and glorious to the view, 
He marches forth, and ftrives, to look like you, 
hog) wag bud ! when time ſhall ſtretch tity 
pan, 
Confirm thy charms, and ripen thee to man, 
Wha: plenteous fruits thy bloſſoms ſhall produce, 
And yield not barren ornament, but ule ! 


Jie Scorpion. | 
T Olpnifias, mother of Aerænder the Great. 


VaARnrl A TIONS. 


WHY, Iweely babe, dos ſlumber ſ-al your execs? 
Ce, fair Aurora bluſjes in the Kies! 
The tn, wol.ich gave you birth, in Hg: array 
Bog ns A- conrjy and u#ors in the day. 
Cary jerere, aud £:ieriuus to the vie do, 
He: marches forth, and firive; to lock lie your 
Fair b.auty*s bra cen time faul firet, 7 7 an, 


n edler ad ripey thas lt wa%y 


. 


— 
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Ev'n now thy ſpring ach increaſe prepares 
Tocroawn thy riper ęrowth, and manly years! 
Thus in the kernel's intricate diſgulie, 
In miniature a little orchard lies; 
The fibrous labyrinths by juſt degrees 
Stretch their ſwoln cells, replete with future trees; 
By time evolv'd, the ſpreading brancheʒ rife, 
Yield their rich fruits, and ſhoot into the Kies. 
O lovely babe, hat luſtre ſhall adorn 
Thy noon of beauty, when ſo bright thy morn ! 
Shine forth advancing with 2 brighter ray, 
And may no vice oercloud thy future day! 
Wii nobler aims inftruft thy ſou! to glow. 
Than theſe gay trifſes, titles, we ith, and ſhow 2 
Muy valour, wiftom, leaning, crown thy days! 
{licf: fools adm'te—tlieſe hunt en ard enges praife 8 
With riches bel, to wane n theſe riches lend, 
The ponr man's guordi an, an ! f!+ 2594 1921 5 rriend 2 
Pid virtuou ſorrow iza'!c, ſcorn'd merit che, 
And ver alliQion pour che gener. far, 
Some, wildly liberal, ſruanter, not beo, 
And gave unprai-.'d, becauſe ey give for ſhow: 
Toſanaify thy wealth, on worth employ 
Thy gold, and to a bie Rag turn the tov : 
Thus offerings from tu' unjuſt potlute che Kies, 
The good, turn ſmoke into 2 ſacti abe. 
As uhen a1 arri plans a favourite drughe, 
The ſtructure: riſe rcſponſir : th the thouglt 3 
A palace grows beneath his forming hand, 
Or worthy of a Cod à teraple Randa: 


* 


E/ u. tall eoch ſcuain, rac bea: tetts rpm h compugng 
Fr dete eack nym;h, for ent y cher hevain! 


* . * . 3 1 
ar matellels ci ar wi, try full uu adern! 


* Kun. 1 
4 * 


Tum Per fers, ard adi c tue ri: 
S fair tlas arty ti a. if rroat 


Tc fiew their fatal prwer, and al! tir c ms, in 
t/ ine. 
If ferd Narciſ ix ths cryſal red, 
HA ferm li de thine, O !nve'y injant, wiewd, \ 
" Fa . 24 , . 
cl mitit the flame the prning youth dite; 


o . _— # , 
Exccjs of beauty Jaftificd the bey. 
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Such is thy riſing frame ! by heaven deſign'd 
A temple, worthy of a godlike mind; 
Nobly adorn'd, and finiſk'd to ciſplay 

A fuller beam of heaven's ethereal ray. 

May all thy charms increaſe, O lovely boy ! 
Spare them, ye pains, and age alone deſtroy ! 

So fair thou art, that if great Cupid be 
A child, the God might boxft to look like thee ! 
When your g li!!us' form he dcign'd to wear, 
Such were his ſmiles, and ſuch his winning air : 
Ev'n Venus might miſtake thee for her own, 
Did not thy eyes prociaim thee not her ſon, 
Thence ill the Iightning of thy mmther's flies, 
A Cupid, grac'd with Cytherea's eves ! 

Yea 2h ! how ſhort a date the powers decree 
To that bright frame of brou ies, and to thee 
Paſs a few daye, and all thoſe beauties fly! 
Vaſe a ie vas, and thou, alas ! ſha!t die! 
Then all thy kinired, all thy friends ſhall ſee 
With tears, what now thou art, and they muſt be; 
A pale, cold, Jiteleſs lump ef earth deplore ! 
Such ſhalt thou te, and Kings ſhall be no more ! 

But oh! win, ripe for death, tate calls thee lence, 
Sure lot or cvery mortal excellence! 
When, pregnant as the womb, the teeming carth 
Reſigns thee quicken'd to thy ſecond birth, 
Riſe, cloath'd with beautics that ſhall never die ! 
A ſaint on carth ! an angel in ſky ! 


— ro 


TO A 
GENTLEMAN OF SEVENTY, 


WHO MARRIED ALADY OF SIXTEEN. 


WH AT woes muſt ſuch unequal union bring. 
When henry Winter weds the youthfu! Spring! 

Wu. like Mezentius,* in the nuptial bed, 

CC mote unite the living to the dead. 


TEE FORTY-THIRD CHAPTER 
OF ECCLESIASTICLUS. 


A PARAPHRASE. 


HP. ſun that rolls his beamy ob on high, 
Pride of the world, and glory of the ſky, 

Jiluftrious in his courſe, in bright array 
1 rches along the hexvens, and ſcatters day 
er carth, and o'er the main, and through th" 
ethereal way. 
e in the morn renews his radiant round, 
And worms the frogrant boſom of the ground; 
Nut ere the noon of day, in fiery gleams 
Fe darts the glory of his blazing beams; 
3:eneth the burnings of his ſultry ray, 
3 ih to her centre pierc'd admits the day 
Huge wales expand, where rivers roll'd before, 
An leſſen'd ſeas contract within their ſhore, 


„ The /iving and the dead, at his command, 
« ere e. 4 «cd jace ts foce, aud land ts lan 3 


Darpzx's Virg. An. viii. 


BROOM RS Þ 


{ O! Power ſupreme ! 


O E M 8. 


high above all hei ht 
Thou gau ſt the ſun to hin, and th u art lich:: 
Whether he fall; or riſts in the ies, 

le by thy eic is taughtio fall or riſe; 
| Swiitly he moves, refulzent ir hs ſphere, 
| An nenures wut the diy, the wowith, and year; 
FH. dees the hours alone with Gower pace, 
de minutes ruſh awry impuls in their race: 
| Be wokes the flowers that hen within the earch, 
And el, the fragrant ir farts wut ta birth; 
The #.>;rant incunts paint <* enamet's vaicsy 
Ard dere incenſe loads th- bilmy gales; 
Thy b:lmy gales the fragrimcy convey 
To heaven, and to their God an offering pay. 

By thy command the moon, as day-light tades, 

Lifts her broad circle in the deepening ſhades ; 
Array*d in glory, and entnron'd in light, 
dhe breaks the ſolemn terrors of the night: 
Sweetly incontunt in her varying flame, 
She ch1mnges ft:11, another, yet the ſ:me ! 
Now in decrenſe by flow degrees the ſhrouds 


Her fading luſtre ina veil of clouds; 


Now at increaſe, her gathering beams diſplay 

A blaze of light, and give a paler diy; 

Ten thouſand dus adorn her glittering train, 

Fall when ſhe fills, and riſe with her again; 

And o'er the deſerts of the ſky unfold 

heir burniny ſpangles of fidereal gold: 

Through the w de heavens ſhe moves ſerenely bright, 

Queen of the g'y attendanrs of the night; 

Gro above orb in ſwe-t confuſion lies, 

And with a bright diſorder paints the fk ies. 
The Lord of Nature fram'd the ſhowery bow, 

Turn'd its gay arch, and bade its colours glow : 

Its radiant circle compaſſes the ſkies, 

And fwe-tly the rich tinctures faint, and riſe ; 

It bids the horrors of the ſtorm to ceaſe. 

Adorns the clouds, and makes the cempeſt pleaſe. 
He, when deep-1olling clouds blot out che day, 

And thunderuus ftorms a ſolemn gloom diſplay, 

Pours down a watery deluge from on high, 

And opens ull the ſluices of the ſky : 

High o'er the ſhores the ruſhing ſurge prevails, 

Curfts o'er the plain, and roars along the vales 3 

D.iking abruptly, dreadful down it comes, 

Tumbling through rocks, and teſſes, whirls and 

foams : 

Mean time, fromeverv recion of the ky, 

Red burning bolts in forky vengeance fly; 

Dreac'ully bright o'er ſeas and earth they glare, 

And burſts of thunder rend th' encumber'd air 

At once the thunders of th* Almighty ſound, 

Heavea lours, deſcend the floods, and rocks the 

ground. 

He gives the furious whirlwind wings to fly, 

To rend the earth, and wheel along the ſky ; 

In circling eddies whirl'd, it roars aloud, 

Drives wave on wave, and daſhes cloud on cloud 3 

Wherc'er it moves, it lays whole foreſts low; 

And at the blaſt, eternal mountains bow; 

While, tearing up the ſands, in drifts they riſe, 


Ana half the d zſerts mount the burthen'd ſkies. 


He ſrom tial treaſures downward peurs 
Sheets of unſully'd ſnow in lucid ſhowers 3 
Flake after flake, through air thick-wavering flies 
Till one vaſt Ghiuing waſte all nature lics ; 
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Ten the proud hills a virgin whiteneſs ſhed, 

A 91zzling br ges ghircers tom tue mead; 
The houy trons reflect a ſilv r. 

An groves benen the lov-ly burden baw, 

He from love vapours with inc cnun 
Binds the round h. and mould the harden'd rain: 
Tus Rony terns t, with a rwh.ng ſound, 

Beats the fir glebe, reſulting from the grouni 3 
Swiftly it Fills, and as it falls invades 

Th- ring be, or breaks the ſp enling blades : 
While inf 4Jowvrs that rais'd ther bluamy heads, 
Cru hd y is a, fink into tneir beds. 

When ſtacn. y mer from the frozen North 

Bor:z2 on his icy ch it iſſus forth, 

The blaſtea groves their verd nat pride reſign, 

And billows hard-n'd int» cry ſtal ſhine : 

Sharp blows the rigour of the piercing winds, 

And the proud floods as vith 4 breaſt- plate binds : 
Ev'n che proud ſeas Forget in wes to roll 

Breath rhe freezings of the North-rn pole; Y 
There waves on waves in ſolid mountains rife, 
And Alps of ice invade the wondering ſkies ; 
While gulphs b-low, and ſlippery vallies lies 

And Wh 4 dreadful brightneis pain the eye: 

But if warm winds a warmer air reſtore, 

And ſofter 5reeze: bring a genial ſhower, 

The genial huwer revives the cheerful plain, 

And the huge hills flow, dowa into the main. 

When tne ſe s rage, ind loud the ocean roars, 

When foaining billows 1h the ſounding ſhores ; 
If he in thunder bid the waves ſubſide, 

The waves ob. dient fink upon the tide, 

A ſudden peace controls the limpid deep, 

And the ſt Il waters in ſoft ſilence ſleep. 

The heaven lets down 4 golden-ftreaming ray, 
And all the broad expanſion flames with day: 
Ii che clear glaſs the mariners deſcry 

A ſun inverted, and a downward ſky. 

They who adventurous plough the watery way, 
The dreadful wonders of the deep ſurvey ; 
Familiar wich the farms, their ſails unbind, 
Tempt the 1:ud blaſt, and bound before the wind: 
Now high they mount, now ſhoot into a vale, 
Now fmnoth their courſe, and ſcud before the gale ; 
There rolling monſters, arm'd in ſcaly pride, 
| Flounce in the billows, and daſh round the tide ; 
There huge Leviath in unwieldy moves, 
And through the waves, a living iſland, roves; 
In dre:drul pattime terribly he ſports, 
And the vaſt ocean ſcarce his weight ſupports ; 
Where*cr he turns, the hoary deeps divide; 
He breathes a tempeſt, and he ſpouts a tide. 

Thus, Lord, the wonders of earth, ſea, and 

air, 

Thy boundleſs wiſdom and thy power declare; 
Thou high in glory, and in might ſerene, 
See ſt and mov' all, thyſelf unmov'd, unſeen : 
Shou'd men and angels join in ſongs to raiſc 
A grateful tribute equal to thy praiſe, 
Yer far thy glory would their praiſe outſkine, 
Theugh men and angels in the ſong ſhould join ; 
For though this earth with ſkill divine is wrought, 
Above the gueſs of man, or angel's thought, 
Yet in the ſpecious regions of the ſkies 


Kew ſcenes untold, and worlds on worlds ariſc ; | 


{ 


There other orbs round other ſun« advance. 
laat on the air, and ran their myttic dance 5 

And yet the power of thy Almighty hand 

Can v4uild4 another worle from every (and : 

And though vain man arraign thy high degree, 

Still this is ju! what is, Yixtought to be. 


— 2 2 292 — 


THE CONCLUSION OF AN EPILOGUE 


To Mr. SouTurnx's laſt Play, called Moxzr 


Oar author's ſcenes c:mmanded ſmiles or tens; 
And though bene ich the weight or days he beads, 
x et, like the ſun, he ſhines as he defend; 
Then with applauſe, in honour to his age, 
Diſmuls your veteran ſoldier * off the Rage 3 
Crown his lat exit with diſtinguiſh'd praite, 
And kindly hide his + balsnets with the boys. 


———ñ— — 
THE PARTING, 


A SONG. 
Set by Da, Tupwar, Prei of Alu ſc in Cambridge, 


HEN from the plains Belinda fled, 
The fad Amyutor figh'd ; 
And thus, while ftreams of tears he ſhed, 
The mouraful ſhepherd cry'd : 


& Move flow, ye hours! thou time, delay! 
C Prolong the bright Belinda's ftay : 

« Bat you, like her, my prayer deny, 

& And cruelly away ye fly. 


«© Yet though ſhe flies, ſhe leaves behind 
Her lovely image in my mind. 

« Oh! fair Behinda, with me ftay, 
„Or take thy image too away. 


See! how the fields are gay around, 

4% How painted flowers adorn the ground ! 
cc As if the fields, as well as l, 

«© Were proud to pleaic my fair-one's eye. 


% But now, ye fields, no more be gay; 

% No more, ye flowers, your charms diſplay ! 
« *Tis deſert all, now vou are fled, 

«© And Paradiſe is where you tread." 


Unmor'd the virgin flies his cares, 
To ſhine at Court and play : 
To lonely ſhades the 

To weep his life away. 


1 * From the Hage. 


1 Aluding to a vote of the Roman ſenate, by 5615-4 


| t 6:creed Co:jar a Crown of laurct to cqver lis bald: 


P' HERE was atime, when in his younger vers, 
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ON A FLOWER 


WHICH EELINDA CAVE ME FROM HER 


EOSOCM. 


! lovely of5piing of the May, 

Whence fou thy bam odours, ſay ! 
Such odGu: s—:,0t the crient boails ! 
Though Paradiſe acorn'd the coaſts ! 
O]! ſuceter than each flower that blos, 
This fragrance from thꝝ boſum comes! 
Thence, the: ce ſuch ſweets ate ipread abrœad, 
As might be inci: fora Cod! 

When Venus flood conceal'd from view, 
Her ſon, the latent * Coddeſs knew, 

Such ſweets brezth'd round | and thus we know 
Our other Venus here below. 

Dut ſee ] mv faireſt, ſee this flower, 
This ſort-liv'd beauty of an hour! 
duch are thy charms !—yet Zephyrs bring 
The flower to b\'com again in ſpring: 

Put beauty, when it once declines, 

No nore to warm the lover ſhines ; 
Alas! inceſſant ſpecds the day, 

When thou ſhalt be but commen clay ! 
When 1, who now adore, may fee, 
And ev*n with horror ſt art from Thee! 

But ere, ſweet gift, thy grace conſumes, 
Show thou my fair-one how ſhe blooms ! 
Put forth thy charms :—and then declare 
Thyielf leſs ſweet, thyſelf leſs fair! 
Then ſudden, by a ſwift decay, 

Let all thy beauties fade away; 

And let her in thy glaſs deſcry, 

How youth, and how frail beauty die. 
Ah! turn, my charmer, turn thy eyes! 

See! how at once it fades, it dies! 

While thine—it gaily pleas'd the view, 

Unfaded, as before it grew! 

Na, from thy boſom doom'd to ftray, 

*Tis only beauteous in decay: 

So the ſweet-ſmelling Indian flowers, 

Griev'd when they leave thoſe happier ſhores, 

Sicken, and die away in ours. | 

So flowers, in Eden fond to blow, 

In Paradiſe would oni grow. 

Nor wonder, faireſt, to ſurvey 
The flower ſo ſudden!y decay 
Too cold thy breaft | + nor can it grow * 
Be:wcen ſuch little hills of ſnow. 

{ now, vain inſidel, no more 
Derice th* Xgyptians, who dore 
The rifing herb, and 5looming flower; 
Now, now their convert I will be, 

O lovely flower! to worfi.ip thee. 

But if thou *rt one cf thi: ſad train 
Who dy'd for love, and cad d ſoain, 

V ho, chang'd by ſome kind pirying power, 
A I lover once, art now a flower; 


* Ambr:;ſieeque cone divinum wertice oderem 
arent. 


VAIIATIex. 
Þ wn / C29 uid it grau. 
7 See Ori s AAZeta n 74. 


A tlouſand, thouſand pains I bear, 


O pity me, O weep my care, | 
I love, I die through deep deſpair ! | 


— —ä— 


THE STORY OF TALUS. 


From the Fourth Book of Apollonius Rhodiuy 
V. 1629. 


THE evening ſtar now lifts, as day-light fates, 
His golden circlet in the deepening ſuades; 

Stretch'd at his eaſe, the weary I. Louter ſhares: 

A ſweet forget ſulue ſs of human cares 

At once in ſilence ſink the ſſecpirg gales; 

The malt * they drop, and furl the flagging ſails ; 

| All right, all day, they ply the bending oars 

Tow'rd ggrrpithus, and reach the rocky ſhores : 

Thence Crete they view, emerging from the 

mains 

The queen of iſles : but Crete they view in vain ; 

There Talus, whirling with reſiſtleſs ſway 

Rocks ſheer uprent, repels them from the bay : 

A giant, ſprung from giant-race, who took 

Their births from entrails of the ſtubborn oak; 

Fierce guard of Crete! By ſove liſtant given 

To 7 legiſlators, ſtyl'd the fons of heaven: 

To mercy deaf, he thrice each year explores 

The PN iſle, and ftiides from ſhores tg 

ores 2 

A form of living braſs! one part beneath 

Alone he bears, a path to let in death, 

Where o'er the ankle ſwells the turgid vein, 

Soft to the ſtroke, and ſenſible of pain. 

And now her magic ſpells 1 Medca tries, 

Pids the red fiends, the dogs of Orcus riſe, 

That, ſtarting dreadful from th* infernal ſhade, 

Ride heaven in ftorms, and all that breathes, 

invade ; 

Thrice ſhe applies the power of magic prayer, 

Thrice, hellward bending, mutters charms in air; 

Then, turning tow'rd the foe, bids miſchief fly, 

And looks deſtruction as ſhe points her eye : 

Then ſpectres, riſing from Tartarean bowers, 

Howl round in air, or grin along\the ſhores ; 

While, || tearing up whole hills, the giant throws, 

Outrageous, rocks on rocks, to cruth the foes : 


But, frantic as he ſtrides, a ſudden wound , 
Burſt: the life-vein, and blood o'crſpreads the 
ground : 


As from the ſurnace, in a burning flood, 

Pours molten lead, ſo pours in ſtreams his blood 3 
And now he ſtaggers, as the ſpait flies, 

He faints, he fiaks, he tumbles, and he dies, 

As ſome huge cedar on a mountain's brow, 

Pierc'd by the ficel expects the final blow, 

A while it totters with alternate ſway, 

Till freſhening breezes through the branches play ; 


Cats 


nos pry” Rhiadamantius. 
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BROOME'S 


Then, tumbling downward with a thundering 


ſound, 
Falls headiung, and o'erſpreads a breadth of ground : 
So, as the giant fails, the ocean roars 3 


Out-ſtretch' 4 he lies, and covers half the ſhores. 


From the ELEVENTH BOOK of the ILIAD 
of BOMER. 


In the Style of MitTox. 


Now gay Aurora from Ti: honus“ bed 
Roſe in the orient, to proclaim the day 
To Gods and men: down to the Grecian tencs 
Saturnian ſove ſends Diicord, ren with blond ; 
War in licr hind the graſps, e:rfigas of war ; 
On brave Uly Us thip the took her tad, 
The centre of the hoſt, that all night hear 
Her dreadful voice: ber dreadful voice ſhe rais's ; 
ing along the rattling ſhores it ran 
To the fleet's wide extremes. Achilles berd, 
And Ajax heard eie ſeund: with martial fires 
Now every buſom burns; arms, {1 ious arms, 
Fierce they de:nand: the noble Orthian ſong 
Swells every heart; no coward thouglits of fliglit 
Riſe in thcir ſouls, but blood they breathe and 
war. 

Now by the “ trench nrofound, the chariotrers 
Range their proud fteeds 5 now car by car diſplays 
A direful front; now o'er the trembling field 
Ruſhes th' embattled foot; noiſe rends the ſkies, 
Noiſe unextinguit'd : ere the beamy d y 
Flam'd in the rial vault, tretch'd in the van 
Stood the bold infantry :; the ruhig cars 
Ferm'sd the deep rear in battailuus «rray. 

Now from his heavens Jove huz!s his burning 
bolts ; 

Hoarſe wuttering thunders grumble in the ſky ; 

While from the clouds, inſtead of morning-dews, 

Huge drops of blood diſtain the critmion ground; 

Ft preſage that in tht dreadtul day 

The great ſhould bleed, imperial heads lie low ! 

Mean time the bands of Troy in proud array 
Stand in their arnug and from a ring ground 
Breathe ſurious war: Here gatherings hots attend 
The towering Hector: there re:ulgent bands 
Surround Polydamas, /Encas there 
Marſha!s his dauntlefs files; nor unemploy'd 
Stand Polybus, Agenor great in arms, 

And Ac emu, u hoſe frame the Cods endow'd 

Wick more thin mortals charms : fierce in the 
van 

Stern Hector ſhines, and ſhakes his blazing 
ſhield. 

As the fierce dog-ſtar th malignant fires 

Flames in the fron: of heaven, then, loſt in clouds, 

Veils his pernicious beams; from rank to rank 

So Hector ſtrode; now dreadful in tre vin 

Advanc'd his ſun-bruad ſhicla, now to the tear 

Swift ruſhing diſappear d: His radiant arras 

Vor. V. 
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Dlaz'd on hie limbs, ard bright as Jove's dire bolts 
Flaſhl'd v'er the tic!d, and l.ghten'd tothe ſkies. 

As toiling rc pets in 10m ſpaclous ſiela, 
Rang'd in two avs, move adve;ſe, ran on rank 
Whece o'er the lth the grain in cars of gold 
Waves nodding to the breeze | at once they bend, 
At once the copious harveit ſw. ll; the gi ound: 
So ruth to battle o'er the dreagta field 
Hot A gainit hoſt; they meet. they cloſe, and ranks 
Tumble on ranks; no thoughts appear of flight, 
No ne of diſmay : dubiou; in even [{cai-s 
Ine battle hangs: not nercer, rwvenous wolves 
Diipute the prey : the deachful ſcene with joy 
Diicord, dire parent of tremendous woes, 
Surveys exuliant; of ch' immortal tia 
Diſcord alone ecſcentds, eli: alone 
1 he horrors of the acld , in peace the Gods 
Dish in Ciymyian bowers on radiant thion.s 
Lament the wo:Ks of man; but loua complaints 
From every God arole ; Jove favryuur'd toy, 
At pariial jove they mus n. ur d: he unmov'd 
All hzaven ja murcuurs hend, apart he ſue 
Enthron'd in glory: down to earth he tuin'd 
Fiis fiectait eye, and from his throte i reed 


PO EMS. 


4 

Tune riſing towers of Troy, the ccd Me, 

The blaze of arais. the ila, er and the fan 

W ile, wich his rung Wires, ttc God of 

day 

Climb'd ur the ſteep of heaven, with «£qu2! i ge 

in mu derus ſtorms the Nifts from het ww hut 

Flew a. ve. ic, 2 in cave! names il 

Promiſ.uous Greek aud I ji dne hour 

When he tir Waed nian inen the dy vile 

Spread h.s penurivus meal, uhnenagh he ſun 

Flames in der zemth, and his inewy arme 

Scarce wiel the pondrvus az, while hunger 
keen 

Adraonimes, and nature ſpert with toil 

Caves due reput—then Greecs the ranks of 
1 TuY 

With horrid inroad gaze : ſierce from the vin 

Sprung che era “ king of men; und wreathing 
death 

Where, in ſum battle, Trajan: band by band 

EmByody . ite, pu.cycd his drevitul way : 

His holt Liz fps attends: nuw giows the war; 


1 
+ 


Hoe treads on hozie; and man, encouitciing 
man, 

Swells the dire field with deach: che plunging 
ced⸗ 


| Beat che firn. cebes; thick duſt in riſing clouds 

Darkens dne isy. Indignant v'er the plain 

Atrives aks; death every ſtep attt ud. 

As when, in {me nugt fore, ſudagn flames 

Rage crcadtul, vnen rug a Wings Ait the blaze, 

rom tice to t.cc the he. y LUTreNT rol. 3, 

Ans the v..iforcit uus with all its groves 

Beuth the burning <oHuge 3 fo wie haus 

Viel i o Au. es 4.5: ; car againit car 

Ruta'd ratlivg ont the ficli, and through the 
ranks 

Unguided brse , while bre thleſ, on ac ground 

way che pale chariotecrs, in death ocfual'e 5 


Nna 


| 


„ Azamemnory v. 148, 
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To their chaſte brides fad ſpectacles of woe, | 
Nov ly £-4eful to the fowls of air. 

Mezn te, the care of yove, gre t Hector ſtood 
Secure in icenes „f death, in ftorms of darts, 
in ſi ugbrer a -lacns, in duſt and blood. 

dull /grnem wn ruſtirg ver the ficld 
Leacs his bold byr.ds : whole noſts before him fly; 
Now llus's tomb they pals, o urge their way 
C! de by the fig- tree ſhade : with theuts the king 
Purſuec the foe inceſſant : duſt nn bluod, 

1944 i'd with duit, diftains his murderous hands. 

nen a Lon in the gloom of night 
Inv” a herd of bieves, o'er all the plains 
Tem .li..y toy ſcatter 3 furious on the prey 
14, .,-+5,..45 lavage flies, and with fierce joy 
the ; his hungry foaming jaws 
{+ 41.) Tuck blood, and rend the panting prey: 

; Atrides thus purſued 
— 11 moſt flew ; they trum their cars 

ais jwelin, wild tor blood, 


* 


84 2 now proud Troy had tall'n, 
i. the ce f mea ind Gods deicends 
ie i. 2. bees, his vengeful hand 


1 +4 thout 12? thu wi graips : on ida's heights 
ke K ns N ee „ Ghakes with all its gros es 
Bene er e Tous the god ſuſpends the war. 


7 


TO MRS. ELIZ. M—— FT. 


ON HER PICTURE, 1716. 


O! res art, that grace to ſhadows 
*-4 1 
By whotz command the lovely phantom lives! 
Stniles ** ith ber ſmil-s 1 the mimic eye inſtils 
A tral frame the tancy'd lightning Kills! 
Thus mirrors catch the love inſpiring face, 
Anu che new charmer grace returns for grace. 
Hence thail thy ocautics, when no more appears 
Their fair poſſetlor, ſhine a thouſa:d years ; 
By «ge uni zur d, future times adorn 
And warm the hearts of millions yet unborn, 
Who, gazing on the portrait with a ſigh, 
Shall grieve ſuch perfect charms could ever die: 
He would they grieve, if to ſuch beauties join'd 
The paint could ſhow the woadcrs of thy mind! 
O virgia ! bocn th admiring world to grace! 
Trwſmit thy excellence to lateſt days; 
Yicld to thy lovet's vows ! and then ſhall riſe 
H. race of beauties conquering with thine eyes; 
Who, reigning in thy charms, from death ſhall ſave 
That lovely form, and triumph o'er the grave. 
Thus, when through age the roſe-tree's charms 
decay, 


When all Ler fading beauties Cit away; 


| 


BROOME'S POEM S8. 


A blooming offspring £11s the parent's plc 
With equal fragrance, and w:th equ?! grace 
But + 1 how ſhort a Cate on earth is given 
io :e moſt lovely workmanſhip of heaven! 
j on ſoon that cheek mult every charm teſ ga, 
And thoſe love-darting cyes forget to ſhine ! 
While thouſands weeping round, wich fi; bs ſurvey 
& hat once was you=——now only beautcous Clay ! 
Ev*n from the canvaſs ſhall thy image fade, 
Aud thou re- periſh in thy periſh'd made: 
Then may this ver ie to future ages ſhow 
One perfect be aut) ſuch as thou art now! 
May it the graces of thy ſoul diſplay, 
Till this world inks, and ſuns themſelves decay; 
When with immortal beauty thou ſhalt riic, 
To ſkine the lovelick angel in the ſkies. 


— _ 


PROLOGUE 


To Mr. FEN rox's excellent Tragedy, 


MARIANNE. 


breathing ſtatues mouldering waſte away, 
And tombs, unfaithful to their truſt, decay; 
The Muſe rewards the ſuffering good with fame, 
Or wake; the proſper: us villain into ſhame ; 
To the fterr tyrant gives fictitious power 
To reign the reſtleſs monarch of an hour. 
Obe ent to her call, this night appears 
Gre: H rod riſing from a length of years: 
A name ! enlarg'd with titles not his own, 
dervile to mount, and ſavage on a throne : 
Ve: oft a throne is aire misfortune's ſear, 
A pompous wretchedneſs, and woe in fate! 
But ſuch the curſe that from ambition ſprings, 
Fo: this he ſlaughtet d half a race of kings: 
But now, reviving in the Brittſh ſcene, 
He looks majeſtic with a milder mien, 
His features ſaſtei. d with the deep ciſtreſs 
Of love, made greatiy wretched by gxceſs : 
From luft of power to jealous fury toſt, 
We ſee the tyrant in the lover loſt. 

O! Love, thou ſource of mighty joy or woe 
Thou ſoſteſt friend, or man's moſt dangerous foe ! 
Fautaſtic power! * what rage thy darts inſpire, 
When too much beauty kindles too much fire ! 
Thofe darts, to jealous rage ſtern Herod drove; 
It was a crime, but crime of too much love ! 

Yet if condemn'd he falls—with pitying eyes 
Echold his injur'd Mariamne riſe ! 
No fancy'd tale ! our opening ſcenes diſcloſe 
Hittor.c truth, and ſwell with real woes. 
Awful in virtuous grief the queen appears, 
And ſtrong the eloquence of royal tears ; 
By woes ennobled, with majeſtic pace, 
She mects nuisfortune, glorious in diſgrace ! 
VARIATION, 
9 Na- 7 ants, F. 


BROOME'S POEM S. 


Small is the praiſe of beauty, when it flies 
Fair honout's laws, at beſt but lovely vice. 
Charms it like Venus with celeſtial air? 
Lv'n Venus is but ſcandalouſly fair; 
But when ſtrict honour with fair features joins, 
Like heat aud l' ght, at once it warms and (hives. ( 
Then let her fate your kind attention raiſe, 
Whoſe perie&t charms weie but her ſecond praile : 
Beauty and virtue your protection claim | 
Give tears to beauty, give to virtue fame. 


— cũ . — 


TO MR. A. POPE. | 
WEO CORRECTED MY VERSES. 


Ir e er my humble Muſe melodious fings, | | 

"Tis when you animate and tune her firings ; 

If e er ſhe mounts, tis when you prune her wings. 
You, like the ſun, your glorious beams dilplay, 
Deal to the darkeſt orb a friendly ray, { 
And cloath it with the luſtre of the day. 

Mean was the piece, unelegantly wrought, 

The colours faint, i regular the dr» ight ; 

But your commanding couch, your nicer art, 

Rais'd every ſtroke, and brighten's every part. a 

So, when Luke drew the rudiments ot man, 

An argel finiſh'd what the ſaint began ; 

His wondrous pencil, dipt in heavenly dyes, 

Gave beauty to the face, and lightning to the 
eyes. 

Confus'd it lay, a rough unpcliſk'd maſs; 
Yougave the royal ſtamp, and made it paſs : 
Hence ev*n deformity a beauty grew; 

She pleas d, ſhe charm'd, but pleas'd and charm'd 
by you; 

Though like Prometheus I the image frame, 

You give the lite, and bring the heavenly flame. 

Thus when the Nile diffus d his watery train 
In ſtreams of plenty o'er the fruitful plain; 
Unſhapen forms, the refuſe ot the flood, 

Iſſued imperfect from the teeming mud; 
But the great ſource and parent of the day. 
Faſhionꝰ d the creature, and inform'd the clay. 

Weak of herſelf, my Muſe forbears her flight, 
Views her own lowneſs, and Parnaſſus height; 

But when you you aid her iong, and deign to nod, 
She ſpreads a bolder wing, and feels the preſent God. 

So the Cumean propheteſs was dumb, 

Blind to the knowledge of events to come; 


VARIATION. 


* Then let her fate your juſt attention raiſe 
Wiſe perfect graces ms but ſecond praiſe. y 


| 
AppIT IOX. | 


To roller themes thy Muſe ir umphant ſears, 
Maunts through the tracts of aw, and heaven ex- 


Plores. 
Say, has ſome ſerapl tun d thy ſacred lyre, 
Or deign'd to tcuck thy hallow'd lips with fire 
For ſore ſuch jounds exalt th immortal ſtring, 
G 


begven approvet; and raptur'd argelzſong. 


. 


But when Apollo in her breaſt abode, 

She heav'd. the ſwell'd. , e et th- ruſh g Cd: 
Then accents more than nere nen her ke; 
And when the God inſpir d, the prieſteſs ſpoke, 


MONSIEUR MAYNARD IMITATED. 


V 


| To the Right Honourable the Lord Con x WAL 118. 


WHILE paſt its noon the lamp of life de- 


clines, 
And age my vital flame invades; 
Faint, and more faint, as it deſcends, it ſhines, 
And haſtes, alas ! to ſet in ſhades. 


Then ſome kind power ſhall guide my ghoſt te 


glades, 
Where, ſeated by Elyſian ſprings, 
Fam's Addiſon at:un'd to patriot ſhades 
His lyre, and Albion's glory ſings. 
There round, majeſtic ſhades, «nd heroes* forms, 
Will throng, to learn what pilot guides, 


Watchful, Britantu 's elta through foctious ſtorms, 


And curbs the murnmwring rebel tides. 


I teil how Townſkend treads the glorious path 
That leads the great to derthl:-(3 fame, 

And dwell at large on ſpotleſs Eugliſu faith, 
While Walpole is the favourite theme. 

How, nobly riſing in their country's cauſe, 
The ſtedſaſt arbiters of right 

Exalt the juſt and gond, to guard her laws, 
And call forth merit .tolight. 


A loud applauſe round the echoing coaſt 
Ot all the ple ssd Elyũum flies.— ; 
But, 3 what place had you, replies ſome 
Snott, 
When merit was the way to riſe ? 


What deanery, or prebend, thine, declare? 
Good heavens ! unable to reply, 

How like a ſtupid idiot I ſhould ſtare 
An anſwer, good my lord, ſupply, 


Ah ! how T Iften, while the mortal lay 

Lifts me certh abuye tlic jolar way ! 

Ak! how I link woith ſcurn tn fam eus crocuns, 

And pity mcra"chs an their ſplend 'd thrones, 

While, thru my guide, I trace ail nature's lawsy 

By juſt gracat:2ns, to the ſevere gu cuuſe ! 

Plcas'd I ſurvey how warying jchomes un te, 

Worlds with the atom:, angels qvith the mite, 

And end in Gad, high thron'd abort e ail heights 

Wis ſees, as Lord of all, oith equel eye, 

Now a proud tyrant periſh, ther. a fly. 

M-thinks I wiew the patriarch's ladder riſe, 

Its bale on earth, its jummit in ide ſties: 

Each wwondreus flep by glorious argels rrad, 

And heaven unfolding to the thron: of God, 

Be this thy praiſe { I haunt the le ey voverg 

Sport by the ſpring, or paint the vlcoming flower. 

Ner the Muſe attempt an jor height, 
* 
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BROOME'S PORM $ 


ON A MISCHIEVOUS WOMAN. |, You fit at home; enjoy your ® couſin, 


| peace, and ſocial joy, Meduſa flies, 
And 1 -v-3 to hes the ſtorm of anger riſe ; 
T hus hags and witches hate the ſmiles of day, 


Sport in loud thunder, and in tempeſts play. 


THE COQUETTE. 


QILLIA, with unconteſted ſway, 

Like Rome's fam'd tyrant reigns 3 
Bebeids 2toring cruwds obey, 

Ana heroes proud to wear her chains: 
Vet ttoops, like him, ty every prize, 
Buſy ti murder beaux and flies. 


She aims at every triſſing heart, 
Abends each fwerer's vows, 
And, Viee a pictute crawn with art, 
le kon ul thu gaze beſtows. 
© 1 my the power who lovers rules, 
Gra-it uber ſcorn, than hope with fools 


M1i+ ken nymph ! the crowds that gaze 
Adore thee into (Fame 3 * 
Unguided be>uty in diſgrace, 
And coxcomis, when they praiſe, defame. 
O] fly ſuch b-utes in human ſhapes, 
N or, like tu' /Egyptians, worſhip apes. 


— ůü15 
THE WIDOW AND VIRGIN SISTERS. 


Being a Letter to the Wi pow in Lox Dox. 


JW HILE Dalia ſhines at Hurlothrumbo, 
And dat“ her ſprightly eye at ſome beau; 

Then, cloſe behind her fan retiring, 

Sees through the fticks whole crowds admiring : 

You ſip your melancholy co-fiy 

And at the name of man, cry, O phy! 

Or, when the noiſy rapper thunders, 

Say coldly—Sure the fellow blunders ! 

Unſeen! though peer on peer approaches: 

James, l'm abroad — but learn the coaches. 
As ſome young pleader, when his purſe is 

Unfill'd through want of controverſies, 

Attends, until! the chinks are fill'd all, 

T' afſizes, Weltmifter, and Guildhall ; 

While graves lawyers keep their houſe, and 

Collect the guineas by the thouſand : 

Or as ſome tradeſmen, through ſhow-glaſſes, 

Expoſe their wares to esch thac paſſes; 

Toys of no uſe 1 high-priz'd commodities 

Boughtto no end | eſtates in oddities ! 

Others, with like advantage drive at 

Their gain, from ftore-houſes in private: 

Thus Delia ſhines in places general, 

Is never miſſing where the men ave all; 

Goes ev'n to church with godly airs, 

To meet good company at prayers 5 

Where he devou'ly pi ys her fan, 

Looks up to heaven, but thinks on man, 


While hearts are ofic;*d by the dozen: 
Oh ! born above your ſex to riſe, 
With youth, wezlth. beauty, title —wiſe ! 
{| O! Lade bright, did nc'er you mark yet, 
In country fair, or country market, 
A bem, whoſe eloquence might charm ye, 
Enliſting ſoldiers for the army? 
He flatters every well. built youth, 
And tells him every thing but—truth. 
He cries, Good friend, I'm glad I hop'd ia 
Your company, you*ll make a c1ptain ! 
He liſts— but finds theſe gaudy ſhows 
Som chang'd to ſurly looks, and blows : 
"Tis now, March, raſcal ] what, d' ye grumble ? 
Thwack goes the cane ! Ii! make you humble. 
Such weddings are: and I reſemble em, 

moſt in all points te this emblem. 
White courtſhip laſts, tis, Dear! tis, Madam! 
The ſwee:eft creature ſure ſince Adam 
Had I the years of a Methuſalem, 
Hew in my charmer's praiſe I'd uſe all em 
Oh I take me to thy arms, my beauty! 
dont, adore the very ſhoe-tye! 

wed—but, fancy grown leſs warming, 

Next morn, he thinks the bride lefs charming: 
He ſays, nay ſwears, My wife grows old in 
One fingle month; then falls to ſcolding, 
What, madam, gadding every day! 
Up to your room! there ſtitch, or pray 

Such proves the marriage tate! but for all 
Theſe truths, you Il wed, and ſcorn the moral. 


10N THE DEATH OF MY DEAR FRIEND, 


MR. ELIJAH FENTON, 1730. 


[ © Calentem 


« Debita ſparges lacryma favillam 
c Vati amici.” Hos. 


AS when the King of Peace, and Lord of Love, 
Sends down ſome brighter angel frum above, 

Pleas'd with the beauties of the heavenly Gueſt, 

Awhile we view him in full glory dreſt; 

But he, impatient from his heaven to ſtay, 

oon dif ippears, and wings his airy way; 

So didſt thou vaniſh, eager to appear, 

And ſhine triumphart in thy native ſphere. 

Yet had'ſ thou all that virtue can beſtow, 
All, the good practiie, and the learned know; 
Such holy rap:ure, as not warms, but fires, 

W hile the ſoul ſeems retiring, or retires ; 

Such tranſports as thoſe ſaints in viſion ſhare, 

Who know not whether they are rapt through air, 
Or bring down heaven to meet them in a prayer. 

Oh! e-rly loſt! yet ſtedfaſt to ſurvey 
Envy, Citezſe, and death, without diſmay ; 
Serene, the ſting of * pain thy thoughts beguilcz 


And make afflictions, objects of a ſmile. 


« Mrs. 255. 
Te ge. 


— — — 
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BROOME'S POLM 8$. 


go the fam'd Patriarch, on his couch of ſtone, 
Enjoy'd bright viſions from th* eternal throne. 
Thus wean'd from earth, where pleaſure ſcarce 
can pleaſe, 
Thy woes but hattzn'd thee to heaven and peace : 
As angry winds, when loud the tempeſt roars, 
More ſwiftly ſpeed the veſſel to the ſhores. 
Oh! may theſe lays a laſting luſtre ſacd 
O'er thy — urn, like lamps that grace the 
dead! 


Strong were thy thoughts, yet reaſon bore the 


ſway ; 
Humble, yet learn'd ; though innocent, yet gay: 
So pure of heart, that thou might'ſt ſafely ſhow 
Thy inmu.t boſum to thy baſeſt toe : 
Careleſs of wealth, thy bliſs a calm retreat, 
Far from the inſults af the ſcornſul great; 
Thence looking with diſdain on proudeſt things, 
Thou deemed" mean the pageantry of kings; 
Who build their pride on trapping» of a throne, 
A painted ribband, or a glittering ſtone, 
Uſeleſsly bright I "Twas thine the ſoul to raiſe 
To nobler objects, ſuch as angels praiſe ! 
To live, to mortals' empty tame, a foe ; 
And pity human joy, and huraan woe | 
To view ev'n ſplendid vice with generous hate; 
In life unblemiſh'd, and in death ſedatc ! 
Then conſcience, ſhining with a lenient ray, 
Dawn'd o'er thy ſoul, and promis'd endleſs day. 
So from the ſetting orb of Phoebus fly 
Beams of calm light, and glitter the ſky. 
Where now, oh! where ſhall I true friendſhip 
End 
Among the treacherous race of baſe mankind ? 
Whom, whom conſult in all th* uncertain ways 
Of various life, fincere to blame, or praiſe | 
O1 friend! O! falling in thy ftrength of years, 
Warm from the melting ſoul receive theſe tears 1 
O! woods OI wild:1 O! every bowery ſhade! 
So often vocal by his muſic made, 
Now other ſounds—far other ſounds return, 
And o'er his hearſe with all your echoes mourn !— 
Yet dare we grieve that ſoun the paths he trod 
To heaven, and left vain man for Saints and God ? 

Thus in the theatre the ſcenes unfold | 
A thouſand wonders glorious to behold ; 

And here, or there, as the machine extends, 
A hero riſes, or a God deſcends : 

But ſoon the momentary pleaſure flies, 

Swift vaniſhes the Go1, or hero dies. 

Where were ye, Muſes, by what fountain fide, 
What river ſporting, when your favourite dy'd ? 
He knew by verſe to chain the headlong floods, 
Silence loud winds, or charm attentive woods; 
Nor deign'd but to high * themes to tune the 

ſtring, 
To ſuch as heaven might hear, and angels ſing; 
Unlike thoſe bards, who, uninform'd to play, 
Grate on their jarring pipes a flaſhy lay : 
Each line diſplay d united ſtrength and eaſe, 
Form'd like his manners to inſtruct and pleaſe, 
So herbs of balmy excellence produce 


A blooming flower and ſalutary juice 


* Mr. Fenten intended ts vr. te ren mera! ſubjects. 
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Ard while each plant a ſmiling grace reveals, 
Ulcfully gay at once it charms, and heals. 
Tranſcend ev'n after death, ye great, ſhow 3 
Lend pomp to aſhes, aud be vain in woe; 
Hire ſubſtitutes to muurn with formal cries, 
And bribe unwilling drops tcum venal eyes; 
While here fincerity of grief appears, 
Silence that ſpeaks, and eloquence in tears! 
While, tir'd of lite, we but conſent to live 
To ſhow worid how really we grieve! 
As ſome fond tire, whole only ſon les dead, 
All loft to cointort makes the duit his bed, 
Hangs o'er his urn, with trantic grief deplores, 
And bathes his clay-cold cheek with c.pious 
ſhowers ; 
Such heart - felt pang on thy ſad bier attend; 
Companion! brother ! all in one—my trienu! 
Unleſs the ſoul a wound eternal bears, 
Sighs are but air 3 but common water, tcars : 
The proud, relentleſs, weep in ſtate, and ſhow 
Not forrow, but magnificence of woe. 
Thus in the fountain, from the ſculptor's hands, 
Wich imicated life, an im:ge ftands ; 
From rocky entrails, through his ſtony eyes, 
he mimic tears in ſtreanis inceſſint rile : 
Unconſcious ! while aloft the waters flow, 
The gazer's wonder, and a public now. 
Ye hallow'd domes, his trequent viſits tell; 
Thou court, where God himlie!f deliglits to dwell ; 
Thou myſtic table, and thou holy feaſt, 
How often have ye ſecn the ſacr:d guet 
How oft his ſoul with heavenly manna fed! 
His faith enliven'd, while his fin lay dead ! 
While liſtening angels heard ſuch raptures riſe, 
As, when they hymn th” Almighty, charm the cles! 
But where, now where, without the body's aid, 
New to the heavens, ſubfiits chy gentle thade ? 
Glides it beyond our groſs impertect ſkv, 
Pleas'd high o'er ſtars, from world to world, to fly! 
And fearleſs marks the comet*s dreadful blaze, 
While monarchs quake, and trembling nations gaze ? 
Or holds deep converſe with the mighty dead, 
Champions of virtue, who for virtue bled ? 
Or joins in concert with angelic choirs, 
Where hymning ſeraphs ſouad their golden lyres, 
Where raptur' a ſaints unfading crowns jawreath, 
Triumphant v'cr the world, o'er fin and death? 
OI may the thougitt his friend's devotion raiſe | 
O! may he imitate, as well as praiſe ! 
Awake, my heavy ſoul! and upward fly, | 


A 


Speak to the ſaint, aud mect kim in the ky, 
And aſk the certain way to riſe as high. 


To THOMAS MARRIOT, Esq. 


| Prefix your name to the following poem, as a mo- 

nument of the long and fincere friend!liip 1 have 
borne you: I am ſenſible you are tuo good a judge 
ot poztry to approve it; however, it will be a 


* 


| 
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teſtimony of my reſpect: You conferred cbligations | 


me ver early in life, almoſt as ſoon as 1 was 
capable of receiving them: May thele verſes on 
Death long ſurvive my own! and remain a me- 
morial of our fiiendſhip, and my gratitude, when 

1 am no more. 
WILLIAM Brooke. 


A POEM ox DEAT H. 


O * ! for LHjah's car, to wing my way 
O'er the dark gulph of death to endleſs day ! 
A thouſ nd ways, alas! frail mortals lead 
To her dire den, and dreadful all to tread ! 
See! in the horrors of yon houſe of wors, 
Troops of alt maladies the fiend incloſe ! 
High on a trophy rais'd of human bones, 
Swords, ſpears, and arrows, and ſepulchtal tones, 
In horrid fiate ſhe reigns! attendant ills 
Beſiege her throne, and when ſhe frowns, ſhe kills: 
I brough the thick gloom the torch red-gleaming 
bu 


rns 
O' er ſhrouds, and ſable palls, and mouldering urns; 
While flowing ſtoles, black plumes, and ſcutcheons 


BROOME'S PORKM $ 


O! heavens ! is this the paſſage to the ſkies 

That man muſt tread, when man your favourite dies? 

Oh! for Elij1h's car to wing my way 

O'er the dork gulph of death to endleſs day ! 
Confuunded at the fig nt, my ſpirits Red, 

My eyes rain'd tears, my heart wis dread! 

I wail'd the lot of min, that all would ſhun, 

And all muſt bear that breathe beneath th fun. 
When lo! an heavenly form, divine!y fir, 

Shoots from the ftarry vault through fi Is of air; 

And, ſwiſter than on wings of lightning driven, 

At once ſeems here and there, in earth and heaven: 

A dazzling brightneſs in refulgent ſtreams 

Flows from his locks inwreath'd with ſunny beams: 

His roſeate che:ks the bloom of heaven diſplay, 

And ſiom his cycs dart glories, more thin day: 

A robe, of light condens'd, around him fhone, 

And his loins gluter'd with a ſtarry zone: 

And while the liſtening winds lay huth'd to hear. 

1 bus ſpoke the viſion, amiably ſevere ! 
Vain min! wouldſt thou eſcape the common 

lot, 

To live, to ſuffer, die, and be forgot? 

Look back on ancier:t times, primeval years, 

All, all are pzft! a mighty void appears 

Tleroes, and kings, thoſe gods of earth, whoſe fame 

Aw'd half the nations, now are but a name! 

The great in arts or arms, the wiſe, the juſt, 

Mix with the meaneſt in congenial duſt ! 

Ev*n Saints and Prophets the ſame paths have trod, 


ſpread Ambaſſadors of heaven, and friends of God ! 
An idle pomp around the ſilent dead: And thou, wouldſt thou the general ſentence fly ? 
Unaw'd by power, in common heap ſhe flings Moſes is dead i thy Saviour de'gn'd to die 
The ſcrips of beggars, and the crowns of kings: | Mortal, in all thy acts regard thy end; 
Here gales of ſighs, inſtead of breezes, blow, Live well, the time thou liv't, and death's thy 


And ftreams of tcars for ever murmuring flow: 
The mournful yew with ſolemn horror waves 

His baleful branches, ſaddening even the graves : 
Around all birds obſcene loud-ſcreaming fly, 

Clang their black wings, and ſhriec along the ſky : 
Ihe ground perverſe, tho* bare and barren, breeds 
All poiſons, foes to liſe, and noxious weeds ; 

Fut, blaſted frequent by th* unwholeſome ſky, 
Dead fall the birds, the very poiſons die. 

Full in the entrance of the dreadful! doors, 
Old-age, half vaniſh'd to a ghoſt, deplores: 
Propp'd on his crutch, he drags with many a groan 
The load of liſc, yet dreads to lay it down. 

There, downward driving an unnumber'd band, 


Intemperance and Diſeaſe walk hand in hand: | 


Theſe, Torment, whirling with remorſelefſs ſway 
A ſcourge of iron, laſhes on the way. 

There frantic Anger, prone to wild extremes, 
G raſps an enſar guin'd ſword, and heaven blaſphemes. 
There heart ficikc Agony diſtorted ſtands, 
Writhes his convultive limbs, and wrings his hands. 
There Sorrow droops his erer-penſive head, 
And Care ſtill toffes on his iron bed: 
Or, muſing, faſteas on tlie grouud his eye, 
With folded arms; wich cvery breath a ſigh. 


Hydrops unwieldy wallows in a flood; | 


Then curb each rebel thought ↄgainſt the ſky, 
And die refign'd, OI Man ordain'd to die! 
He added not, but ſpread his wings in flight, 
And vaniſh'd inftant in a blaze of light. 
Abaſh'd, aſham'd, I cry, Eternal Power, 

I yield 1 1 wait refign'd th' appointed hour 

Man, fooliſh man, no more thy ſoul deceive ! 

To die, is but the ſureſt way to live: 

When age we aſk, we ak it in our wrong, 

And pray our time of ſuffering may be long; 

The nauſeous draught, and dregs of life to 
drain, 

And feel infirmity, and length of pain 

{What art thou, life, that we ſhould court thy 
ſtay ? 

A breath, one fingle gaſp muſt away 

A ſhort-liy'd flower, that with the day muſt 
fade 

A fleeting vapour, and an empty ſhade! 

A ſtream, that ſilently but ſwiftly glides 

T's meet eterniry's immeaſur'd tides | 

A being, loft alike by pain or joy 

A fly can Kill it, or a worm deſtroy ! 

In- pair'd by labour, and by e ſe undone, 

Commenc'd in tears, and ended in a groan ! 

Ev'n while 1 write, the tranſient xow is paſty 


=_ Murther rages, red with human blood, 

ith Fever, Famine, and afflicti- - Pain, 
Plague, Peſtilence, and War, a diſmal train ! 
Theſe, and a thouſand more, the fiend ſurround, 


1 And death 


more near, this ſentence than the 
laſt ! 
As ſome weak iſthmus ſeas from ſeas divides, 


the air, and gi to groans reſound. ] Beat by rude waves, and ſapp'd by ruſhing tides, 


T 
A 
$1 
B: 
7 
It 
B 
P 
H 
T 
T 
S 
1 
H 
1 
8 
H 
1 
1 


e YO TE RE WFRrAkFrxUrMAMF. FF WMH EHWHAaY £4 


B ROOM EDS POE MVS. 


Torn from its baſe, no more their fury bears, 
At once they cloſe. at once it difappears : 
Such, ſuch is lite che mark of niſery pl2c'd 
Betwoen two world, the fature and the pit; 
To time, to fickncl:, ad to deat, 4 prey, 
It ſinks, the rrail poſſfli-m of a day 

As ſome fond boy, in ſport, along the ſhore 
Builds from the ſands a f.Lric of an hour; 
Proud of his ſpacious walls, and ſtately rooms, 
He ſtyles the mimic cells imperial dumme 
The little monarch ſwells with fancy'd ſway, 
Till ſome wind riſing puffs the dome au ay: 
So the poor reptile, man! an heir of woe, 
The lord of earth and ocern, ſwells in ſhow ; 
He plants, he builds, aloft the walls ariſe! 
The noble plan he finiſh:s, and—dics. 
Swept from the earth, he ſhares the common fate; 
His ſole diſtintion now, to rot in Rate ! 
Thus buly to no end till out of breath, 
Tir'd we lie down, and cloſe up all in death. 

Thea bleſt the man whom gracious heaven has 

led 
Through life's blind mazes to th* immortal dead ! 
Who, taiely landed on the bliſsful ſhore, 
Nor human folly feels nor frailty more 
O! Death, thou cure of all our idle ftrif: ! 
End of the gay, or ſerious farce of life! 
Wich of thgjuſt, and refuge of th oppreft ! 
Where poverty, aud where ev'n kings find reſt! 
e 7 ata ered, calm, thoughtful 
te | 

And the rude inſults of the ſcornfu! great ! 
The grave is ſacred ! wrath and malice dread 
To violate its peace, and wrong the dead : 
Eut, life, thy name is woe ! to death we fly 
To grow immortal !—into life we die 
Then wilcly heaven in filence has confin'd 
The happier dead, leſt none ſhould ſtay behind. 
Wunat though the path be dark that muſtybe trod, 
Tuorgh man be blotted from the works of God, 
Though the four winds his ſcatter'd atoms bear 
To earth's extremes through all th* expaꝝſe of air; 
Yet, burſting glorious from the filent clay, 
He mounts triumphant to eternal day. 
Zo, when the ſun rolls down th' ethereal plain, 
Txtinct his ſplendors in the whelming main, 
A tranſient night earth, air, and hzaven invades, 
Eclipse in horrors of ſurrounding ſhades ; 
But ſoon, emerging with a freſher ray, 
He ſtarts exulcant, and renews the day. 
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MY eyes with floods of tears o'erflow, 
My boſom heaves with conſtant woe; 
Thoſe eyes, which thy unkindneſs ſwells ; 
That buſom, where thy image dwells | 
How could I hope ſo weak a flame 
Could ever warm that matchleſs dame, 
When none Elyfum muſt behold, 


Without a radiant bough of gold ? 


S 
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"Ti: hers, in ſpheres to ſine 3 
At ait mce to 1d mire, is nane : | 
Dm'.l, like th? enamour'd “ youtu, to groan 
ior a new god-iefs form'd of ſtone. 
White his 1 poke, Love's gentle power 
Deſcend::d from th* ethereal bower 3 
A guiver at his ſhoulder hung, 
A ſhatt he graſy'd, and bow uaſtrung. 
All aature awn*'d the genial Cod, 
An the tpring ſlourich d where he trod: 
My heart, no ſtranger to the gueſt, 
Flutter'd, and labour'd in my breait ; 
When, with a ſmile that kindles joy 
Ev*n in the Gods, began the boy : 
H:w vain theſe tears! is man decreed, 
By being abject, to ſucceed ? 
Hop'ft thou by mengre Lyoks to move? 
Are women frighten'd into love ? 
He mot prevail:, who nobly dares ; 
In love an hero, as in wars: 
kv'n Venus may be known to yield. 
But tis when Mars diſputes the field: 
Sent from a daring hand my dart 
Strikes deep into the fair-one's heart: - 
To winds and waves thy cares bequeath, 
A ſigh is but a waſte of breath. 
What though gay youth, and every grace 
That beauty boaſts, adorn her face; 
Yet Goddeſſes have deign'd to wed, 
And take a mortal to their bed: 
And heaven, when gifts of incenſe riſe, 
Accepts it, though it cloud their ſkics. 
Mark ! how this marygold conceals 
Her beauty, and her boſom veils; 
How from the dull embrace the flies 
Of Phoebus, when his beams aritc ; 
But when his glory he diſplays, 
And darts az0und his fiercer rays. 
Her charms ſhe opens, and reccives 
The vigorous God into her leaves. , 
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Tur COMPLAIN T. 


CALIA To DAMON. 


1 WHO was once the glory of the pl dn, 

The tair: virgin f the virgin train, 
Am now (by thee, Ol faithl:{s man, betray*d?) 
A fall'n, a loſt, a miſerable maid. 
Ye winds, that witneſs to my deep deſpair, 
Receive my ſighs, and waft chem thro? the air, 
And gently breathe them to my Damon's ear! 
Curſt, ever curſt be that trembling day, 
When trembling, fighing, at y feet he lay, 
I trembled, ngh'd, and luok'd my heart away | 
Why was he form'd, ye powers, his ſex'sp ride, 
Too falſe to love, too fair to be deny d? 
Ye heedleſs virgins, gaze not on his eyes 
Lovely they are, but the that gazes dies ! 


J 


* Polyderus, 2 fined to death for the love of @ 
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Oh! fly his voice, be deaf to all he ſays; 
Charms has his voice, but charming it betrays ! 
At every word, each motion of his eye, 

A thouſand loves are born, a thouſand lovers die. 

Say, gentle youths, ye bleſt Arcadian ſwains, 
Inl:abitants of theſe delightful plains, 

Say, by what fountain, in what roſy bower, 
—_ charmer in the noon-tide hour ! 

o you, dear fugitive, where er you 9 
Wild with deſpair, impatient of _—_ 
Swift on the wings of eager love 1 fly, 

Or ſend my ſoul fill ſwifter in a ſigh ! 

I'd then inform you of your Czlia's cares, 

And try the eloquence of female tears; 

Fearleſs I'd paſs where defulation reigns, 

Tread the wild waſte, or burning Libyan plains ; 
Or where the North his furious pinions tries, 
And howling hurricanes embroil the ſkies ! 
Should all the monſters in Getulia bred 
Oppoſe the paſſage of a tender maid ; 
Dauntleſs, if Damon calls, his Czlia ſpeeds 
Through all the monſters that Getulia breecs ! 
Bold was Bonduca, and her arrows flew 

Swift and unerring from the twanging yew : 

By love inſpir d, I'll teach the ſhaft to fly; 

For thee I'd conquer, or at leaſt would dic } 

If o'er the dreary Caucaſus you go, 

Or mountains crown'd with everlaſting ſnow, 
Where thro? the freezing ſkies in ſtorms it puurs, 
And brightens the dull air with ſhining ſhowers, 
Ev'n there with you I could ſecurly reft, 

And dare all cold, but in my Damon's breaſt; 
Or ſhould you dwell beneath the ſultry ray, 
Where riſing Phebus uſhers in the day, 

There, there I dwell! Thou ſun, exert thy fires ; 
Love, mighty love, a fiercer flame inſpires : 

Or if, a pilgrim, you would pay your vows 
Where Jordan's itreams in ſoft mæ anders flows; 
I' be a pilgrim, and my vows Ill pay 

Where Jordan's ftreams in ſuſt mæanders play. 
Joy of my ſoul ! my every wiſh in one 

hy muſt I love, when loving I'm undone ? 
Sweet are the whiſpers of the waving trees, 
And murmuring waters, curling to the breeze; 
Sweet are ſoft Numbers in the ſhady bowers 
When glowing ſuns infeſt the ſultry hours: 

But not the whiſpers of the waving trees, 

Nor murmuring waters curling to the breeze; 
Not ſweet ſoft ſlumbers in the ſhady bowers, 
When thou ert abſent whom my ſoul adores ! 
Come, let us ſeek ſome flowery, fragrant bed 
Come, on thy buſom reſt my love-fick head 
Come, drive thy flocks bencath the ſhady hills, 
Or ſoftly Number by the murmuring rills 1 

Ah no! he flies! that dear enchanting he! 
Whoſe beauty ſteal: my very ſelf from me ! 

Yet wert thou wai:t che garland to prt pare, 
To crown with fragrant wreaths thy Cælia's hair: 
When to the lyre ſhe tun'd the vocal luys, 

Thy tongue 2 flatter, and thine eyes ſpeak 
praiſe : 

And when ſmooth-gliding in the dance ſhe mov'd, 

Aſk thy falſc boſom if it never luv'd ? 

And ſtill her eye ſome little luſtre bears, 

If fun: fpeak Huth -xheuzh dim'd ſor thee with 
tears: 


BROOME'S 


i plain ! . 
Thee, ſhepherd, thee the pleaſurable woods, 


PO EMS. 


But fade each grace ! ſince he no longer ſees 
Thoſe charms, for whom alone I with to pleaſe ! 
But whence theſe ſudden, ſad preſaging fears, 

Theſe rifing fighs, and whence theſe Howing tears? 
Ah! left the trumpet's terrible alarms 

Have drawn the lover fro his Czlia's charms, 
To try the doubtful field, and ſhine in azure arms ! 
Ah ! canſt thou bear the labour of the war, 

Bend the tough bow, or dart the pointed ſpear ? 

Deſiſt, fond youth! let others glory gain, 

Seck empty honour o'er the ſurgy main, 

Or ſheath'd in horrid arms ruſh dreadfnl to the 


The painted meadows, and the cryſtal floods, 
Claim and invite to bleſs their ſweet abodes. 
There ſhady bowers and ſylvan ſcenes ariſe, 
There fourtains murmur, and the ſpring ſupplies 
Flowers to delight the ſmell, or charm the eyes: 
But mourn, ye ſylvan ſcenes and ſhady bowers ; 
Weep, all ye fountains; languiſh, all ye flowers! 
If ina deſert Damon but appear, 
To Czlia's eyes a deſert is more fai 
Than all your charms, when Damon is not there ! 
Gods ! what ſoft words, what ſweet delufive wiles 
He boaſts l and oh! thoſe dear undoing ſmiles ! 
Pleas'd with our ruin, to his arms we run: 
To be undone by him, who would not be undone? . 
Alas! I rave! ye ſwelling torrents, roll 
Your watery !cribute o'er my love fick ſoul l 
To cool my heart, your waves, ye oceans bear! 
Oh! vain are all your waves, for Love is there 
But ah | what ſudden thought to frenſy moves 
My tortur'd ſoul ?—perhaps, my Damon loves! 
Some fatal beauty, yielding all her charms, 
Detains the lovely traitor from my arms ! 
Blaſt her, ye ſkies! let inſtant vengeance ſeize 
Thoſe guilty charms, whofe crime it is to pleaſe ! 
Damon is mine — fond maid, thy fears ſubdue! 
Am I not jealous? and my charmer true? 
O! heaven! from jealouſy my boſom ſave ! 
Cruel as death, inſatiate as the grave 
Ve powers! of all the ills that ever curſt 
Our ſex, ſure man, diſſembling man, is worſt ! 
Like forward boys, a-while in wanton play, 
He ſports with hearts, then throws the toys away: 
With ſpecious wiles weak woman he aſſails; 
He ſwears, weeps, ſmiles, he flatters, and prevails 3 
Then, in the moment when the maid believes, 
The perjur'd traitor triumphs, ſcorns, and leaves. 
How oft my Damon ſwore, th' all- ſecing ſun 
Should change his courfe, and rivers backward run, 
Ere his fond heart ſhould range, or faithleſs prove 
To the bright object of his ſtedfaſt love! 
O!] inſtant change thy courſe, all-ſeeing ſun! 
Damon is falſe } ye rivers, back ward run! 
But die, O } wretched Czlia, die! in vain 
Thus to the fields and floods you breathe your 
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ain! 
The tear is fruitleſs, and the tender figh, 
And life a load !—forſaken Czlia, die 
Fly ſwifter, time! O! ſpeed the joyful hour ! 
Receive me, grave !—then 1 ſhall love no more! 
Ah ! wretched maid, ſo ſad acure to prove ! 
Alz! wretched majd, to fly to death from love! 


— gan ap 
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Vet oh ! when this poor frame no more ſhall live, 
Pe happy, Damon! may not Damon grieve ! 
Ah me! I'm vain ! my death cad not appear 
Worth the vaſt price of but a ſingle tear. 
Forlorn, abandon'd, to the rocks I go; 

But they have learn'd new cruelties of you ! 
Alone, relenting Echo with me mourns, 

And faint with grie* tbe ſcarce my ſighs returns! 
Then fighs, adieu ye nobler paſſi us, rilc! 

Be wiſe, fond maid 1—but who in love is wiſe ? 
] rage, I rail, th' extremes of anger prove, 
Nay, almeſt hate —then love thee beyond love! 
Pity, kind heaven, and right an injui*d maid ! 
Yet, oh ! yet, ſpare the dear deceiver's head! 
If from the ſultry ſuns at noon-tide hours 

He ſeeks the covert of the breezy bowers, 
Awake, O South, and where my charmer lies, 
Bid roſes bloom, and beds of fragrance r ſe ! 
Cently, O gently round in whiſpers fly, 

Sigh to his fighs, and fan the glowing ſky ! 

If o'er the waves he cuts the liquid way, 

Be ſtill, ye waves. or round his veſſel play! 
And you, ye winds, confine cach ruder breath, 
Lie huſh'd in filence, and be calm as death ! 

But if he ſtay detain'd by adverſe gales, 

My fighs hall drive the ſhip, and Gl the Aagging 


Taz BATTLE or ru GODS anp TITANS. 


From the Theogony of Hz$s10D; With a De- 
ſcription of Tartarus, &c. 
Now 


ſounds the vault of heaven with loud a- 
larms, 

And Gods by Gods embattling ruſh to arms : 

Here ſtalk the Titans of portentous ſize. 

Burft from their dungeons, and aſſault the ſkies ; 

And there, unchain'd from Erebus and Night, 

Auxiliar * giants aid the Gods in fight : 

An hundred arms each tower-like warrior rears, 

And ftares from fifry heads amid the ſtars ; 

The drtadful brot herbood ſtern- frowning ſt ands, 

And hurls an hundred rocks from hundred hands: 

The Titans ruſh'd with fury uncontrul'd ; 

Gods ſunk on Gods, o'er giant giant roll'd ; 

Then roar'd the ocean with a dreadful ſound, 

Heaven ſbook with all its thrones, and groan'd the 


ground, 
Trembled th? eternal, poles at every ſtroke, 
And frighted hell from its foundations ſhook : 


Noiſe, horrid noiſe, th? aerial region fills, 

Rocks daſh on rocks, and hills encuunter hills; 
riſe, 

And ſhouts of battle thunder in the ſkies. 

Then Jove omnipotent diſplay'd the God, 

And all Olympus trembled as he trod : 

He graſps ten thouſand thunders in his hand, 

Bares his red arm, and wields the forky brand ; 

Then aims the bolts, and bids his lightnings play 3 

They flaſh, and rend through heaven their flami 

Way: 
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Redonbling blow on blow, in wrxth he moves; 
The ſing'd earth groans, and burns with all her 
groves 3 
The flonds, the billows, boiling hiſs with fires, 
And bickering flame, and ſmouldering ſmoke aſ- 
ires: 
A night 44. blots out the golden day; 
Full in their eyes the writhen lightnings play: 
Ev*n chens burrs + again eth groans, heaven roars 
As tumbling downward with its ſhining towers; 
Or burſt this earth, torn from her central place, 
With dire diſruption from her deepeſt baſe : 
Nor flept the wind : the wind new horror forms, 
Clouds doſh on clouds before th* outrageous forms: 
Wh lle, tearing up the ſand, in drifts they riſc, 
Ard half the deſerts mount th* encumber'd ſkies : 
At once the tempeſt bellows, lightnings fly, 
The thunders roxr, and clouds involve the ſky: 
S*upendous were the deeds of heavenly might; 
What leſs, when Gods c:nflifting cope in fight? 
Now heaven irs foes with horrid inroad gores, 
And flow and four recede the giant powers: 
Here ſtalks Agen, here fierce Gyges moves, 
There Cottus rends up hills with all their groves ; 
Theſe hurl'd at once agiinft the Titan bands 
Three hundred mountains from three hundred 
hands : 
And overſhadowing, overwhelming bound 
With chains infrangible beneath the ground; 
Relow this earth, as far as earth's confines lis, 
Through ſpace unmeaſur'd, from the ſtarry ſky; 
Nine days an anvil of enormous weight, 
Down ruſhing headlong from th' aerial he ght, 
Scarce reaches earth; thence toſt in giddy rounds 
Scarce reaches in nine days th* infernal bounds: 
A wall of iron of flupendous height 
Guards the _ dungeons black with threefold 
night : 
High o'er the horrors of th* eternal ſhade 
Tae ſtedfa baſe of earth and ſeas is laid 3 
There in coercive durance Jove detains 
The groaning '! itans in afflictive chains. 
A ſeat of woe 1 remote from cheertul days 
Through gulphs impaſſable, a boundleſs way. 
Above theſe realms, a brazen ſtructuſ e ſt nds 
With brazen portals, fram'd by Neptune's hands 3 
Thongh chaos to the ocean's baſe it ſwells ; 
There ſtern ZZ,con with his giants dwells ; 
Fierce guards of Jove | flom hence the fount ins riſe 
That wath the earth, or wander through the ſkies; 
That groaning murmur through the rzalms of woes, 
Or feed the channels where the ocean flows; 
Collected horrors throng che dire abodes. 
Horrid and fell! deteſted ev'n by Cote! 
Enormous culph | immenſe the Lounds appear, 
Waſteful and void, the journey of a year: 
Where ww ſtorms, as in wild whirls they 
ght, 
Taſs the pale wanderer, and retoſs through niht: 
The powers immortal with affright ſurvey 
1] he hideous chaſm, and ſeal it up from day. 
Hence through the vault of heaven huge Atlas 
rears 
His giant limbs, and preps the golden ſpheres : 
Here ſable Night, and here the beamy Day, 
Lodge and diſlodge, alternate in their ſway, 
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A baren port the varying powers divides: 

When Bin forth Murs, here the Night reſides ; 

Ard when Night veils the ſkics, obſequious Day, 
Re enter ing, 8 from the ſtarry Way. 

She from her — 2 beaming radiance bright, 
Pours o'er th" earth a flood of light: 

But Night, by Sleep attended, rides in ſhades, 
_— of Death, and all that breathes invades : 

rom * her foul womb they ſprung, reſiitleſs 


Nurs'd in the horrors of Tartarean bowers, 

Remote from Day, when with her flaming wheels 
he mounts the uy or paints the weſt rn hills: 

ith downy foot-ps Sleep in ſilence glides 

O'er the wile — o' er the ſpacious tides z 

The friend of life ' Death unrelenting bet 

An iron heart, and laughs at human cares; 

She makes the moulder:ng race of man her prey, 

And ev'n th* immortal powe:s deteſt he Way. 

Thus fell the 4 Titans from the r-alms above, 

Benea'h the thunders of Almighty ſove ; 

Then earth impregnate feit maternal woes, 

And _ through all her frame with teeming 

roes: 

Hence roſe Lyphocus, a gigantic birth, 

A monſter ſprung from Tartarus and Earth, 

A match for Gods in might l on high be ſpreads 

From h's huge trunk an hundred dragons heads, 

And from a» hundred mouths in vengea ce flings 

Envenom'd fam, and darts an hundred ſtings; 

Horror, terrific, frowns f. om every brow, 

And like - furnace his red eye - balls glow ; 

Fires dart from every creſt; and, as he turns, 

Keen ſplendors flaſh, and all the giant burns: 

Whene'er he ſpeaks, in echoing thunders riſe 

An hundred voices, and affright the ſkies, 

Unutterably fierce ! the bright abodes 

Frequent they ſhake, and terrify the Gods : 

Now bellowing like a ſavage bull, they roar, 

Or angry lions in the midnight hour; 

Now yell like furious whelps, or hits like ſnakes ; 

The rocks rebound, and every mountain ſhakes : 

He hurl'd defiance gainſt th* immort l p:-wers, 

And be wen had ſeiz d with all its ſhinirg towers, 

But, at the voice of ſove, from pole to pole 

Red lightnings flaſh, and raging tkurders roll, 

Rattling o'er all th* expanfion of the ſkies, 

Bolt after bolt o'er earth and ocean flice. 

Stern frowns the God amid the lightnings blaze, 

Olympus ſhikes from his eternal baſe ; 

'Trembles the earth: fierce flame involves the poles, 

Devours the ground, and o'er the billoves rolls: 

Fires from T yphoeus flaſh : with dreadful ſound 

Storms rattle, thunder rolls, and groans the ground; 

Above, below, the conflagraticn roars, 

Ev*n the ſeas Kindled burn through all their ſhores, 

Deluge of fire | Earth rocks her tottering coaſts, 

And gloomy Pluto ſhakes with all his ghoſts ; 

Ev'a the pale Titans, chain'd on burning floors, 

Start at the din that rends th* ir fernal ſhores : 

Then, in fell wrath, Jove all the God applies, 

And all his thurders burſt at once the ſkies ; 

And ruſhing gloomy from th* Olympian brow, 

He blaſtsthe giant with th* almighty blow, 
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The giant tumbling fiaks beneath the wound, 

And with enormous ruin rocks the ground: 

Kor yet the lightnings of th' Almighty ſtay, 
Thro' the ſing d earth they burſt their burning way z 
Each kindling inward, melts in all her caves, 

And hiffing floats with fierce metallic waves: 

As iron futile from the furnace flows, 

Or molten ore with keen effulgence glows, 

When the dire bolts of * ſtern Vulcan frames, 
In burning channels rol! the liquid flames; 

Thut melted earth, and Jove, from realms on high, 
Plung'd the huge giant to the nether ſky. 

Then from Typhoeus ſprung the winds that bear 
Storms on their wings, and thurder in the air: 
Rut from the Gods deſcend of mil ſer kin !, 

The Eaſt, the Weſt, the South. id Vor . ind; 
Theſe in ſ-ft whiſpers b:eathe a frie 18) bree, 
Play through the groves, or ſport upo . the (eas 3 
They fan the ſultry air wich cooling gales. 

And waft from realm to realm the flying ſails: 
The reſt in ſtormt of ſounding whirlwinds fly, 
Toſs the wild waves, and battle in the ſky; 

Fatal to man I at once Il ocean roars, 

And ſcatter'd navies bulge on diſtant ſhores. 


Then thundering o'er the earth they ren1 the'r way, 


Graſs, herb, and flower, beneath their rage decay; 

While towers, and dome, vain box; , human truſt 

Torn from their inmoſt baſe, are whelm's in duſt, 
Thus heaven aſſerted its eternal reign 

O'er the proud giants, and Titanic train; 

And now in peace the Gods their Jove obey, 


——. 
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And all the thrones of heaven adore his ſway. 


Tux LOVE or JASON axp MEDEA. 


From the Third Book, Verſe 743, of Apollonius 
Rhodius. 


f 
Now riſing ſhades a ſolemn gloom diſplay. 


O'er the wide earth, and o'er th* ethereal way: | 


All night the ſailor marks the northern team, 
And golden circlet of Orion's beam : 

A deep repoſe the weary wanderer ſhares, 

Ard the faint watchman s away his cares; 
Ev'n the fond mother, while all breathleſs lies 
Her child of love, in ſlumber ſeals her eyes 3 
No found of village dog, no noiſe invades 
The death-like filence of the midnight ſhades 2 
Alone Medea wakes: To love a prey, 

Reſtleſs ſhe rolls, and groans the night away : 
Now the fire-breathing bulls command her cares; 
She thinks on Jaſon, aud for Jaſon fears : 

In fad review, on horrors horrors riſe ; 


2 — from thought to thought ſho . 
ICs © 


As from repleniſh'd urns, with dubious rays 
The ſun- Nam] dancing from the ſyrfage play, 


ä 


a PY LL EE AGE 4 44 SS 44 _ £0 4 a6 © _ - oi os ad ian an inns ws aa 2. Bias .@&a Ei FQRamc[caOFL A YO] "DvA LM EL. EX. ] 


B TT DE ono 


BROOME,S POEM 8. 


Now here, now there, the trembli g radiance falls 

Alternate flaſhing round th' illumia'd walls; — 

Thus fi uttering bounds the trembling virgin's blood, 

And from her ſhining eyes deſcends a flood 

Now raving with reſiſtleſs flames ſhe giows, 

Now ſick with love ſhe melts with ſuf er woes: 

The tyrant God, of every thought poſſe, 

Beats in each pulſe, and ftings and racks her breaſt: 

Now ſhe reſolv-s the magic to bettey 

To tame the bulls, now yield him up a prey: 

Again, the drugs diſdaining to ſupply, 

She loaths the light, and meditates to die: 

Anon, repelling with a brave diſdain 

The coward thought, the nourithes the pain: 

Thus toſt, retoſt with furious forms and cares, 

On the cold ground ſhe rolls, and thus with tears: 
Ah me! where er | turn, before my eyes 

A dreadful view, on ſorrrows ſorrows riſe! 

Toſt in a giddy whirl of ftrong deſire, 

I glow, I burn, yet bleſs the pleaſiag fire. 

O had this ſpirit from its priſon fled, 

By Dian ſent to wander with the dead, 

Ere the proud Grecians view'd the Colchian ſkies ; 

Ere Jaſon, lovely ſaſun, met theſe eyes, 

Hell gave the ſhining miſchief 10 our coaſt, 

Medea ſaw him, and Medea's lott 

But why theſe ſorrows ? if the powers on high 

His death decree, die, wretched Jaſon, die | 

Shal 1 elude my fire ? my art betray? 

Ah mel what words ſhall purge the guilt away! 

But could 1 yield—O whither mutt 1 run 

To find the man—whom virtue bids me ſhun ? 

Shall I, all loſt to ſhame, to Jaſon fly? 

And yet I muſt—If Jaſon bleeds, I die! 

Then, ſhame, farewell ! Adieu for ever, fame 

Hail, black diſgrace! be fam'd for guilt my name 

Live] Jaſon, live! enjoy the vital air! 

Live through my aid! and fly where winds can beat 

But when he flies, ye poiſons, lend your powers, 

That day, Medea treads th' infernal ſhores ! 

Then, wretched maid, thy lot is endleſs ſhame, 

Then the proud dames of Colchos blaſt thy name : 

I hear them The falſe Medea's derd, 

© Through guilty paſſion for a ſtranger's bed 

p Medes, — 2, her virgin fame, : 

© Preferr'd a ſtranger to a father's name! 

O may I rather yield this vital breath, 

Than bear that baſe diſhonour, worſe than death] 
Thus wail'd the fair, and ſeiz d with horrid joy 

Drugs foes to life, and potent to deſtroy ; 

A magazine of death ! again ſhe pours 


From her ſwoln eye-balls tears in ſhining ſho : vers; 


Wich grief inſatiate, and with trembling hands, 
All comfortleſs the caſk of death expands : 

A ſudden fear her labouring ſoul invades, : 
Struck with the horrors of th* infernal ſhades : 
She ſtands deep muſing with a faded brow, 
Abſorpt in thought, a monument of woe! 
While all the comforts that on life attend, 

The cheerful converſe, and the — rg friend, 
By thought deep-imag d in her boſom play, 
— * charm deſpair away : 

Th' all-cheering ſuns with ſweeter light ariſe, 
And every object brightens to her eyes: 

Then from her hand the baneful drugs ſhe throws, 
Conſcats to live, tecover d trom her woes 3 
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Neſolv'd the ma zic virtue to betray, 

She waits the diwn, and calls the lazy day: 

I ime ſeems toſt ind, or backward dive his wheels: 

he hours ſhe chides. ind eves the eaftern hills: 

Ar length the dawa with orient beams apperrs, 

he ſhades diſperic, and man awakes to cares. 

Studious tu pleaic, her graceful length of hair 

with art the vinas, that wantun'd with the air 3 

rrom her ſof cheek ihe wipe · the tear aways 

And bids keen lightning; from ber eyes to play; 

From limb to 1:mb retrething unguents pours, 

Unguents, that hie the of heaven, in copious ſnhewers: 

Her robe ſhe next iſſumes; bright claips of gold 

Cloſe to the leflening waiſt che robe infold ; 

Down from her ſ«elliag loins, the ret unvound 

Floats in rich waves redundant o'er the ground: 

Laſt, with a ſhining veil her cheeks the ſllades, 

Then ſwimn.ing ſmooth along magnificently reads. 
Thus forw:rd moves the faireſt of her kind, 

Blind to the future, to the preſent blind: 

Twelve maids, attendants on her virgin bower, 

Alike unconſcious of the bridal hour, 

Join to the car the rules. dire rites to pay, 

o Hecate's black fane ſhe bends her way; 

A juice ihe bears, whoſe magic virtue tames 

(Through fell Yerſephone) tne rage of names 3 

It gives the hero, ſtrong in matehleſs might, 

To ſtand ſecure of harms in mortal fight; 

It mocks the ſword: the ſuo d without a wound, 

Leaps as from marble, ſhiver d to the ground: 

She mounts the car; * nor rode the nymph alone 3 

On either fide two lovely damſels ſhone : 

Her hand with skill th* embroider'd rein controls; 


Back Ry the ftreets, as ſwift the chariot rolls. 


Along the wheel-worn road they hold their way, 
The domes retreat, the finking towers decay: 
Bare to the knee ſuccin a d umſel train 

Behind attends, and glitters tow'1d the plain. 
As when her limbs divine, Diana laves 

In air Parthenius, or th* Amneſian waves, 
Sublime in royal ſtate the vounding roes 

Whirl her bright car along the mountain brows z 
Swift to her fane in pomp the goddeſs moves; 
The nymphs attend that haunt the ſhady groves, 
Th' Amnefian fount, or filver-ſtreaming rilis; 
Nymphs of the vales, or Oreads of the hills} 
The fawning beaſts before the goddeſs play, 

Or, trembling, ſavage adoration pay : 

The crowd falls back, and as ſhe moves 

Swift to the fane aloft her courſe ſhe bends ; 

The fane ſhe reaches, and to earth deſcends : 
Then to her train—Ah me} I fear we ſtray, 
Miſled by folly to this lonely way! 


1 Alas: ſhould Jaſon with the Greeks 


Where ſhould we fly ? 1 fear, alas, | fear! 

No more the Colchian youths, and virgin train, 

Haunt the cool ſhade, or tread in dance the plain: 

But ſince alone ;—with ſports beguile the hours, 
flowers ; 

Pluck 1weet, to deck your virgin bowers ! 

Then warbling ſott, + he litts her heavenly voice; 

But fick with m'ghty love, the ſong is noiſe z 
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She hears from every note a diſcord riſe, 
Till, pauſing, on her tongue the muſic dies; 
She hates cach object, every face oFends ; 
In every wiſh, her ſoul to Jaſon ſends ; 
With ſharpen'd eyes the diſtant lawns explores, 
Jo find the object whom her ſoul adores : 
At every whiſper of the paſſing air, 
She ſtarts, the turns, and hope: ber Jaſoa there: 
Again the fondly looks, nor looks in vain ; 
He comes, her Jaſon ſhines along the plain. 
As wher, emerging from the watery way, 
Refulgent Sirius litts his golden ray, 
He thines terrific ! for his buruing breath 
J ainrs the red air with fevers, plagues, and death: 
Such to the nym ph approaching jaſon ſhows, 
Bright author of unutrerable woes ; 
Before her eyes a ſwimming darkneſs ſpread, 
Her ſluth'a chrek glow'd, her very heart was dead: 
No more her knees their wonted office knew, 
Fix'd, without motion, as to earth ſhe grew: 
Her traia recedes; the meeting lovers gaze 
In filent wonder, and in till amaze: 
As two fa. ced er- on the mountain's brow, 
Pride «tf toe groves ! with roots ad joini:g grow; 
Erect and motionleſs the ſlately trees 
Aw hile remain, while ſleeps each fanning breeze, 
Tin tom th* olian caves a blaſt unbound 
Bends m proud tops, and bids their boughs re- 
und ; 

Thus gazing they, till by the breath of love 
Strongly at length inſpir d, they ſpeak, they move: 
Wich imiles the love- ſick virgin he ſurvey'd, 
And fonoly thus adureſt the blooming maid : 

Ditn iſs, my fair, my love, thy virgin tear 5 
*Tis Jaſon ſpe:ks, no ec my is here! 
N an, hl-ughty man, is of obdurate kind; 
Bui J bears n proud, inhuma mind, | 
By get left nlannero, i ſofteſt arts teſin'd. 
Whom wuuldft thou fly? Stay, lovely virgin, ſtay ! 
Speak every thought! far hence be fears away! 
Spark ! and be truth ia every accent found ! 
Dre d td deceive ! we tread on * hallow'd ground. 
By the ſtern power who guards this ſacred place, 
By the illuſtrious authors of thy race; 
By Jove, to whom the ſtranger's cauſe belongs, 
To v, om the ſuppliant, and who feels their wrongs 3 
O guard me, fave me, in the needful hour! 
Without thy aid, thy Jaſon is no more; 
To thee a ſuppliant, in ciftreſs 1 bend, 
To thee a ſtranger, and who wants a friend! 
Then, when de ween us ſeas and mountains riſe, 
Medea's name ſhall ſound in diftant ſkies ; 
All Greece to thee ſhall wwe her heroes fates, 
And Heſs Medea through her hundred ſtates. 
The mother and the wiie, who now in vain 
Roll their ſad eyes faſt· ſtteaming o'er the main, 
Shall tay ther tears; the mother, and the wie, 
Shall bleſs thee for a 1ton's or huſband's Ife! 
Fair Anadre, ſprung rom Minos bed, 
S. v'd the brave Iheicus, ard with I heſeus fied, 
Yortcok ker rather, and her native plain, 
And flemm:i'd the tumults of the lurging main; 
Yet the Hera fie relunted,, and {Orgave 
Ahe maid, whelc oily crime it was io ſave: 
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Evꝰn the juſt Gods forgave: and now on high 

A ſtar the ſhines, and beautifics the ſky: 

What bleflings then ſhall righteous heaven decree 
For all our heroes ſav d, ard ſw'd by thee ! 
Heaven gave thee not, to kill, fo ſoſt an air, 

And cruelty ſure never look d fo fair! 

He ceas'd ; but left ſo charming on her ear 
His voice, that liſtening ſt 11 ſhe ſeem'd to hear: 
Her eye to earth ſhe bends with modeſt grace, 
Ard heaven in ſmiles is open'd in her face. 

A glance ſhe ficals 3 but roſy bluſhes ſpread 

O'er her fair cheek, and then ſhe drops her head: 
A thouſand words at once to ſpeak the tries; 

In vain—but ſpeaks a thouſand with her eyes : 
Trembling, the ſhining cuket the expands, 

Ihen gives the magic virtue to his hands; 

And had the power been granted to convey 

Her heart had given her very heart away. 
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| EPISTOLA av AMICUM RUSTICANTEM, 


Scripta Vere ineunte Cantab. 17cg. 


CQUID abſenti tibi cura Grantee ? 
Ecquid antiqui memor es ſodalis 1 
Chare permultis, mihi præter omnes 
Chare, Georg). 
Cernis! ut mul cet levis aura campos! 
Ut roſa dulci, violiſque terram 
Flora depingit, Zephyruſque blandis 
Venti lat alis! 
Tarde, quid ceſſas? Age Rozinantis 
Terga conſcendas eques * inzementis 
"Lene ruralis Galatza duris 
Detinet Ulnis? 
Digne ſuccendi meliore flamm: ! 
dive + Clariſlum, — curam 
Pnilliden mavis, placeatve, quondam 
Pulchra, - Lycoris. 
Tarde, quid ceſſas? tibi multa virgo 
Splendido: ædit lacrymis ocellos, 
Et tibi fruſtrà ad ſpeculum comarum 
Circinat orbes 1 
Te frequens votis revocat ſophiſtes, 
Dum joha:nenki madidus lyzo, 2 
Le tubis hawir, revomitque dulcem 
| | Unique nubem. 
Quin velis ſcribam quid habet novorum 
Cranta ? Marlburus ſpoliis onuſtus, 
Gallicas tudit prope I Scaldis undam 
Strage Phalangas, 
O, triumphalem gladium recondas! 
Je vos lauras {anic rubentes ! 
dis memor pacis, viridique cingas 
Tempora Myrto l 
Fuc ades div m atque hominum voluptas 
Moll ſubcidens, Venus! huc ſorores 
Gratiz! longum vale, O! Minerva, 
Aſpera Virgo! 


Oles fit cerpere. 
+ Ire CLOCUNTES 40 f. l Cartabrigiam P elle. 
1 Text a Aide rar Eh, 
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Barbaro tand m ſatiata ludo, 
ZE.gidam ponas, gladiumque; caſt am 
Virginem dirus gladigs, teroxque 
Dedecet Egis. 


Flagitas noſtræ quid agunt camcente ? 

Uror infſeiix ! mihi me Belinda 

Surripit! Collum O 1 niveum, O! Puelle 
Suave labellum ! 


Ah! ut obliquo aſpiciens ocello 
T orruit pectus —neque tu furoris 
Inſcius blandi ! tibi ſævit imis 

Flamma medull:s ! 


Tu tamen felix cohibere tries 
Tu potes cutas l * Cerealis hauſtus 


Eit tibi, præſens relevare diro. 
Pectora luctu. 


Corticem aſtrictum pice cum reducis, 
Audin' ingenti tonat ut boatu 
Fumidus ! ſummo ruit ut lagenæ 
Spumeus ore i 
Cernis ! ut vitro nitet invidendo 
Aureum neQtar ! comes it facetus 
Cui jocus, quocum Venus & Cupido 
Spicula tingunt. 
am memor charz, coronas, 
irginis :—plenum video 1—ah! caveto 
Dextra ne quaſſet male, dum laborat 
| Pondere dulci ! 
Euge ! ficcaſti bene, fortiterque '— 
Hinc adeſt cure medicina ! ſuaves 
Einc tibi iomni, & tbi ſuaviora 
Somnia ſomnis! 


Hos bibens ſuccos, nihil invidebis 


Italis, quamvis cyathi Falerno 
Dulce nigreſcant, neque Gallicanæ 


Laudibus uvz ! 
Hic Johannenſi latitans ſuili 
Grunnio, ſcribens ſatiente labro, 
Aut graves hauſtus, inimica Muſis 
Pocula, duco, 
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SIXTEEN ODE S 
OF 


ANACREON. 


ODE XV. Harrer Lirs. 


THE wealth of Gyges I deſpiſe ; 
Gems are uſelcfs glittering toys. 


Gold 1leave, and ſuch vain things, 
To the low aim and pride of kings. 
Ler my hair with unguents flow, 
With roſy garlands crown my brow ! 
The preſent moment I enjoy, 
Doom'd in the next, perhaps, to die 
*Anglicè barrled ale. | 
+ Fi pub! fled in the Gentleman's Maga ne; and 
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Then, while the hour ſerenely ſhines, 

Toſs the gay die, and quaff thy wines: 

Bu: ever, in the genial hour, 

To Lacchus the libation pour, 

Lett death in wrath approach, and cry, 

Man—taſte no more the cup of joy. 


— . — 
ODE XVI. The power of BZAU Tv. 


SOME ſing of Thebes, and ſome deſtroy 
In lofty numbers haughty Troy. 


I mourn, alas ! in plaintive ſtrains, 


My own captivity in chains | 
No navy, rang'd in proud array, 
No fuot, no horſeman, arm'd to ſlay, 
My peace alarm ! Far other focs, 
Far other hoſts, create my woes : 
Strange, dangerous hoſts, that ambuſh'dlie 
In every bright love-darting eye ! 
Such as deſtroy, when beauty arms 
To conquer, dreadful in its charms $ 
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ODE XX. To his MisTzEss, 


THE Gods o'er mortals prove their ſways 
And fteal them from themfclves away: 

Transform'd by their almighty hands, 
Sad Niobe an image ſtands ; 

And Philomel, up-born on wings 
Through air, her mournful ſtory ſings. 

Wauld heaven, indulgent to my vow, 

The happy change I wiſh, allow ; 
The envy'd mirrour 1 would be, 

That thou mlghtſ always gaze on me! 
And could my naked heart appear, 
Thou *4ft ſre thyſclf—for thou art there! 
O! were I made thy folding veſt, 
That thou might claſp me to thy breaſt ! 
Or turn'd into a fount, to lave 

Thy naked beauties in my wave ! 

Thy bolum-cin&ure I would grow, 

To warm thoſe little hills of ſnow ; 

Thy ointment, in rich fragrant ſtreams 
To wander o'er thy beauteous limbs ; 
Thy chain of ſhining pearl—to deck, 
And cloſe embrace thy graceful neck : 
A very ſandal I would be 
To tread on—=if trod on by thee |! 


——————— .... —ꝛ—ę— ⅛—̃ 
ODE XXIV. ImiTaTED. 


ALAS! alas ! I ſee each day 
Steals me from myſelf away ! 

And every ſtep of life 1 tread, 

I ſpeed to mingle with the dead. 


erwards inſerted in the tranſlatians of Arnacrean, f«b- | Row many years are paſt, my friends, 


Med by Mr. Fawkes, 


1 know, aud there my knowledge encc. 
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How many years are ſtill in ſtore, 

I neither can, nor would explore. 

Then, fince the hours inceflant fly, 
They all ſhall find me crown'd with joy. 

To thoſe, my cares I here bequeath, 

Who meanly die for fear of 

And daily with aſſiduous ftrife 
Contrive to live, accurs'd with life. 

Then Care, begone ! I'd dance and play; 


ODE XXV. ImiTATEzD. 

NG me, O brirg th' enlivening draught, 
Fu. grief, and anxious thought. 
Then Care retires, aſham d to ſhow 
His downcaſt cye, and faded brow. 

I baniſh to the great, 
To all that curſe, yet covet ate. 

Death haftes amain: then who would run 
To meet what moſt he firives to ſhun ? 
Or antedate the dreadful day 

cares, and aid the fiend to lay ? 

tears could bribe his dreadful powers, 
I'd weep, and bleſs the precious ſhowers ; 
Alike he ſpeeds to ftrike the blow. 

Then crown the bowl — ye ſorrows, fly 
To kill ſome wretch who wants to die. 


— —— ᷑ ꝓ ... 
ODE XXXI. The pleafing Puzzxev. 


OW bring, by all the powers divine, 
Bring me a bowl of roſy wine ; 

A mighty bowl of wine I crave : 

When wine inſpires, 'tis ſweet to rave. 

In frantic rage Alemæon drew 
His falchion, and his mother flew : 
Oreſtes in a furious meod 
Raving ſhed his F mother's bleod. 
Dreadful, ſober madmen, they 
None, harmleſs drunkard, none I flay 2 
The blood of 1 only crave , 

I queff it, and tis ſweet to rave. 

Alc. des, frantic, graſp'd his bow 3 
His quiver rattled, ſtor d with woe: 
Stern Ajax ſhook his glittering blade, 
And broad his ſevenfold ſhield diſplay'd 2 
Dangerous madman! how he drew 

I, peaceful 1, no falchion wield ; 
I bend no 1 
The flowery garland crowns my 
My hand the powerful gublet bears ; 
The powerful goblet, nobly brave, 
I drain, and then tis ſweet to rave. 


* Eryphiles T ch 
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ODE XXXVI. 


TAK not to me of pedant rules 3 
1 leave debates to learned fools, 
Who ſolemnly in form adviſe ; 
At beſt, impertinently wiſe ! 
To me more pleaſing precepts give, 
And teach the ſcience how to live ; 


How life may glide exempt 
Alas! I 'm old! I ſee my head 

With hoary locks by time o'erfſpread : 
, 


When I muſt mix with common clay 3 
When 1 muſt tread the diſmal ſhore, 
And dream of love and wine no more. 


— . —ä— 
ODE XXXVII. The Saile. 


GEE, Winter 's paſt l the ſeaſons bring 

Soft breezes with returning Spring 3 
At whoſe h the Graces wear 
Freſh honours in their flowing hair : 
The raging ſeas forget to roar, 

And, ſmiling, gently kiſs the ſhore : 
The ſportive duck, in wanton play, 

| Now dives, now riſes into day; 

The cranes from freezing climes repair, 
And ſailing float to warmer air : 

Th* enlivening ſuns in glory riſe, 

| And gaily dance along the ſkies, 

The clouds diſperſe ; or if in ſhowers 
They fall, it is to wake the flowers» 
See, verdure cloaths the teeming earth 
. The olive ftruggles into birth 2 
The ſwelling grapes adorn the vine, 
And kindly promiſe future wine : 
Bleft juice ! already I in thought 
Quaff an imaginary draught. 


ODE XLVIII. Gar Lirs, 


(GIVE me Homer's tuneful lyre, 
Let the ſound my breaft inſpire ! 
But with no troubleſome delight 
Of arms, and heroes flain in fight: 
Let it play no conqueſts here, 
Or conqueſts only o er the fair 
Boy, reach that volume—book divinez 


| The ſtatutes of the God of Wine 


He, legiſlator, ſtatues draws ; 
And 1, his judge, inforce his laws 3 
And, faithful *o the weighty truſt, 


Compel his vot” ries to be juſt : 
Thus, round the bowl irapartial flies, 
Till to the ſprightly dance we riſe ; 
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We friſk it with a lively bound, 
Charr*d with the lyre*> harmonious ſound ; 
Then pour forth, with an beat divine, 
Rapturous ſor g that breathe of wine. 


ODE L. The happy Effects of Wizz. 
GEE ſee the jolly god ar pears : 


His ha! d a mighty govici orars? 
With ſpirkling Wir + tull -cH-arg'4 it flows, 
The ſovere gr. cur: of human woes. 
Wine g »c5 a kind releaſe from care, 
And c urige tu ſubdue the fair ; 
Inftruts the cheerful to advance 
Harmomous in th- ſprightly dance: 
Hail! goblet 1 rich with generous wines 
See] rund the verge a vine-branch twines, 
See | how the min ic cluſters roll, 
As ready to N- fill the bowl ! 
Wine keeps its happy patients free 
From every painful malaiy ; 
Our beſt phyſician all the year. 
Thus guarded, no diſeaſe we fear, 
No troubleſome diſeaſe of mind, 
Until another year grows kind, 
And loads again the fruitfu! vine, 
And brings again our health new wine. 


——ꝛ———— 


ODE LII. GaAs; or the VINTAGE. 


JO ! the vintage now is done ! 

And black ned with th* autumnal ſun 
The grapes gay youths and virgins bear, 
The ſweeteſt product of the year! 

In vats the heavenly load they lay, 

And ſwift che damſels trip away: 

The youths alone the wine-prels tread, 
For wine s by ſkilful drunkards made: 
Mean time the mirthful ſong they raiſe, 
Jo ! Bacchus, to thy praiſe! 

And, cying the bleſt juice, in thought 
Quaff an imaginary draught. 

Gaily, through wine, the old advance, 
And doubly tremble in che dence: 

In fancy*d youth they chart and play, 
Forgetful that their locks are grey 

Through wiue, the youth completes his loves; 
He haunts the ſilence of che groves : 
Where, ftretch'd beneath th* embowering ſhade, 
He ſpies ſome love - inipiring maid : 

On beds of roſy ſweets the lies, 
Inviting ſleep to eloſe her eyes: 

Faſt by her tide his limbs he throws, 
Her hand he prefſes—breathes his vows 5 
And cries, My love, my ſoul, comply 
This inſtant, or, alas! I die. 

In vain the youch perſuaſion tries! 
In vain !-— ber tongue at leaſt denies 3 
Then ſcorning death through dull deſpair, 
He ftorgas th unwillig williug fair 5 
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le fling the grapes that could diſpenſe , 
che happy, happy impudence. 


- * 
ODE LIII. The Ros r. 


(COME, lyriſt, tune thy harp, and play 
Reſponſive to my vocal lay : 
Gently touch it, while I fing 
The Roſe, the glory of the ſpring. 
To heaven the Roſein flies, 
The ſweeteſt incenſe of the ſki 
Thee, joy of earth, when vernal hours 
Pour forth a blooming waſte of flowers, 
The g>ly-fmiling Graces wear 
A trophy in their flowing hair. 
1 Venus yours of beauty loves, 
» crown'd with thee, mare graceful mover 
in fabled ſong, and tuneful lays, 
Their f:vourite Roſt the Muſes praiſe: 
To pluck the Roſe, the virgin-train 
Wich blood their pretty finge:s ſtain, 
Nor dread the pointed terror; round, 
— res and inflit a wound : 
they wave the charmi * 
Now kiſs, now nuff the — Bay | 
1 he Roſe the poers ſtrive to praiſe, 
And for it would exchange their bays ; 
O ever to the ſprightly feaſt 
Admitted, w-lcome, pleaſing gueſt ! 
But chiefly when the goblet flows, 
And Roſy wreaths adorn our brows ! 
Lovely ſmiling Roſe, how ſweet + 
The object where thy beauties meet 
Aurora with a bluſhing ray, 
And Roſy fingers, ſpreads the day: 
The Graces more ench-nting ſhow 
When Roſy bluſhes paint their ſnow ; 
And every pleas'd beholder ſeeks 
The Roſe in Cytherza's cheeks. 
When pain afflits, or ſickneſs grieves, 
Its juice the drooping heart relieves 3 
And. after death, its odours ſhed 
2 2 fragrance o'er the dead; 
n en its withering charms decay 
And finking, fading, die away, F 
Triumphant o'er the rage of time, 
It keeps the fragrance of its prime. 
Come, lyriſt, join to fing the birth 
Or this ſweet offspring of the earth! 
When Venus from the ocean's bed 


a. 


| Rais'd oer the waves her lovely head ; . 


When warlike Pallas ſprung from Jove, 
Tie nendous to the powers above; 

To grac- the world, the teeming earth 
Gave the frag int infant birth, 


| And © his. the cry*d, * I rhis ord .in 


My favou-i'e queen of fl. wers toteignlꝰ 
gut firſt th* aſſembled gods debate 
The future wonder 0 create: | 
Agreed « length. from heaven they threw 

A 1:op of rich, neftareous dew ; 

A bramble-\t-m che drop rece: ves, 

And ſtraight the Roſe 2dorns the leaves. 
he gods to Bacchus gave the flower, 


| To grace him in the genial hour. 
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ODE Liv. Grown Youxc. 
WHEN — 1 2p my eyes ſurveys 


I too am young, I am gay; 
In dance my active body ſwims, 
And ſudden pinions liſt my limbs. 


Haſte, crown, Cybæba, crown my brows 


With garlands of the fragrant roſe! 
Hence, hoary age 1—1 now am ftrong, 


And dance, a youth amorg the young. 
Come then, my friends, the goblet drain ! 


Bleft juice -I feel thee in each vein ! 
See ! how with active bounds I ſpring ! 


How ſtrong, and yet how ſweet, I fing ! 


How bleſt am 1 who thus cxcell 
In pleaſing arts of trifling well | 


| ————_— 


ODE LV. The Maxx. 


TRE Ren keed expreſſive bears 
A mark imprinted on his hairs ; 
The turban that adorns the brows 
Of Aſia's ſens, the Parthian ſhows : 
And marks betray the lover's heart, 
Deeply engrav'd by Cupid's datt: 
I plainly read them in his eves, 
That look too fooliſh, or too wiſe. 


ODE LVI. 
ALAS ! the powers of life decay ! 


My hairs are fall'n, or chang'd to grey ! 


The ſmiling bloom, and youthful gracc, 
Is baniſh'd from my faded face 
Thus man beholds, with weeping eyes, 
Himſelf half-dead before he dies. 

For this, and for the grave, I fear, 
And pour the never-ceaſing tear ! 
A dreadful proſpect ſtrikes my eye; 
1 ſoon muſt ſielcen, ſoon muſt die. 

For this the mournful groan I ſhed ; 
1 dread—alas ! the hour I dread ! 
What eye can ſtedfaſtly ſurvey 
Death, and its dark tremendous way ? 
For ſoon as fate has clos'd our eyes, 
Man dies—for ever, ever dies ! 
All pale, all ſenſcleſs in the urn | 
Never, ah | never to return, 


| 


ODE LXIV. To ArorLte 


(JXCE more, not uninſpir*d, the ſtring 
I waken, and ſpontaneous (ing : 

No Pyrhic laurel-wreath I claim, 

hat lifts ambition into fame: 

My voice unbidden tunes the 117 : 

me god impells, and 1 obe y. 

Iten ye groves — The Mule prepares 

\ ſacred ſong in Phrygian airs ; 

uch as the ſwan expiring ſings, 

Melodious by Cayfter's ſprings, 

& hile liſtening winds in filence hear, 

ind to the gods the muſic bear. 

Ceſeſti q Muſe 1 tend, and bring 
fy aid, whil: 1 thy Phebus fing : 
o Phebus and the Muſe belong 
The lawel, lyre, and Delphic ſong. 

Begin, begin the lofry ſtrain ! 

How Phebus lov'd, but lov'd in vain ; 
dow Daphne fled his guilty flime, 

vnd ſcorn'd a god that offer'd ſhame. 
Vith glorious pride his vows ſhe hears ; 
And heaven, indulgent to her prayers, 
do laurel chang'd the nymph, and gave 
ler foliage to reward the brave. 

Ah] how, on wings of love convey'd, 
He flew to claſp the panting maid ! 


Vow, now o'ertakes !——but heaven deceives 


Jis hope—he ſeizes only leaves. 


Why fires ry raptur'd breaſt ? ah! why, 


Ah ! whither ftrives my ſoul to fly ? 
feel the pleaſing phrenſy ſtrong, 
;mpulfive to ſome nobler ſong *: 
Let, let the wanton fancy play; 
Zur guide it, leſt it devious tray. 
But oh! in vain, my Muſe denies 
Jer aid, a ſlave to lovely eyes. 
»uffice it to rehearſe the pains 
Of bleeding nymphs, and dying ſwains ; 
Nor dare to wiela the ſhafts ot Love, 
That wound the gods, and conquer Joves 
1 yield ! adieu the lofty train ! 
I am Anacreon once again : 
Again the melting ſong 1 play, 
A temper'd to the vocal lay: 
See l ſee! how with attentive ears 
The youths imbibe the nectar'd airs 
And quaff, in lowery ſhades reclin'd, 
My precepts, to regale the mind. 


FA 
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DR. THOMAS PARNELL'S POEMS. 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


K 


Earl of OxzoxD, and Earl of Mon- 


TIMER, 


gUcH were the notes, thy once-loy'd poet ſung, 
"Till Death untimely ſtopp'd his tuneful tongue. 
Oh, juſt beheld, and loft! admir'd and niourn'sd ! 
With ſofteſt manners, gentle ars, adoru d! 
Bleſt in each ſcience, bleſt in ev'ry ſtrain ! 
Dear to the muſe, to Hart ty dear—in vain ! 
For him, thou oft haſt bid the world attend, 
Fond tv forget the ſtateſman in the friend: 
For Swift and him, deſpis'd the farce of ſtate, 
The ſober follies of the wiſe and great ; 
Dextrous, the craving, fawning crowd to quit, 
And pleas'd to *ſcape from Aattery to wit. 
Abſent or dead, ſtill let a friend be dear, 
(A ſich the abſent claims, the dead a tear) 
Recall thoſe nights that clos'd thy tuilſome days, 
Still hear thy Parnell in his living lays : 
Who careleſs, now, of int'reſt, ſame, or fate, 
Perhaps forgets that OxrurD e'er was great; 
Or deeming meaneſt what we greateſt call, 
Keholds thee glorious only in thy fall. 
And ſure if aught below the feats divine 
Can touch immortals, tis a foul like thine + 
A ſoul ſupreme, in each hard inſtance try'd, 
Above all pain, all anger, and al! pride, 
The rage of pow*r, the blaſt of public breath, 
The luſt of lucre, and the dread of death. 
In vain to deſarts thy retreat is made; 
The muſe attends thee to the flent ſhade : 
"Tis hers, the brave man's lateſt ſteps to trace, 
Re- judge his acts, and dignify diſgrace, 
When int' reſt calls off all her ſneaking train, 
When all ch' vblig'd deſert, and all the vain; 
She waits, or to the ſcaffold, or the cell, 
When the laſt ling*ring friend has bid f rewel. 
Ev'n now ſhe ſhades th) evening walk with bays, 
(No hircling ſhe, no proſtitute to praiſe) 
Ev'n now, obſervant of the partirg ray, 
Eyes the calm ſun- ſet of thy various day, 
Thro* fortuneꝰs cloud one truly great can fee, 
Nor fears to tell, that Mon TIMER is he. 


Sept. 25, A. POPE. 
1721. 


Vor. V. 
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OR, THE 


RISE o*x WOMAN. 


WHAT antient Times (thoſe Times we fancy 


wie) 
Have left on long record of women's riſe, 
What mortals cach it, and what .obles hides 
Wust author wrotc it, how that auchar oy d, 
All theſe 1 firg. In Creece they fram'd che tale; 
In Greece, twas thought, a woman might be frail} 
Ye modern be wtics | where the poet drew 
tis ſorret pe: cil, think he d:camt of you; 
And arne, by him, ye wanton pens, beware 
Tow hew'n's concern'd to vinvicze the fair. 
The caſe ws jeſiod s; he rhe fible writ; 
Some think w'th meaning, ſome with idle wit: 
Jerhaps 'cis either, as the ladies pleaſc : 
I wave the conte, and commence the lays. 

In days of yore, (no matter where or when, 
Tas eie che low creation ſwarm'd with men) 
That one Prometheus, ſprung ot heuv 'n!y birth, 
(Our author's ſong can witneſs) liv'd on earth. 

He carv'd the turf to mould a manly frame, 
And ttole fron: jove his animatii g flame. 
The fly contr-vance o'er Olympus ran, 
When thus the morarch of the ſtars began. 

Oh vers'd in art: ! whoſe dating thoughts aſpire 
Do kindle clay with never-dying dre 
Enjoy the glory paſt, chat gift was thine ; 

The next tny creature meets, be fairly dune: 
And ſuch gift, a vengeance ſo deſign'a, 

As ſuits the cuunſel of a God to find; 

A ple aſing boſorr.-cheat, a ſpecious i11, 
Which ſelt they curſe, yet cove: ſtiil to feel. 

He ſaid, and Vulcan ftraigh: the fire commands, 
Io temper mortar with etherial hands; 
ln ſuch a ſhape to mould a riſing fair, 


| As virgin-goddefics are proud to wear, 


to make her eycs with diamond-wat:r ſhine, 

And to:m her organs tor a voice divine, 

* U'was thus the fue orda d; the pory'r obey'd ; 

And work'd, and wo der'd at the work he made 

i'he faireſt. ſofcett, ſweereſt frame benca th. 

Now mac: to {cem, now more than ſeem co breathe. 
As Vulcan ends, the cheeriul queen of chm 

Claſp'd the new-panting creatu:e in her arm: 3 

roi that embrace a fine complexion ſpread, 

Where mingled whiteneſs glow'd with ſofter red. 


hen in a kiſs the breati'd her v vious arts, 


of „ with wounded hearts; 
PP 
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A mind for love, but ſtill a changing mind; 
The liſp affected, and the glance deſign'sd ; 
The ſweet confufing bluſh, the ſecret wink, 
The gentle-ſwimming walk, the courteous fink, 
The ftare for ſtringeneſs fit, for Tcornthe frown, 
For decent yielding looks declining down, 

The praftis'd languiſh, where well-fcign'd defire 
Wou'd own its melting in a mutual fire ; 


— Gay ſmiles to comfort z April ſhow'rs to move; 


And all the nature, all the art, of love. 
Gold- feepter d Juno Hext exults the fair 3 

Her touch endews her with imperious air, 

Self- valuing fancy, hi i 


For which an eloquence, that aims to vex, 
With native trepes of „ arms the ſex 

Minerva (ikilful god8efs) train'd the maid 

To twirl the ſpindle by the twiſting thread, 

To fix the loom, iĩnſtruct the reeds to part, 

Croſs the long weft, and cloſc the web with art, 

An uſeful gift ; but what profuſe expence ; 

What world of faſhions, took their rife from hence | 

Young Hermes next, a cloſe · conttiving god, 

Her brows encircled with his ſerpent rod: 
Then plots and fair excuſes fill'd her brain, 
The views of breaking am'rous rows for gain, 
The price of favours ; the defigning arts 
That aim at riches in contempt of hearts; 
And for a comfort in the marriage life, 

The little, pilf ring of a wife. 

Full on the fair his beams Apollo flung, 
And fond perſuaſion tipp'd her eaſy tongue; 
He gave her words, where oily flatt"ry lays 
The pleaſing colours ct the art of praiſe ; 
And wit, to ſcandal exquiſitely prone, 
Which frets another*s ſpleen to cure it; own. 

Thoſe ſacred Virgins whom the bards revere, 
Tun'd all her voice, and ſhed a ſwectneſs there, 
To make her ſenſe with double charms abound, 
Or make her lively nonſenſe pleaſe by ſound. 

To dreſs the maid, the decent Graces brought 
A robe in all the dies of beaury wrought, 

And plac'd their boxes o'er a rich brocade 

Where pictur'd loves on ev'ry cover play'd; 
Then ſpread thoſe implements that Vulcan's art 
Had fram'd to merit C 's heart; 

The wire to curl, the cloſe indented cemb 

To call the locks, that lightly wander, home 
And chief, the mirrour, where the raviſh'd maid 
Beholds and loves her own teflected ſhade. 

Fair Flora lent her ſtores, the purple? Hours 
Confin'd her treſſes with a wreath of flow'rs ; 
Within the wreath aroſe a radiant crown ; 

A veil pcllucid hung depending dowr ; 

Back roll'd her azure veil with ſ- fold, 
The purfled border deck*'d the floor with gold, 
Her robe (which cloſely by the girdle brac'd 
Reveal'd the beauties of a ſlender waſte) 
Flow'd to the feet; to copy Venus air, 

When Venus* ftatues have a robe to wear. | 

The * ſpruug creature, finiſh'd thus for 

| TMs, 
Adjuſts ber habit, practiſes her charms, 
Wich bluſhes glows, or ſhines with lively ſmiles, 
Confirms her will, or recollects her Wiles j 
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Then conſcious of her worth, with eaſy pace 
Glides by the glaſs, and turning views her face. 
A finer flax than what they wrought before, 
Thre* time's cave, the fiſter Fates explore, 
Then fix the loom, their fingers nimbly weave, 
And thus their toil prophetic ſongs deceive. 
Flow from the rock, my flax I and ſwiftly flow, 
Purſue thy thread ; the ſpindle runs below. 
A creature fond and changing, fair and vain, 
The creature woman, riſes now to reign. 
New beauty blooms, a beauty form'd to fly; 
New love begins, a love produc'd to dye; 


Ne parts diſtreſs the troubled ſcenes of life, 


The fondling miſtreſs, and the ruling wife. 
Men, born to labour, all with pains provide; 

Women have time, to ſacrifice to pride : | 

the care of man, their want they know, 

And dteſs to pleaſe with heart-alluring ſhow, 

The ſhow prevailing, for the ſway contend, 

And make a ſervant where they meet a friend. 
Thus in a thouſandwax- erected forts, 

A loitering race the painful bee ſupports, 

From ſun to fun, from bank to bank he flies, 

With honey loads his bag, with wax his thighs ; 

Fly where he will, at home the race remaia, 

Prune the filk dreſs, and murm'ring eat the gain. 

\ Yet here and there we grant a gentle bride, 

Whoſe betters by the father's ſide ; 

Unlike the reſt that double human care, 

Fond to relieve, or reſolute to ſhare : 

Happy the man whom thus his ftars advance 

Phe carſe is gen'ral, but the blefling chance. 
Thus ſung the ſiſters, while the gods admire 

Their beautecus creature, made for man in ite; 

The young Pandora ſhe, whom all contend 

To make tao perfect not to gain her end: 

Then bid the winds that fly to breathe the ſpring, 

Return to bear her on a gentle wing; 

With wafting airs the winds obſequious blow, 

And land rhe ſhining vengeance ſafe below. 

A golden coffer in her hand ſhe bore, 

(The prefent treach'rous, but the bearer more) 

"Twas fraught with pangs ; for Jove ordain'd above, 

That gold Bon- aid, and pangs attend on love. 
Her gay deſcent the man perceiv'd afar, 

Wond"ring he run to catch the falling ftar ; 

But ſo ſurpris'd, as none but he can tell, 

Who lov'd fo quickly, and who lov'd fo well. 

O'er all his veins the wand'ring paſſion burns, 

He calls her nymph, and ev'ry nymph by turns. 

Her form to lovely Venus he 

Or ſwears that Venus's muſt be ſuch as hers. 

She, proud to rule, yet ſtrangely fram'd to teize, 

Neglects his offers while her airs ſhe plays, 

Shoots ſcornful glances from the bended frown, 

In bt iſk diſorder trips it up and down, 

Then hums a careleſs tune to lay the ſtorm, 

And fits, and bluſhes, ſmiles, and yields in form. 

% Now take what Jove defign'd (he ſofdy 

'd 


cry'd) 
& This box thy portion, and myſelf thy beide: 
Fir'd with the proſpect of the double charms, 
He ſnatch*d the box, and bride, with eager arms. 
Unhappy man! to whom ſo bright ſhe ſhone, 
The fatal gift, her tempting ſelſ, unkacwa! 
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The winds were. ſilent, all the waves aſleep, ; 
And heay*n was trac'd upon the flatt' ring deep; 
But whilſt he looks unmindful of a ftorm, 

And thinks the water wears a ſtable form, < 
What dreadful din around his ears ſhall riſe !. 
What frowns confuſe his picture of the ſkies ! 

At firſt the creature man was fram'd alone, 
Lord of himſelf, and all the world his own. 

For him the nymphs in green forſouk the woods, 
For him the nymphs in blue farſook the floods, 
In vain the fatyrs rage, the tritons rave, 

They bore him heroes in the ſecret cave. 

No care deſtroy d, no ſick diſorder prey d, 

No bending age his ſprightly form decay d, 

No wars were known, no females heard to rage, 
And poets tell us, twas a golden age. 

When woman came, thoſe ills the box confin'd 
Burſt furious out, and poiſon'd all the wind, 
From point to point, from pole to pole they flew, 
Spread as they went, and in the progreſs grew: 
The nymphs regretting left the mortal race, 
And alt'ring nature wore a fickly face: 

New terms of folly roſe, new ſtates of care; 
New plagues ta ſuffer, and to pleaſe the fair ! 

The days of ing, and of wild intrigues, 
Commenc d, or figiſh'd with the breach of leagues ; 
The mean deſigns of well difſembied love: 

The ſordid matches never join'd above; 

Abroad the labour, and at home the noiſe, 

(Man's double ſuff rings for domeſtic joys) 

"The curſe of jealouſy 3 expence, and ftrife 3 
Divorce, the public brand, of ſhameful life; 

The rival's ſword ; the qualm that takes'the fair; 
Diſdain for paſſiga, paſſion in deſpair —— 

Theſe and a thouſand, unnam d we find ; 

Ah fear the thouſand, yet unnam'd behind ! 

Thus on Parnaſſus tuneful Heſiod ſung, 

The mountain echo'd, and the valley rung, 
The ſacred groves a fix'd atteation ſhow, 

The cryſtal Helicon furbore to flow, 

The ſky grew bright, and (if his verſe be true) 
The muſes came to give the laurel too. 

But what avail'd the verdant prize of wit, 

If love ſwore vengrance for the tales he writ ? 
Yet fair offended, hear your friend relate 
What heavy judgment prov'd the writer's fate, 
Tho' when it happen'd, no relation clears, 
*Tis thought in five, or five and years. 

Where, dark and filent, with a twiſted ſhade 
The neighb'ring woods a native arbour made, 
There oft a tender pair for am'rous play 
Retiring, toy'd the raviſh'd hours away; 

A Locrian youth, the gentle Troilus he, 

A fair Mileſian, kind Evanthe ſhe: 

But ſwelling nature in a fatal hour 

Betray d the ſecrets of the conſcious bow'r ; 
The dire diſgrace her brothers count their own, 
And track her fteps, to make its author known. 

It chanc'd one evening, ('twas the lover's 
Conceal'd in brakes the jealous kindred lay; 
When Hefiod wand'ring mus d along the plain, 
And fix'd his ſeat where love had fix d the ſcene : 
A ſtrong ſuſpicion ſtraight poieſs'd their mind, 
{For poets ever were a gentle kind.) 

But when Evanthe naar the paſſage ftood, 
Flung back a doubtful lk and ſhot the wood, 
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Nor take, (at once they cry) thy due reward, 
And urg'd with crring rage, aſſault the bard. 


His corps the ſea receiv'd. The dolphins bore 
("Twas all the gods would do) the corps to ſhore. 
Methinks 1 view the dead with pitying eyes, 

And ſee the dreams of antient wiſdom ri ; 

I ſee the Muſes round the body cry, 

But hear a Cupid loudly laughing by; 

He wheels his arrow with inſulting hand, 

And thus inſcribes the moral on the ſand, 

« Here Heſod lies: ye future bards, beware 
« How far your moral tales incenſe the fair: 
« Unloy'd, unloving, twas his fate to bleed 3 
«© Without his quiver Cupid caus'd the deed : 
4 He judg'd this turn of malice juſtly due, 
E And Hefiod dy'd for joys — Suncag 

| 


—— ͤa¹üWłW.—ů—ů——k! 
6-0 
| VV HEN thy bequty appears 


All bright as an angel new dropt from the ſky ; 
At diſtance I gaze, and am aw'd by my | 
So ſtrangely you dazzle my eye ! 
* 
our kind hts you i 
When — 3 — we IM ev'ry vein; 
When it darts from your eyes, when it pants in 


your 
Then I know you're a woman again. 


There's a paſſion and pride 
In our ſex, (ſhe reply'd,) 


Aud thus (might I gratify both) I wou'd do: 


Still an angel appear to each lover beſide, 
But ſtill be a woman to you. 


s O N 8. 


| RSIS, a young and am'rous ſwain, 


| © Sawtwo, the beauties of the plain, A 


Who both his heart ſubdue : 
| Gay Czlia's eyes were dazzling fair, 
| Sabina's eaſy ſhape and air 
: With ſofter magick drew. 
| He haunts the ſtream, he haunts the groveg 
Lives in a fond remance of love, 
And ſeems for each to dye; 
Till each a little ſpiteful grown, 
Sabina Czlia's Shape ran drown, 
And ſhe Sabina's eye. 
n find 
Thoſe ich love cou'd blind, 
bolie ths foie Boo 3 _ | 
No more he haunts the grove or ſtream, 
Or with 2 true-love-knot and name 


| Engraves a wounded tree. 


Ah Czlia ! (ſly Sabina cry d) 
Tho? neither love, we're both deny d z; 
No to ſupport the ſex's pride 

Let eicher f the dart. 
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Poor girl (ſays Celia) ſay no more 3 

For t ou'd the fwain but one adore, 

J hat 1b which broke his chains before, 
Wou'd bicak the other's heart. 


_—_ DD O20 


s 0 N. 


M ay: have been ſo wond'roys free, 
Abe little bi:ds chat fly 

With cercleis caſe from tree to tree, 
Mere bu as bleſt 5 I. 

A ſk g1:0.ng w irs, if a tear 
Of nc it end theirſtream 1 

Or + ihe fly „ „ les, if cer 
I len: one figh .y hem? 

Lut row my o me giy+ retire, 
And em by veauty caught, 

The tender chuns or ſweet defire 
Aire ti. d up1 n. '* ought, 

Ye n gungen.. ift. ag pnes! 
Ye ſw ins that taunt tl e grove! 

Ye gentle echo: s, breezy winds 1 
Ve <lote retreat vel 

With all of nature, al! of art, 
a ſſiſt the deu dei gn; 

O teach a young, un pr - Ais'd heart, 
To ale my Nancy nume. 

The very t aught of change 1 hate, 
As much f del, o'r 

Nor ever covet o be great, 
Uuleis it be for ber. 

Iis true, che paſſiun in my mind 
Is mix*d with ſote d-ttrels ; 

Yet while tne fi 1 jove is kind, 
I caauot with it leis. 


ANACREONTICX. 


WII N ſpring came on with freſh delight, 
1o cheer the foul, and charm the fight, 

While ey breezes, ſof er rain, 

And warmer ſuns ſalute the plain; 

*T was in yonder piny grove, 

I hat Nayzure went to meet with Love. 

Green was her robe, and green her wreath, 
Where e'er the trod, twas green beneath; 
Where e*er ſhe turn'd, the pulſes beat 
With new recrui:s of genial heat; 

And in her train the birds appear, 
To match for all the coming year. 

Raiz'd op a bank, where daifies grew, 
And vi lets intermix'd a blue, 

She finds the boy the went to find ; 
A thouſand pleaſures wait behind, 
Aſide, a thouſand arrows lye, 
ut all unfeather d wait to fly. 


When they met, the dame and boy, 


2. 
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| Wanten ſmiles, and airy play, 
Conſpir* to make the ſcene be gar: 
Love pur'd the birds through all the gruve, 
And & tute bid them ſing to Love, 
Sitting - hopping. fluit'ring, ſing, 
ny thur tribute fron. the wing, 
To fiedge the ſhafts thit idly lye, 
An yet unfeather d wait to fly. 
"Tis thus. when ſpring renews the bicod, 
Thee meet in ev*ry trembling wood, 
And thiice they make the plumes agree, 
And ry dart they mount wich three, 
And .v'ry dart can boaſt a kind, 

Which ſvirs each proper turn of mind. 
tem the tow 'ring Eagle's plume 
The gen'rous hen:ts accept their doom 5 

Shot by the p=racock's painted eye 

be vun and airy lovers dye: 

For careful dames and frug il men, 

The ſhafts are ſpeckled by the hen. 

The pye: and parruts deck the darts, 

When prattling w-ns the painting hearts ; 

When from the voice the paſſions ſpring, 

1 he warbling finch affords a wing: 

Together, by the ſparrow ſtung, 

Down fall the wanton 2 the — : 

And flrdg'd by geeſe the weapons fly, 

— bu love they know not why. 
All this (as late I chanc'd to rove) 

I learr.'d in yonder waving grove. 

And ſer, ſays i ove, (who call'd me near) 

How much I deal witn Nature here, 

How both ſapport a proper part, 

She gives the feather, I the dart: 

The" ce:ſe for ſouls averſe to figh, 

If Na wiccrofs ve, ſo do 1; 

My wrapon there unfeather'd flies, 

And ſhakes and ſhuffles through the ſkies, 

But if the mutua charms 1 nnd 

By which ſhe links ou mind to mind, 

They wing my chats, I poize the darts, 

And ſtrike from both, through both your hearts. 


— Em 


ANACREONTIC. 


| GAY Bacchus liking Eftcourt's wine, 


A noble mea! beipoke us; 
And for the gueſts that were to dine, 
Brought Comus, Lever, and Jocus. 
The Ged near Cupid drew his chair, 
Near Comus, jocus plac'd ; 
For wine makes Love forgo? its care, 
And mirth exalts a feaſt. 
The more to pleaſe the ſprightly God, 
| Each ſweet engaging grace 
Put on ſome cloaths to come abroad, 
And took a waiter's place. 
Then Cupid nam'd at every glaſs 
A laay of the ſky ; 
White Bacchus ſwore he'd drink the laſs, 
And had it Þumper high. 
Fat Comus toſt his Brimmers o'er, 
And * got the moſt ; 
TD care to fill him moreg 
Ven en bs miſt the toaſt. 


—  - 
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Tue e and drank at every touch; 
He nil'd, and drank gain; 

And if the Gods can take too much, 
I ſid, they did to then. 


Cay Dacihus little Cupid ſtung, 
Lv icck'ning his deceits 5 

Aau Cupid n his ſtammering tongue, 
WI n ail tus ſtagg'ring gits: 

And Jocus droll'd on Comus* ways, 
Ant tales without a jet; 

While Comus call'd his witty plays 
But wazgeries at beſt. 

Such talk ſoon ſet them all at odds; 
And, had 1 Homer's pen, 

Id fing ye, how they drunk like Gods, 
And how they fought like men. 

To part the fray, the graces fiy, 
Who make them ſoon agree ; 

Nay had the furies ſelves been nigh 
They till were three to three. 

Bacchus appeas d, rais'd Cupid up, 
And gave him back his bow; 

But kept ſome darts to ſtir the cup, 
Where ſack and ſugar flow. 


Jocus took Comus* roſy crown, 
And gayly wore the prize, 

And thrice, in mirih, he puſh'd him down, 
As thrice, he ſtrove to riſe. 


Then Cupid ſought the myrtle grove, 
Where Venus did recline ; 

And Venuscloſe emoracing Love, 
They join'd to rail at wine. 


And Comus loudly curſing wit, 
Roll'd off to ſome retreat, 

Where boon companions gravely fit 
In fat unwieldy ſtate. 

Bacchus and Jocus, ſtill behind, 
For one freſh glaſs prepare; 

They kiſs, and are exceeding kind, 
And vow to be fincere. 


But part in time, whoever hear 

T his our inſtructive ſong 3; 

; For though ſuch friendſhips may be dear, 
They can't continue long. 


| A FAIRY TALE: 
| 


In the ancient Engliſh Style. 


IN Britain's iſle and Arthur's days, 

| When midnight fan ies daunc'd the maze, 

| Liv'd Edwin of the green 

Edwin, I wis, a gentle youth, 

Endow'd with courage, ſenſe and truth, 
Tho" badly ſhap'd he been. 

| His mountain back mote well be ſaid 

To meaſure heighth againft his head, 

| And lift itſclf above 3 


ir. 


Yet ſpi*s of all that nature did 
Jo make has uncouth form forbid, 
This creatured:'d to love. 


He felt the charms of Edith's eyes, 
Nor wanted hope te gain the prize, 
Cou'd ladies look within 3 
Rut one Sir Topaz dre(s'd with arty 
And, if a ſhnape could win à heart, 
He had a fhape to win. 
Edwin (if right I rcad my ſong) 
With ſighted paſhon pac*d along 
All in the moony ght: 
"Twas near an old enckwite-; court, 
Where ſportive fairies made reſort 
To revel out the night. 


Tis heart wis Crear, his hope was croſs'd, 
"Twas inte, *twas far, the path was loſt 
That reuc hd the ncighbour-town 3 
With weary Reps he quits the ſhades, 
Reſuiv's the ſparkling dome the treads, 
And drops his licabs adown. 
But ſcnt he Is him on the floor, 
When hulluw winds remove the door, 
A trembling rocks the giound : 
And (well I ween to cvunt aright) 
At once an hundred tapers light 
On all the walls around. 
Now ſounding tongues afſuil his ear, 
Now ſounding feet appreachen near, 
And now the ſounds en-reaſe : 
And from the corner where he lay 
He ſces a train profuſely gay 
Come prankling o'er the place. 
But (truſt me gentles ') never yet 
Was dighta maſquing half ſo neat, 
Or half ſo rich before: 
The country lent the ſweet 
The ſea the pearl, the ſky the plumes, 
The town its ſilken ſtore, — 
Now whilſt.he gaz d, a gallant dreſt 
In flaunting robes above the reſt, 
With awful accent cry'd ; 
What mortal of a wretched mind, 
Whoſe fight infect the balmy wind, 
Has here preſum'd to hide? 
At this the ſwain, whoſe vent*rous ſoul 
No fears of mazick art controul, 
Advanc'd in open fight; 


* Nor have 1 cauſe of dread, he ſaid, 


«© Who view, by no preſumption led, 
« Your revel: of the night. 
4 *T'was grief, for ſcorn of faithful love, 
Which made my ſteps unweering rove, 
% Amid the nightly dew.” | 
"Tis well, the gallant crys again, 
We fairies never injure men 
Who dare to tell us true. 
Exalt thy love-dejected heart, 
Be mine the taſk, or e'er we part, 
To make thee grief reſign; 
Now take the pleaſure of chy chaunce, 
_- I with Mab n.? partner daunce, 


Be little Mab!: thine. 
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He ſpoke, and all a ſudden there 
Light muſic floats in wanton air: 
The monarch leads the queen 
The reſt their fairie part ners found ; 
And Mable trimly tript the ground 
With Edwin of the green. 


The dauncing paſt, the board was laid, 
And fiker ſuch a feaſt was made 


tongue and ſteady mind 
Had rid him of the lump behind, 
Which made him want ſucceſs. 
With luſty livelyhed he talks, 
He ſeems a dancing as he walks, 
His tory ſoon took wind; 
And beauteous Edith ſees the 
Endow'd with courage, ſenſe, and 
Wirhout a bunch behind. 


The * -A Topax mov'd, 
The youth of Edith erſt approv'd 
( "To ſee the revel ſcene : } 
At cloſe of eve he leaves his home, 
And wends to find the ruin'd domg 


All on the gloomy plain. 


| As there he hides, it ſo befell, 

The wind came ruſtling down a dell, 
A ſhaking ſeiz'd the wall: 

Up ſpring the tapers as before, 


; 


But Certes ſurely ſunk with wo 
Sir Topaz ſees the Elphin ſhow, 
His ſpirits in him dye: 
crys, ©* a man is near, 
was A mortal paſſion, cleeped fear, 
| « Hangs flagging in the ſky. 
With that Sir Topaz (hapleſs youth I) 
In accents fault'ring ay for ruth 
Intreats them pity grauat ; 
For als he been a ey 
Betray'd by wand"ripg in the night, 
To tread the circled haunt ; 


c Ah loſell vile, at once they roar ; 

And little ſxill'd of Fairie lore, 
© Thy cauſe to come we know 2 

C Now has thy keftrell courage fell ; 

«© And Fairies, fince a ly you tell, 

| « Are free to work thee woe. 


Then Will, who bears the wiſpy fire 
ang ſwains _ 
caitive upward 
ID Os * 
The revel now apace, 
Deffly they friſk it o'er the place, 
They fit, they drink, and eat; 
The time with frolick mirth beguile, 
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And muſick fills the hall. 


; 


all the rout retreat. 

By this the ſtars began to wink, 
They ſkriek, they fly, the tapers fink, 
| And down y drops the knight: 
With ſtrong enchantment bound a glade 
Beyond the length of night. 


| Chill, dark, alone, adreed, he lay, 


Then deem'd the dole was o'er 1 
But wot ye well his barder lot ? 
His ſeely back the bunch has got 
22 ö 

ſoftly ſtrok d my youngling head 

And when the tale was done, 
« Thus ſome are born, my ſon (ſhe cries} 
e With baſe impediments to riſe, 


1 


«« But virtue can itſclf advance 


THE 
VIGIL OF VENUS. 


Written in the time of Julius Czſar, 
and by ſome aſcribed to Catullus. 


LET thoſe love now, who never lov'd before, 
— 4 lov'd, now love the more. 
prings, new, warbling ſpring appears, 
The youthful ſeaſon of reviving years ; 
In ſpring the Loves enkindle mutual heats, 
The feather'd nation chooſe their tuneful mates, 
The trees grow fruitful with deſcending rain 
And dreft in difF ring greens adorn the plain, 
She comes; to-morrow beauty s roves 
Thro* walks that winding run within the groves ; 
She twine3 the ſhooting into bow) rs, 
And ties their meeting tops with wreaths of flow'rs, 
Then rais'd ſublimely on her eaſy throne 
From Nature's po 1 diftates draws her own. 
Let thoſe love now, who never Jov'd before, 
Let thoſe who always lov'd, now love the more. 
"Twas on that day which ſaw the teeming flood 
Swell round, impregnate with celeſtial blood ; 
Wand' ring in circles ſtood the finny crew, 
The midft was left a void expanſe of blue, 
There parent ocean work d with having throes, 
And dropping wet the fair Dione roſe. 
Let thoſe love now, who never lov'd before, 
Let thoſe who always lov'd, now love the more. 
She paints the purple year with vary'd ſhow, 
Tips the green gem, and makes the bloſſom glow, 
She makes the turgid buds receive the breeze, 
Expand to leaves, and ſhake the naked trees. 
When gath'ring damps the miſty nights diffuſe, 
She ſprinkles all the morn with balmy dews ; 
Bright tzxembling pearls depend ou ev ry ſpray, 
And kept from falling, ſeem to fall away, 
A glofly freſhneſs hence the roſe receives, 
And bluſhes ſweet through all her filken leaves; 
(The drops deſcending through the filent night, 
While ſtars ſerenely roll their golden light,) 
Cloſe till the morn, her humid veil ſhe holds; 
Then deck*'d with virgin pomp the flow'r unfolds. 
Soon wil! the morning bluſh : Yet maids! prepare, 
In roſy garlands bind your flowing hair, 
"Tis Venus plant: The blood fair Venus ſhed, 
O'er the gay beauty pour'd immortal red; 
From Love's ſweet kiſs, a ſweet ambroũal ſme!l 
Was taught forever on the leaves to dwell , 
From gems, from flames, from orient rays of light, 
The richeſt luſtre makes her purple bright ; 
And ſhe to-morrow weds ; the ſporting gale 
Unties her zone, ſhe burſts the verdant veil ; 
Thro' all her ſweets the rifling lover flies, 
And as he breathes, her glowing fires ariſe. 
Let thoſe love now, who never lov'd before, 
Let thoſe who always lov'd, now love the more. 
Now fair Dione to the myrtle grove 
Sends the gay nymphs, and ſends her tender love. 
And ſhall they venture? Is it ſafe to go? 
While nymphs have hearts, and Cupid wears a bow 
Yes, ſafely venture, tis his mother's will; 


He walls unarm'd and ugdrfigning ill, 
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His torch extinct, his quiver uſeleſs hung, 
His arrows idle, and his bow 
And yethe nymphs, beware, his eyes have charms, 
And love that's naked, ſtill is love in arms. 
Let thoſe love now, who never lov' d before, 
Let thoſe who always lov'd, now love the more. 
From Venus bow'r to Delia's lodge repairs 
A virgin train, complete with modeſt airs : 
40 8 grant our ſuit! or ſhun the 
. | 
«© Nor ftain this ſacred lawn with ſavage blood. 
„Venus, O Delia! if the could perſuade, 
„% Wou'd aſk thy preſence, might the alk a 
maid.** 
Wich ſongs prolong the pleaſurable rites : 
Here crouds in meaſures lightly -decent rove, 
Or ſeek. by pairs the covert of the grove ; 
Where meeting greens for arbours arch above, 
And mingling flowrets ftrew the ſcenes of love, 
Here dancing Ceres ſhakes the golden ſheaves : 
Here Bacchus revels, deck d with viny leaves: 
Here wit's enchan:ing God in lawrel crown'd 
Wakes all the raviſh'd hours with filver ſound. 
Ye fields, ye foreſts, own Dione's reign, 
And Delia, huntreſs Delia, ſhun the plain. 
Let thoſe love now, who never lov d before, 
Let thoſe who always lov'd, now love the more. 
Gay with the bloom of all her opening year, 
The queen at Hybla bids her throne appear; 
And there preſides ; and there the fav'rite band 
(Her ſmiling graces) ſhare the great command. 
Now bepute .us Hybla! dreſs thy flow'ry beds 
With all the pride the laviſh ſeaſon ſheds ; 
Now all thy colours, all thy fragrance yield, 
And rival Enna's aromatic field; 
To fill the preſence of the gentle court 
From ev'ry quarter rural nymphs reſort. 
From woods, trom mountains, from their humble 
vales, 
From waters curling with the wanton gales. 
Pleas d with the joyful train, the laughing queen 
In circles ſeats them round the bank of green; 
And © lovely girls, (ſhe whiſpers) guard ycur 


5 

«© My boy, tho' ſtript of arms, abounds in arts. 
Let thoſe love now, who never lov'd before, 

Let thoſe who always low d, now love the more. 
Let tender graſzin ſhaded alleys ſpread, 

Let early flow'rs erect their painted he ad: 

To-morrow*s glory be to-morrow ſeen, 

That day, old Ether wedged earth in green. 

The vernal father bid the ſpring appear, 

In clouds he coupled to produce the year, 

The ſap deſcending o'er her boſom ran, 

And all the various ſorts of ſoul began. 

By wheels unknown to fight, by ſecre: veins 


| Diſtilling life, the fruitful goddeſs reigns 


Through all the lovely realms of native day, 
Through all the circled land, and circling ſea 3 
Wich fertil ſeed ſhe fill d the pervious earth, 
And ever fix d the myſtick ways of birth. 
Let thoſe love now, who never lov'd before, 
Let thoſe who always lov'd, now love the more. 
Tun ſhe the parent, to the Latian fhorg 


| | Through various dangers Troy's remaindzr bore. 
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She won Lavinia for her watlike ſon, 

And winning ber, the Latian empire won. 

She gave to Mars the maid whoſe honour'd womb 
Swell'd with the founder of immortal Rome 
Decoy'd by Shows the Sabine Dames ſhe led, 
And taught our vig rous youth the means to wed. 
Hence ſprung the Romans, hence the race divine, 
Thro? which great Cæſar draws his julian line. 

Let thoſe love now, who never lov'd before, 
Let thoſe who always lov'd, now love the more. 

In rural ſeats the foul of pleaſure reigns ; 

The life of beauty fills the rural ſcenes ; 

Ev'n love (if fame the truth of love declare) 

Drew firſt the breathings of a rural air. 

Some pleaſing meadow pregnant bcauty preſt, 

She laid her infant on its flow'ry breaſt, 

From nature's ſweets he ſipp'd the fregrant dew, 
He imil'd, he kiſs'd them, and by k fung grew. 

Let thoſe love now, who never lov'd before, 

Let thoſe whoalways lov'd, now love the more. 

Now bulls o'er talks of broum exrend their fides, 
Secure ot favour from their lowing bridcs. 

Now ſtately rams their fleecy conſurt: lead, 
Who bleating follow thro* the wand'ring ſhade. 
And now the goddeſs bids the birds appear, 
Raiſe all their Muſick, and ſalute che year: 
Then deep the ſwain begins, and deep the ſong 
Runs o'er the water where he fails along; 
While Philomela tuacs a treble ſtrain, . 
And from the poplar charms the liſt'ning plain, 
We fancy love expreſt atev*ry note, 

It melts, it warbles, in her liquid throat. 

Of barb*'rous Tereus ſhe cumplains no more, 
But fings for pleaſure as for grief before. 

And ſtill her graces riſe, her airs extend, 
Ard all is filence tili the Syren end. 

How long in coming is my lovely ſpring ? 
And when ſhall I, and when the ſwallow 1ing ? 
Sweet Philomela, ceaſe, Or here 1 fit, 
Aud filent loſe my rapt'rous hour of wit: 

s gone, the fitrecires, the flames decay, 
ly tuneful Phebus flies averſe away. 

His own Amycle thus, as tones run, 
Bu: once was filent, and that once undone, 

Let thoſe love now, who never lov'd before, 
And thoſe who always lov'd, now love the more. 
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Names of the Miez. 
PSYCARPAX one who plunders granazies. 


Troxartas, à breadecater. 


Lychomile, a licker of meal, 
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| Pternotractas, a bacon-eater. 

Lychopinax, a licker of difles. 

Ernbaſichytio, a creeper into pots. 

Lythenor, a name from licking. 

Trogiodytes, ene who runs into heles. 

Artophagus, who feeds on bread. 

| Tyro;lyphus, a cheeſe ſcooper. 

Pternog!yphus, a bacon ſcooper. 

Pternnphegus, a bacon- eater. 

Cnifl dioctes, one who follows the ciru of 
kitchens. 

Sitophagus, an eater of wheat. 

Meridarpax, one who plunders his ſbare. 


Names of the Faocs. 
PHYSIGNATHUS, one who ſwells his 
cheeks. 


Pelus, a nume from mud. 
Hydromedute, a ruler in the waters. 
Hypſiboas, a loud bawler. 

Pelion, frum mud. 


Seutlæus, called from the beets. 
Pulyphonus, a great babbler. 
Lymnocharis, one who loves the lake. 
Crambopliagus, a cabbage-eater. 
Lymniſius, called frum the lake. 
Calaminthius, from the herb. 

Hy drocharis, who loves the water. 
Los borocates, who lives in the mud. 
Prafiophagus, an eater of garlic, 
Peluſius, from mud. 

Pelobates, who walks in the dirt. 
Praſizus, called from ga:lic. 
Craugalides, from croaking. 
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Tefl my rifing ſong with ſacred fre, | 
Ye tuneful nine, ye ſweet celettial choir ! 

From Helicon's embow'ring height repair; 

Attend my labours, and reward my pray'r. 

The dreadful toils of raging Mars I write, 

The ſprings of conteſt, and the fields of fight ; 

How threat'ning mice advanc d with warlike grace, 

And wag'd dire combars with the ctoaking race. 

Not louder tumults thook Olympus tow'rs, 

When earth-born giants dar'd immortal powers. 

Theſe equal acts an equa! glory claim, 

| And thus the muſe records the tale to fame. 
Onceon a time, fatigu'd and out of breath, 

Aud juſt eſcap'd the ftretching claws of agtth, 

A gentle Mouſe, whom cats purſu'd in vain, 

Flea ſwift-of-foot acroſs the neighb'ring plain, 

Hung o'er a brink, his eager thirſt to cool, 

And dipp'd his whiſkers in the ſtanding pool; 
When near a courteous Frog advanc'd his head; 
And from the waters, hoarſe-reſounding, ſaid, 
9 ſtranger? What the line you 

boaſt 
Wnat chance hath caſt thee panting on our 
coaſt ? 
With ſtricteſt truth let all thy words agree, 


Nor iet as iind a faithleſs Mouſe in they 


e 
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ve rti. Fiendfl.ip. proffer'd friendiip take, 
Aue em'iing view the pleaturable lake: 
Itange o'er ny puocey in my bounty ſhare, 
Ln pla! return f l. ſpitable fare. 
ii faver team extend leueach my ſway. 
„d me, their monarel, all its Frogs obey. 
tren Phyſipnatkus I, ſiom Poleus' race, 
: gat in iir Hydrenete's embrace, 
Where Ly the nup'i-! Lane that pints his fide, 
The ſvilt Eridanus d. lights to glide. 
Thee tco, thy form, thy ſtrength, and port pro- 
cim 
A ſceptet i king 3 2 ſon of martial fame; 
en trace thy lire, and aid my guethng eyes. 
Ihus ceas'd the Frog, and thus the Mouſe re- 
nies? 
1 to the gods, the men, the birds that 
ny 
Thro' wild exp:nfes of the midway ſky, 
My name refourd 53 and if unknown to thee, 
The foul of Pſycarpax lives now in me. 
Of brave Iroxartas line, whoſe feeky down 
In love comprels'd Lychomile the brown. 
My mother ſhe, and princeſs of the plains 
Where-c'er her father Pternatract us reigns. 
Born where a cabia lifts its airy ſhed, 
With figs, with nuts, with vary'd cainties fed, 
But ſince our natures nought in common know, 
From what fyuuncation can a friendſhip grow ? 
Theſe curling waters o'er thy palace voll 3 
But man's high food ſupports my princely ſoul. 
In vain the circling loves attempt to lye 
Conceal'd in fAlaſkets from ny curious cye, 
In voin the tripe that boaſts the whiteſt hue, 
In vain the gilded bacon ſhuns my view, 
In vain the cheeſes, offspring af tbe pale, 
Or honey'd ches, which gods themſelves regale. 
And as in arts I ſhine, in arms 1 fight, 
Mix'd wich the braveſt, and unknowa to flight. 
Tho' large to mir.e, the. human form appear, 
Not Man himſelf cen ſmite my ſoul with fear. 
Siy to the bed with ſilent ſteps I go, 
Attempt his finger, or attack his t e, 
And fix indented wounds with dext'rous ſkill, 
Sleeping he feels, and only ſecms to feel. 
Yet have ws foes that direful dangers cauſe, 
G:iim owls with talons arm'd, and cats wich claws, 
Ind that falie trap, the den of ſilent fate, 
Vlere Death his ambuſh plants around the bait ; 
All dreaded theſe, and dreadful o'er the reſt 
The potent warriors of the tabby veſt, 
If to the dark we fly, the dark they trace, 
And rend cur heroes of the nibvling race, 
But me, nor ſtalks, nor wat riſh herbs delight, 
Nor can the crimſon raddiſh charm my fight, 
The lake reſoundin Frogs ſelected fare, 
Which not a Mouſe of any taſte can bear. 
As thus the downy prince his mind expreſs'd, 
His anſwer thus the croaking king addreſs d. 
Thy words luxuriant on thy daintics rove, 
And, ftranger, we can boaſt of bounteous Jove ; 
We ſport on water, or we danceon land, 
And born amphibious, food from both command. 
But truſt thyſelf where wonders aſk thy view, 
ax” mn thoſe ſeas, I'll hear thee Me: 
Vor. Yo 
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| Aſc»: Ny ſhoulders, firmly keep thy ſest, 


And rexch my ry court, and featt in late. 
He faid, and bent his back; with rimble 

bound 

Leaps the aht mouſe, and claſps his arms 
around, 

Then wond'iing floats, and ſees with glad ſurvey 

The winding barks reſemtling ports at fea. 

Put when aloft the curling waters rides, 

And wets with azure wave his downy ſidce, 

His thoughts grow cor:ſcicus of approaching vo2s 

His idle dea with vain repentance flow, 

His locks he :ends, his trembling feet he rente. 

Thick beats his hegt with unaccuſtom'd fears ; 

He ſighs, and chilt'd with danyer, longs for ſhore 2 

His tail exten Jed {forms a truitlel; oar, 

tialf-drench'd in liquid desth his pray*rs he fpakey 

And thus bermoan'd him from the dreadful lake. 

So pafec Purmpa through the rapid fea, 
Trembling d faintmg all the vent'rous way 3 
With oary feet the Bull triumpl:ant rode, 

And ſate in Crete depos'd his lovely 1424, 
Ah ſafe at laſt ! may thus the Frog ſuppurt 
My trembling limbs to reach his ample cout. 

As thus he ſorrows, death unbiguous grows. 
Lo ! from the dzep a water-hydta roſe ; 

He rolls his ſ::»yuin'd eyes, his boſom beaves, 

And darts with active rage along the waves. 

Corfas'd, the rnuonarch ſecs his hifing foes 

And dives to ſhun the ſable fes below. 

Forgetful Frog! The friend thy ſhoulders bore, 

Unſkill'd in ſwimming, floats, remote fror more. 

He grafps with fruiilcfs hands to find relief, 

Supine!y falls, and grinds his teeth with grief; 

Plunging he finks, and ftruggling mounts again, 

And ſinks, and ſtrives, but ſtrives with fate in 
vain. 

The wrizhty moiſture clogs his hairy veſt, 

And thus the prince his dying rage expreſs'd. 

Nor thou, that fling*tt me fluund'ring from thy 

bock, 
As from hord rocks rebounds the ſhatt' ting wreck, 
Nor thou ſhalt "ſcape thy due, peri ions King! 
Purſu' by vengeance on the lwiitei. wing: 
At land thy ttrength could never equal mine, 
Ac ſea to co quer, and by craft, was thine. 
But heov'n has nods, and gods, have ſearching eyes 2 
Ye Mice, ye Mice, my great avengers riſe ? 

Thus ſaid, he ighing gaſp'd, and gaſping dy'd. 

His death the young Lychopinax eſpy'd, 

As on the flow'ry bank he paſs'd the day, 

Baſkd in the beams, and loiter'd life away. 

Loud ſhrieks the Mouſe, his ſhricks the ſhores re- 
Peat, 

The nibbling nation learn their heru's fate: 

Grief, diſmal grief enſucs; deep murmurs ſound, 

And ihriller fury fils the deaten'd ground. 

From lodge to lodge the ſacred heralds run, 

To fix their council with the rifing ſua; 

Where great Troxartas crown'd in glory reign*, 

And winds his length'ning court beneath the plains 

Pſycarpax* father, father no no more 

For pour Plſycarpex lies remote from ſhore 3 

Supine he lies! the filent waters ſtand, 

And no kind hillow wafts the dead to land ! 
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WEN rofy-finger'd morn had ting'd the 
clouds, 
Around their Monarch-mouſe the nation crouds, 
Slow roſe the ſov*reign, heav'd his anxious breaſt, 
And thus, the council fill'd with rage, addreſs'd. 
For loſt Pſycarpax much my ſoul endures, 

Tis mine the private grief, the public, yours. 
Three warlike ſons adorn'd my uuptial bed, 

Three ſons, alas, before their father dead ! 

Our eldeſt periſh d by the rav'ning cat, 

As near my court the prince unheedful ſat. 

Our next, an engine fraught with danger drew, 
The portal gap'd, the bait was hung in view, 

Dire arts aſſiſt the trap, the fates decoy, 

And men unpitying kill'd my gallant boy ! 

The laſt, his country's hope, his parent's pride, 
Plung'd in the lake by Phyſignathus, dy'd. 

Rouſe all the war, my friends! avenge 

And bleed the monarch, and his nation bleed. 
His words in ev'ry breaſt inſpir d alarms, 

And careful Mars ſupply d their hoft with arms. 
In verdant hulls deſpoil'd of all their beans, 

The buſkin'd warriors ſtalk'd along the plains : 
Quills aptly bonnd, their bracing corſelet made, 
Fac'd with the plunder of a cat they flay'd : 

The lamp's round boſs affords their ample ſhield ; 
Large ſhells of nuts their cov'ring helmet yield; 
And o'er the region, with reflected rays, 

Tall groves of needles for their lances blaze. 
Dreadful in arms the marching Mice appear 

The wond"ring Frogs perceive the tumultncar, 
Forſake the waters, thick ning form a ring, 

And aſk, and hearken, whence the noiſes ſpring. 
When near the croud, diſcloz'd to public view, 
The valiant chief Embaſichytros drew : 

The ſacred herald's ſceptre grac'd his hand, 

And thus his words expreſs'd his king's com- 
| mand 


Ye Frogs ! the Mice, with vengeance fir d, 
advance, 
And deck'd in armour ſhake the ſhining lance : 
Their hapleſs Prince by Phyſignathus ſlain, 
Extends incumbent on the watry plain. | 
Then arm your hoſt, the doubtful battle try; 
Lead forth thoſe Frogs that have the ſoul to die. 
PE». chief retires, the crowd the challenge hear, 
preudly ſweiling, yet perplex'd appear; 
Much they a agg. heck" ther monarch 
Who riſing, ſpoke to clear his tainted fame. 
O friends, I never forc'd the Mouſe to death, 
Nor ſaw the gaſpings of his lateſt breath, 
He, vain of youth, our art of ſwimming try d, 
And vent'rous, in the lake the wanton dy'd. 
To vengeance now by falſe appearance led, 
They point their anger at my guiltleſs head. 
Put wage the rifigg war by deep device, 
And turn its fury on the crafty Mice. 
Your king direfts the way, my thoughts elate 
With hopes of conqueſt, form deſigns of fate. 
Where high the barks their verdant ſurface leave, 
And the ftrep ſides confin: the ſioeping wave, 


| 
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There, near the margin, clad in armour bright, 
Suſtain the firſt impetuous ſhocks of fight : 
Then, where the dancing feather ;cins the creſt, 
LS each brave Frog his obvious Mouſe arreſt ; 
Each ſtrongly graſping, headlunmg plunge a foe, 
Till countleſ circles whirl! © Ice below; 
Down fink the Mice in vii - waters drown'd ; 
Loud flaſh the waters, and tlie mores reſound : 
The Frogs triumphant tread tue conquer'd plain, 
And raiſe their giorious trophics of the lain. 

He ſpake no more, his prudent ſcheme impart 
Redoubling ardour te the boldeſt hearts. 
Green was the ſuit his arming heroes choſe, 
Around their leg: the greaves of mallows cloſe, 
Green were the beets about their ſhoulders laid 
And the colewort, which the target made. 
Form d of tlie vary'd ſhells the waters yield, 
Their glofſy helmets gliſtenꝰd o'er the field: 
And tap ring ſca-reeds tor the poliſh'd ſpear, 
With upright order pierc'd the ambient air. 

Tus drefs'd for war, they take th' appointed height, 
Poize the long arms, and urge the promis'd fight. 
But now, where Jove's irradiate ſpires ariſe, 

With ftars ſurrounded in æthereal ſkies, 
(A folema council call'd) the brazen gates 
Unbar ; the Gods afſume their golden ſeats : 
The fire ſuperior leans and points to ſhow 
What wond'rous combats mortals wage below : 
How ſtrong, how large, the num'rous heroes fride ! 
What length of lance they ſhake with warlike pride 
Wit rager fire, their rapid march reveals! 
So fierce Centaurus ravaz'd o'er the dales ; 
And fo confirm'd, the daring Titans roſe, 
Heap'd bills on hills, and bade the Gods be foes. 
T his ſeen, the pow'r bis ſacred viſage rears, 
He caſts a pitying ſmile on worldly cares, 
And aſks what heav*nly guardians take the lift, 


| Or who the Mice, or who the Frogs aſſiſt? 


Then thus to Pallas. If my daughter's mind 
Have join'd the Mice, why ſtays ſhe fill behind; 
Drawn forth by ſav'ry ſtreams they wind their way, 
And ſure attendance round thine altar pay, 

Where while the victims gratify their taſte, 


They ſport to pleaſe the goddeſs of the feaſt. 


Thus ſpake the ruler of the ſpacious ſkies, 
But thus, reſolv'd the biue-ey'd maid replies. 
In vein, my father! all their dangers plead, 
To ſuch thy Pallas never grants her aid. 
My flow'ry wreaths they petulantly ſpoil, 
And rob my cryſtal lamps of feeding oil. 
(Ills following ills) but what afflicts me more, 
My veil, that idle race profanely tore. 
The web was curious, wrought with art divine; 
Relentleſs wretches ! all the work Was mine! 
Along the loom the purple warp I ſpread, 
Caſt the light ſhoot, and croſs'd the filver thread; 
In this their teeth a thouſand breaches tear, 
The thouſand breaches ſkilful hands repair, 
For which vile earthly duns thy daughter grieve, 
(The gods, that uſe no coin, have none to give. 
And learning's goddeſs never leſs can owe, 
Neglected learning gains no wealth below.) 
Nor let the Frogs to win my ſuccour ſue, 
Thoſe clam*rous fools have loſt my favour too. 
For late, when all the conflict ceas'd at night, 
When 8 ſinews work'd, with esger 
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When ſpent with glorious toi!, I left the field, 
And ſunk for ſlumber on my ſwelling ſhield, 
Lo! from tne deep, repelling ſweet repoſe, 
Wirh noiſy croakings half the nation roſe, 
Devoid of reſt, with aching brows I lay, 
"Till cocks proclaim'd the crimſon dawn of day. 
Let all, like me, from either hoſt forbear, 
Nor tempt the flying furies of the ſpear ; 
Let heav nly blood (or what for blood may flow) 
Adorn the conqueſt of a meaner foe. 
Some daring Mouſe may meet the wond*rous odds, 
Tho' gods oppoſe, and brave the wounded gods. 
O'er gilded clouds reclin'd, the danger view, 
And be the wars of mortals ſcenes for you. 

So mov'd the blue-cy'd Queen; her words per- 

ſunde, 


Great Jove aſſented, and the reſt obey d. 
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NOW front to front the ing armies ſhine, 
Halt ere they meet, and form the length ning 
line : 


The chiefs conſpicuous ſeen and heard afar, 
Give the loud fignal to the ruſhing war; 
Their dreadful trumpets deep-mouth'd hornets 
ſound, 
rge remurmurs o'er the ground, 
Ev'n Jove proclaims a field of horror nigh, 
And rolls low thunder thro” the troubled ſky. 
Firſt to the fight the large Hypſibozs flew, 
And brave Lychenor with a javelin ſlew. 
The luckleſs warrior fill'd with gen'rous flame, 
Stood foremoſt glitt"ring in the poſt of fame; 
When in his liver ſtruck, the javelin hung; 
The Mouſe tell thund'ring, and the target rung; 
Prone to the ground he ſinks his cloſing eye, 
And foil'd in duſt his lovely treſſes lie. 
A ſpear at Pelion Troglodites caſt, 
The miſſive ſpear within the boſom paſt ; 
| Death's ſable ſhades the fainting Frog ſurround, 
And life's red tide runs ebbing from the wound. 
Embaſichytros felt Se utlæus dart 
Transfix and quiver in his panting heart; 
But great Artophagus aveng'd the Nin, 
And big Seutlæus rumbling loads the plain, 
And Polyphonus dies, a Frog renown'd, 
For boaſtful ſpeech and turbulence of ſound, 
Deep thro! the belly pierc'd, ſupine he lay, 
And breath'd his ſoul againſt the face of day, 
The ftrong Lymnocharis, who view'd with ire, 
A victor triumph, and a friend expire ; 
And fiercely flung where Troglodites ſought, 
With heaving arms a rocky fragment caught, 
(A warrior vers'd in arts, of ſure retreat, 
But arts in vain elude impending fate ;) 
Full on his finewy neck the fragmen: fell, 
And Oer his eye-lids clouds eternal dwell. © 
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Lychenor (fecond of the glorious narne) 

Striding advanc'd, and took no wand" ring aim 3 

Thro* all the Frog the ſhining jav'lin flies, 

And near the vanquiſh'd Mouſe the victor dies. 
The dreadful ſtroke Crambophagus affrights, 

Long bred to banquets, leſs inur'd to fights, 

Heedleis he runs, and ſtumbles o'er the ſteep, 

And wildly flound*ring flaſhes up the deep; 

Lychenor following with a downward blow, 

Reach'd in the lake his unrecover'd fac ; 

Gaſping he rolls, a purple ſrrzam of blood 

Diſtains the ſurface of the filver flood; 

Thro' the wide wound the ruſhing entrails throng, 

And ſlow the breathleſs carcaſs floats along. 
Lymniſius good Tyrogl yphus aſſails, 

Prince of the Mice that haunt the flow'ry vales, 


| Loſt to the milky fares and rural ſeat, 


He came to periſh on the bank of fate. 

The dread Pternoglyphus demands the 
Which tender Calamiathius ſhuns by flight, 
Droo: the green target, ſpringing quits the foe, 
Glides thro* the lake, and ſafely dives below. 
But dire Pternophagus divides his way 
Thro* breaking ranks, and leads the dreadful day. 
No nibbling Prince excell'd in fierc-neſs more, 
His parents fed him on the ſavage boar ; 
But where his lance the field with blood imbru'd, 
Swift as he moy'd, Hydrocharis purſu'd, 
Till fall'n in death he lies, a ſhat:' ring tone 
Sounds on the neck, and cruſhes all the bone, 


— 
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His blood pollutes the verdure of the plain, 

And from his noſtrils burſts the guſhing brain. 
Lychepinax with Borbocætes fights, 

A blameleſs Frog whom humbler life delights 3 

The fatal jav'lin unrelenting flies, 

And darkneſs ſeals the gentle croaker's eyes. 
Incens'd Praſſophagus with fprightly bound 

Bears Cniſſiodortes off the rifing ground, 

Then drags him o'er the lake depriv'd of breath, 

And downward plunging, finks his ſoul to death. 

But now the great Pſycarpax ſhines afar, 

(Scarce he fo great whoſe loſs provok'd the war) 

Swift to revenge his fatal jav"lin fled, 

And thro” the liver ftruck Peluſius dead; 

His freckled before the victor fell, 

His ſoul indignant ſought the ſhades of hell. 
This ſaw Pelobates, and from the flood 

Heav'd with both hands a monſtrous maſs of: 

mud, 

The cloud obſcene o'er all the hero flies, 

Diſhonours his brown face, and blots his eyes. 

Enrag'd, and wildly ſputt' ring, from the ſhore 

A ſtone immenſe of fize the warrior bore, 

A load for lab'ring earth (whoſe bulk to raiſe, 

Aſks ten degen'rate Mice of modern days.) 

Full on the leg arrives b N 

The Frog ſupportleſs, writhes upon the ground. 
Thus fluſh'd, the victor wars with matchleſa 

forc 


e, 
Till loud Craugaſides arreſts his courſe, 
Hoarſe-croaking threats precede ! with fatal ſpeed 
thro? the belly run the pointed reed, 
Then ſtrongly tugg'd, return'd imbru'd with gore, 
And on the pile his recking entrails bare. 
The lame Sitophagus oppreſs'd with pain, 


6 


494 PARN E L. 
And where the ditches rifin> weed“ ſupply, 

To ſpread their lowly ſhades beneath the ſky, 

There lurks the ſilent Mouſe 1eliev'd from heat, 
And ſafe embowr'd, avoids the chance of fate. 

But here Troxartas, Phyſignethus there, 

Whirl the dite fories of the pointed her: 
But where tne foot wound its ankle plies, 
Trox artas wounds, and Phvſignnthns flies, 
Halts to the pool, a fafe retrtat to find, 
And trails a dangling ler of leg behind, 
I he Mouſe fill urges, fi: the Frog reti. es, 
And half in anguiſh of the flight expires. 

Then pious ardor young Prafſteus bringe, 
Petwixt the fortunes of covitending kings: 

Lank, harmleſs Frog! wich forces hardly grown, 
He darts the reed in combats not his own, 
Which faintly tinkling on Troxartas' ſhield, 
Hangs at the point, and drops upon the ñeld. 

No nobly tow ring o'er the reſt appears 
A gallant prince, that far tranſcends hi years, 
Pride of bis fire, and glory of his hone, 

And more a Mars in combat than > Mouſe: 

His action bold, robuſt his 2mole frame, 

And Meridarpax his reſounding name. 

The warrior fingled from the fighting crowd, 

Boaſts the dire honours of his arm aloud ; 

I hen ſtrutting near the lake, with lookselate, 

To all its nations threats approaching fate. 

And ſach his ſtrength, the ſilver lake around 

Might roll their waters o' er unpeopled ground. 

But pow'rful Jove, who ſhews no leſs his grace 

To Frops that perich, thin to human race, 

Felt ſoft cumpaſſion rifing in his ſoul, 

And ſhook his ſacred head, that ſhook the pole. 
Then thus to all the gazing pow'rs began 

The fire of Gods, and Progs, and Mice, and Man. f 

What fras of Llood 1 vicw ! what worlds of . 
An liar rifing from a day” s campaigu! 
How fierce his jaw'lin o'cr the trembling like 
The black -furr'd hero Mcridarpax ſhakes ! 
Unleſs ſome favring deity deſcend, 

Soon will the Frogs le -quactou3 empire end. 
Let dreadful Pallas wing'd with piry fly, 
And make her /Exgis blaze b fore his eye: 
While Mars refulgent, on lis rattling car, 
Arreits his raging rival of the war. 

He ceas'd, reclining with attentive head, 
When thus the glorious god of combats faid : 
Nor Pallas, Jove! tho” Pallas take the field, 
Vith all the terrors of her hiſſing ſul eld, 

Nor Mars himſelf, tho“ Mus in armour bright 
Aicend his car, and wheel amidſt the fight; 

Nut theſe can drive the Ceſp'rate Mouſe afar, 

Or change the fortunes of the bleeding war. 

Let all go forth, all Hcav'n in arms ar fe, 

Or launch thy own red thunder from the ſkies, 
Such ardent boits as flew that wondrous day, 
When heaps of Titans m.ix'd with mountains lay, 
When ail the giant-rage enormous fell, 

And huge Loceladus was hurl'd to hell. 

Tu thus th* mipotent advis'd the gods, 
When from bis threne the cloud- compeller nods, 
Peep length'ning thunder: run from pale to pole, 
Clympus trembles os the thur:ders roll. 

Ihen (wilt he v&irls the brandick'd bolt around, 
Ard heaoicng darts ic at the diſtant ground, 


j 


| 


| 
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The volt diſcharg'd inwrop?d wi hg.“ g J. es, 
And rends its faming paſſ:ge tho the fie 5 


Then earth's inhabit 27:25; the vi, lers Bias, 
And Frogs, the dwell-rs in the wars, yn2ke : 
Yer ſtill the Mice advance their dread deſigu. 
Ar the 11ſt diger three; the crouking lin-, 
in Jove, that inly moura'd the loſs ey þ 
Wirth ftrnmge att mics Hill's the frigined Co. 
Pout'd from the nei ghb' ring ſtrand, detorm'd ts 
view, 
They march, a ſadden unexreded crew! 
Strorg ſuits of armour round their pode: cloſe, 
Which, like thick anvils, blunt the jorce of bivs ; 
In wheeling morches turn'd oblique they 30; 
Wirth harpy claus their limbs divide below; 
Fell ſheers the paſi ige o their mouth command, 
From ont the ſieſh their bones by nature ſtand; 
Broad ſpre d their b2ck 3, their ſhining ſhoulder: rites 
Unaumnbe;*d cines diturt their lengthen'd thig': ; 
With nervous cords their hx are firmly brac d; 
Their round black eye-b2ll; in their baſum plac'd; 
On eight long {cet the wond*rous warriors tread, 
And cither end alike ſupplics a head. 
Theſe, mortal wits to call the Crabs, agree, 
The Gods have other names for things than we. 
Now where the jointures from their loins depend, 
The heroes tails with ſev ring graſps they rend 
Here, ſhort of feet, depriv'd the pow'r to fly, 
There, without hauds, upon the field they lie. 
Wrench'd from their holds, and ſcatter d all around, 
The bonded lances heap the cumber'd ground. 
Helpleſs amazement, ferr purſuing fear, 
And mad confuſion. thro? their hoſt appear: 
O'er the wild waſte with headlong flight they go, 
Or creep conccal'd in vaultel holes below. 
But down Olympus to the weſtern ſeas, 
Far-{hooting Phoebus drove with fainter rays ; 
And 1 whole war (ſo Jove ordain'd) begun, 
Was fought, and ceas'd, in one revolving ſun. 
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To Mr. P O P E. 


TO praiſe, yet fil! with due reſpect to praile, 
A bard triumphant in immortal bays, 

The learn'd to ſhew, the ſenſible commend, 
Vet ſtill przterve the province of the friend, 
What life, bat vigour, mutt the lines require? 
What muſick tune them? what affection fire ? 

O might thy genius in my boſom ſhine |! 
Thou ſhould# not fail of numbers worthy thine, 
The brighteſt antients might at once 23720 
To fin; within my lavs, and fing of thee. 

Horace himſelf would own thou doſt excel, 
In candid arts to play the critic well. 

Ovic himſelf might wiſh to ling the dame 
Whom Windior- foreſt ſees a gliding ſtream, 
On ſilver fect, with annual oſier crown'd, 
She runs for ever thro' poetic ground. 

Bow flrme the glories of Belinda's hair, 
Made byte muſe the envy of the fair; 
Lſs fe the rrefies Egypt's princeſs wre, 
Which 1w7ver Callimachus fo ſung before. 
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Here coutily trifles fe t the world at odds, 
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So wealthy mines, that ages long before 


Helles war with Beaux, and Whims deſcend for Fed the large realms around with golden ore, 


Cods, 

Th new machines in names of ridicule, 
Mock the grave phrenay of the chymic fool. 
Bur know, ye fair, a point conceal'd with art, 
The Sylphs and Gnomes are but a woman's he art: 
Tue Graces ſtand in fight; a Satyr tran 
Pecp o'er their heads, and laugh behind the ſcene. 

In Fame's fiir temple, o'er the boldeſt wits 
Init:rin'd on high the ſacred Virgil fire, 
And ſits in meaſures, ſach as Virgil's muſe, 
To place thee near him might be fond to chooſe. 
Hou might he tune ti.“ alternate recd with thee, 
Perhaps a Strephon thou, a Daphnis he, 
While ſome old Damon v'er the vulgar wiſe 
Thinks he deſerves, and thou deſerv'ſt the prize. 
Raopt with the though: my fancy ſeeks the plains, 
And turas me ſhephc:d while I hear the ftrains. 
Iadulgent nurſe of every tender gale, 
Parent of flowrets, old Arcadia, hail ! 
Nera in the cool my limbs at caſe I ſpread, 
Ficre let thy poplars whiſper o'er my head, 
Still flide thy waters ſoft among the trees; 
Thy afpins quiver in a breathing breeze, 
Smile 211 thy vallies in eternal ſpring, 
Be huſh'd, ye winds ! while Pope and Virgil ſing. 

In Engliſh lays, and all ſublimely great, \ 
Thy Homer warms with all his antient heat, 
He ſhines in council, thunders in the fight, 
And flames with ev ry ſenſe of great delight, 
Long has that poet reign'd, and long unknown, 
Like monarchs ſparkling on a diſtant throne ; 
In all the 1nyefly of Greek retir'd, 
Himielf unknown, his mighty name admir'd, 
His langu1ge failing, wrapt him round with night, 


4 hiae rais'd by thee, recalls the work to ligt. Shew my own love, tho? not in 


When choak'd by ſiak ing banks, no more erf, 
And ſhepherds only ſay, The mines were here: 
Shou'd ſome rich youth (if nature warm bis heart, 
And all his projects ſtand inform'd with art) 

Here clear the caves, there ope the leading vein 
The mines detected flame with gold again. 

How vaſt, how copious are thy new deſigns ! 


How ev*ry muſic varies in thy lines ! 


Still as 1 end, 1 feel my boſom beat, 


And riſe in raptures by another's heat. 


Thus in the wood, when ſummer dreſs'd the 
dw:, 

When Win. lent us tuneful hours of eaſe, 
Our ears the lark, the thruſh, the turtle bleſt, 
And Philomeli ſweeteſt o'er the reſt: 
The ſhides reſound with ſong O ſoftly tread 
Whil- a whole ſeaſon warbles round my head. 

This to my friead—1nd when a friend iafpires, 


My filent harp its maſter's hand requires, 


Shakes of the duſt, and makes theſe rocks re- 
ſound, 

For fortune plac d me in unfertile ground; 

Far from the joys that with my ſoul agree, 

From wit, from „ oh far from 
= expand the ſmalleſt leaf, 

Here moſs-grown trees | 

Here half an acre's corn is half a ſheaf, * * 

Here hills with naked heads the tempeſt meet, 

Rocks at their fide, and torrents at their feet, 

Or lazy lakes unconſcious of a flood, 


' Whoſe dull brown Naiads ever fleep in mud. a 


Vet here content can dwell, and learned caſe, 
A friend delight me, and an author pleaſe ; 
Ev*a her 1 finz, while Pope ſupplies the theme, 
his fame. 


PazT oF THE FirsT CANTO or Taz 
RAPE or Taz LOCK. 


AND now unveil'd, the toilet ſtands diſplay d, 
Each ſilver vaſe in mvitic order laid, 

Firft, rod'd in white, the nymph intent adores 

Wich head uncover'd, the coſmetic pow rs. 

A he:v'nly image in the glaſs appears, 

To that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ſhe rears ; 

Th” inferior prieſteſs, at her altar's fide, 

Trembling begins the ſacred rites of pride. 

Unnumber'd treaſures ope at once, and here 

The various off rings of the world appear; 

From each ſhe nicely culls with curious toil, 

And decks the goddeſs with the glitt'ring ſpoil. 

This caſket India's glowing gems unlocks, 

And al! Arabia breathes from yonder box. 

The tortuile here and elephant unite, 


Transform'd to combs, the ſpeckled, and an 


white, 


| 


A TRANSLATION or yarT or Tar riger 
CANTO or run KAFFE or Tuz LOCK 
INTO LEONINE VERSE, AFTER THE MAx- 
N ER OF THE AXTIEXT MONKS. 


BT nunc dilectum ſpeculum, pro more retectum, 
Emicat in mensa, quæ ſplendet pyxide densã: 


Tum primum lympha fe purgat candida nympha; 


2 fine menda, cœleſtis imago videnda, 

uda caput, bellos retinct, reg t, implet, ocellos. 
Hac ſtupet explorans, ſeu cultus numen adorans. 
Inferior claram Pychoniſſa apparet ad aram, 
Fertque tibi cautè, dicatque ſuperbia ] laute, 
Dona venuſta; oris, quæ cunctis, plena laboris, 
Excerpta explorat, dominamque deamque decorat. 
Pyxide devota, fe pandit hie India tota, 

Et tota ex iſta tranſpirat Arabia ciſta; 

Teſtudo hic flectit, dum ſe mea Leſbia pectit; 
Atque elephas lentè, te pectit Leſbia dente; 

Hur c maculis noris, nive 1 Jacet ille coloris. 

Hic jacet et munde, mundus muliebris abundè; 


Spinula reſplcaden; ris Jongo dine pendens, 
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Here files of pins extend their ſhining rows, 
Puffs, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux. 
Now awful beauty puts on all its arms, 

The fair each moment riſes in her charms, 
Repairs her ſmiles, awakens every grace, 

And calls forth all the wonders of her face; 

Sees by degrees a purer bluſh ariſe, 

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 

The buſy Sylphs ſurround her darling care ; 
Theſe ſet the head, and thoſe divide the hair. 
Some fold the ſleeve, while others plait the gown, 
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Pulvis ſuavis o loft „More. 
Induit arma erg 1144 virgo 3 
Pulchrior in præ lem n. 4 Me creſcens; 
Jam reparat riſo .. ee By 

jam promit cu: {oh uu. 


* . & * 
na jam nic. wn 


And Betty's prais d for labours nat her own. 


y trod the ſhaven lawn, 
Damon a youth from city cares withdrawn | 
Long was the pleaſing walk he wander'd thro", | 
A cover'd arbour clos'd the diſtant view ; 

reſts the youth, and while the feather'd 


Raiſe their wild muſic, thus contrives a ſung. 
Here wafted o'er by mild Eteſian air, 


Ab! taſteleſs all, if not enjoy'd with thee. | 


Et geminans T7 HE il! T „ v7 occliis. 
Stant Lemures nut, que 1aluti, 
Hic figit z ham cap” 10% 
Hec manicis forma * normam z 
Et tibi vel Netty, tib 'ty ! 
. 7 7—A¹⅛i ⁰·˙?² ̃Üͤr. 
Let Sloth lye ſoftning till high noon in downg 


Or lolling fan her in the ſultry town, 

Unnerv'd with reft ; and turn her own diſeaſe, 

Or foſter others in luxurious caſe: 
mount the courſer, call the deep-mouth'd hounds, 
The fox unkennel'd flies to covert grounds; 


{ 1 lead where ſtags thro' tangled thickets tread, 


ſhake the ſaplings with their branching heady 
I take the falcons wing their airy way, 
And ſoar to ſeize, or ſtooping ftrike their prey 3 
| To ſnare the fiſh I fix the luring bait ; 
To wound the fowl I load the gun with fate. 
Tis thus thro* change of exerciſe I range, 
And ftrength and pleafure riſe from every change, 
Here beauteous Health for all the year remain, 
When the next comes, I'll charm chee thus again, 
Oh come, thou Goddeſs of my rural ſong, 
And bring thy daughter, calm Content, along, 
Dame of the ruddy cheek and laughing eye, 
clouas 


to my ſoul! I feel the Goddeſs nigh, 
The face of nature cheers as well as I; 
O'er the flat refreſhing breezes run, 
The ſmiling daifies blow beneath the ſun, 
The brooks run purling down with filver waves, 
The planted lanes rejoice with dancing leaves, | 
The chirping birds from all the compaſs rove, 
To tempt the tuneful echoes of the grove: 
High ſunny ſummits, deeply ſhaded dales, 
Thick moſſy banks, and flow'ry winding vales, 
With various proſpects gratify the fight, 
And ſcatter fix'd attention in delight. 

Come, country Goddeſs, come, nor thou ſuffice, 
But bring thy mountain ſiſter, Exerciſe. 
Call'd by thy lovely voice, ſhe turns her pace, 
Her winding horn proclaims the ſiniſh d chace ; 
She mounts the rocks, ſhe ſkims the level plain, 
Dogs, hawks, and horſes, crowd her early train; 
Her hardy face repels the tanning wind, 
And lines and meſhes looſely float behind. 
All theſe as means of toil the feeble ſee, 
But theſe are helps to pleaſure join'd with thee. 
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For her I mow my walks, 1 plat my bewers ; 

Clip my low hedges, and ſupport my flowers; 
To welcome her, this ſummer ſeat I dreſt, 
And here I court her when ſhe comes to reſt ; 
When ſhe from exerciſe to learned eaſe 
Shall —_ and teach the change te 
f 1 my ſoft hours refine, 
And Tully's Tuſculum revives in mine : 

Now to grave books I bid the mind retreat, 
And ſuch as make me rather good than great. 
Or o'er the works of eaſy Fancy rove, 
| Where flutes and innocence amuſe the grove z 
The native bard that on Sicilian plains 
Firſt ſung the lowly manners of the ſwains ; 
Or Maro's muſe that in the faireſt light 
Paints rural proſpects and the charms of fight 3 
Theſe ſoft amuſements bring content along, 


And fancy, void of ſorrow, turns te ſong, 


H ere beauteous Health for all the year remain, 
When the next comes, I'll charm thee tha 
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Tux FLiES An ECLOGUE, 


WW HEN in the river cows for coolneſs ſtand, 
And ſheep for breezes ſeek the lofty land, 

A youth, whom Eſop taught that ev'ry tree, 

Each bird, and inſect ſpoke as well as he, 

Walk'd calmly mufing in a ſhaded way, 

Where flow'ring hawthorn broke the ſunny ray, 


And thus inftruQts his moral pen to draw 


A ſcene that obvious in the field he ſaw. 
Near a low ditch, where ſhallow waters meet, 
Which never learn'd to glide with liquid feet, 
Whoſe Naiads never prattle as they play, 
But ſcreen'd with hedges lumber out the day; 
There ſtands a ſlender fern's aſpiring ſhade, 
Whoſe anſw'ring branches regularly laid 
Put forth their anſw ring boughs, and proudly riſe 
Three ſtories upward, in the nether ſkies. 
For ſhelter here, to ſhun the noop -day heat, 
An airy nation ef the Flies retreat; 
Some in ſoft air their filken pinions ply, 
And ſome from bough to bough delighted fly, 
Some riſe, and circling light to perch again; 
A pleaiing murmur hums along the plain. 
So, when a ſtage invites to ant ſhows, 
(If great and ſmall are 2 the Beaux, 
In boxes ſome with ſpruce pretenſion ſit, 
Some change from ſeat to ſeat within the pit, 
Some roam the ſcenes, or turning ceaſe to roam; 
Preluding muſic fills the lofty dome. 
When thus a Fly (if what a Fly can ſay 
Deſerves attention) raiſed the rural lay. 
Where late Amyntor made a nymph a bride, 
Joyful I flew by young Favonia's ſide, 
Who, mindleſs of the feaſting, went to ſip 
The balmy pleaſure of the ſhepherds Jip. 
I ſaw the wanton, where 1 ſtoop'd to ſup, 
And half reſolv'd to drown me in the cup ; 
Till bruſh'd by careleſs hands, ſhe ſoar'd above: 
Ceaſe, beauty, ceaſe to vex a tender love. 
Thus ends the youth, the buzzing meadow rung, 
And thus the rival of his muſic ſung. 
When ſuns by thouſands ſhone on orbs of dew, 
] wafted ſoft with Zephyretta flew ; 
Saw the clean pail, and ſought the milky chear, 
While little Daphne ſeiz'd my roving dear. 
Wretch that I was! 1 might have warn'd the dame, 
Vet fat indulging as the danger came, 
But che king huntreſs left her free to ſoar : 
Ah! guard, ye lovers, guard a miſtreſs more. 
Thus from the fern, whoſe high projecting arms, 
The fleeting nation bent with duſky ſwarms, 
The ſwains their love in eaſy muſic breathe, 
When tongues and tumults ftun the fields beneath. 
Black ants in teams come dark ning all the road, 
Some call to march, and ſome to lift the load ; 
They ſtrain, they labour with inceſſant pains, 
Preſs'd by the cumb*rous weight of fingle grains. 
The Flies ſtruck filent gare with wonder down: 
The buſy burghers reach their earthy town 
Where lay the burthens of a wint' ry ſtore, 
And thence unweary'd part in ſearch of more. 
Yet one grave ſage a moment's ſpace attends, 
And the ſmall cities loftieſt point aſcends, 
Wipes the ſmall dew that trickles down his face, 


Aue thus harargags them with the graveſt grace, 


Ye fouliſh nurſlings of the fummer air, 
Theſe gentle tunes and whining ſongs forbear 3 
Your trees and whiſp'ring breeze, your grove and 

love, 

Your Cupid's quiver, and his mother's dove, 
Let bards to buſineſs bend their vig*rous wings 
And fing but ſeldom, if they love to fing : 
Elſe, when the flow'rets of the ſeaſon fail, 
And this your ferny ſhade forſakes the vale, 
Tho” one would fave ye, net one grain of wheat, 
Should pay ſuch ſongſters idling at my gate. 

He ceas'd : the Flies, incorrigibly vain, 


Heard the May'r's ſpeech, and tell to ſing again. 


AN 
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To ax otd BEAUTY. 


JN vain, poor nymph, to pleaſe our youthful ſight, 

You ſleep in cream and frontlets all the night, 
Your face with patches ſoil, with paint repair, 
Dreſs with gay gowns, and ſhade with foreign hair. 
If truth in ſpight of manners muſt be told, 

Why really fifty -five is ſomething old. 

Once you were young; or one, whole life's fo long 
She might have born my mother, tells me wrong. 
And once ( fince envy's dead before you die), 

The women own, you play'd a ſparkling eye, 
Taught the light foot a modiſh little trip, 
And pouted with the prettieſt purple lip 

To ſome new charmer are the roſes fed, 

Which blew, to damaſk all thy cheel: with rcd; 
Youth calls the graces there to fix their reign, 
And airs by thouſands fill their eaſy train. 

So parting ſummer bids her flo ry prime 
Attend the ſun to dreſs ſome foreign clime ; 
While withering ſeaſons in ſucceſtun, here, 
Strip the gay gardens, and deform the year. 

But thou (ſince nature bids) the world reſign, 
"Tis now thy daughter's daughter's time to ſhunc. 
With more addreſs, (or ſuch as pleaſes more} 

She runs her female exerciſes o'er, 
Unfurls or cloſes, raps or turns the fan, 
And ſmiles, or bluſhes at the creature man. 
With quicker life, as gilded coaches paſs, 
In fideling courteſy ſhe drops the glaſs. 
With better ſtrength, on viſit-days ſhe bears 
To mount her fifty flights of ample ftairs. 
Her mien, her ſhape, her temper, eyes and tongue, 
Are ſure to conquer,—for the rogue is young; 
And all that's madly wild, or oddly gay, 
Ve call it only pretty Fanny's way. 
ker that makes you homely, make you 
age, 
The ſphere of wiſdom is the ſphere of age. 
"Tis true, when beauty dawns with early fire, 
And hears the flatt'ring tongues of ſoft defice, 
If not from virtue, from its graveſt ways, 


| Thy lyal with pleaſing avocation firoy ©, 


— ———— — — — — 


i 


498 


But beauty gone, tis eaſier to be wiſe; 
As harpers better, by the loſs of eyes. 
Henceforth retire, reduce your roving airs, 


Haunt leſs the plays, and more the public prayers, 


Reject the Mechlin head, and gold brocade, 
Go pray, in ſober Norwich crape array'd. 
Thy pendant diamonds let thy Fanny take, 


(Their trembling luftre ſhews how much you ſhake ;) 
Or bid her wear thy necklace row'd with pearl, 


You'll find your Fanny an obedient girl. 


So for the reſt, with leſs encumbrance hung, 
You walk chro' life, unmingled with the young; 
And view the ſhade and ſubſtance as you paſs, 


With joint endeavour trifling at the glaſs, 
Or folly dreſt, and rambling all her days, 


Tome her counterpart, and grow by praiſe: 


Yet ſtill ſedate yourſelf, and gravely plain, 
You neither fret, nor envy at the vain. 


"T was thus (ir man with woman we compare) 


The wiſe Athenian croſs'd a glitt'ring fair, 


Unmov'd by tongues and fights, he walk'd the 


place, 


Throꝰ tape, toys, tinſel, gimp, perfume, and lace ; 


Then bends from Mars's hill his awful eyes, 


And “ What a world I never want?” he cries; 


But cries unheard: for folly will be free. 
So part the buzzing gaudy crowd, and he: 
As carelefs he for them, as they for him ; 


He wrapt in Wiſdom, and they whirl, by Whim. 


TzzBOOE-WORNAL. 


(COME hither, boy, we'll hunt to-day 


The Book-worm, rav*ning beaſt of prey, 


Froduc'd by parent Earth, at odds 
(As fame reports it) with the Gods. 
Him frantic hunger wildly drives 
Againſt a thouſand authors lives: 
Tio” all the fields of wit he flies; 
Dreadful his head with cluſt'ring eyes, 
With horns without, and tuſk, within, 
And ſcales to ſerve him for a ſkin. 
Obſerve him nearly, left he climb 
To wound the barys of antient tine, 
Cr down the vale of fancy go 

Jo rear ſome modern wretch below: 
On ev*ry corner fix thine eye, 

Or ten to one he ſlips thee by. 

Sce where his teeth a paſſage eat: 
Ve'll rouſe hin; from the deep retreat. 
But who the ſhelter's forc'd to give, 
»Tis ſacred Virgil as 1 live! 

From leaf to leaf, from ſong to ſerg, 
He draus the tad pole form along, 


Fc mounts ine g ided edge before, 


He*z up, he ſcuds tue cover o'er, 

He turns, he doubles, there hr paſt, 
And here we have him, caught t laſt, 
Inſatiute brute, whoſe tectli abuſe 
The ſwerteſt ſervants of the Muſe, 

( Nay never offer to deny, 
4tock three in the tact to fir.) 
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His roſes pt in ev*ry page, 

My poor Anacron mourns thy rage. 
By thee my Ovid wounded lies; 
By thee my Leſbi 's ſparrow dies: 
Tiiy rabid teeth have helf deftroy'd 
The work of love in B Ady Floyd, 
They rent Belinda“. I. . nav, 
And ſpoil'd the Blot: Hier Gay. 
For all, ſor ev'ry fir; 4, 
Relentleſs juſtice bius thec ulced. 
Then fall a victim to the Nine, 
Myſelf the Prieſt, my deſk the Shrine. 

Erirg Homer, Virgil, Taſſo near, 
To pile a ſacred altar here; 

Hold, boy, thy hand cut-runs thy v ic, 
You reachꝰd the pl ys that D » writ 
You reach'd me Ph ruſtic firain; 
Pray take your mortal bards again. 

Come bind the victim, there he lies, 
And here between his num'rous eyes 
This venerable duſt 1 lay, 

From manuſcripts juſt ſwept away. 

The goblet in my hand I take, 
(For the libation's yet to make) 
A health to poets ! all their days 
May they have bread, as well as praiſe 3 
Senſe may they ſeek, and leſs engage 
In papers fill'd with party-rage. 
But if their riches ſpoil their vein, 
Ye Muſes, make them poor again. 

Now bring the weapon, yonder blade, 
With which my tuneful pens are made. 
I ftrike the ſcale that arms thee round, 
And twice and thrice I print the wound 
The ſacred altar floats with red, 

And now he dies, and now he's dead. 

How like the ſun of Jove I Rand, 
This Hydra ftretch'd beneath my hand! 
Lay bare the monſter's entrails here, 

Tc fee what dangers thicat the year: 

Ye gods! what ſonnets on a wench ? 

What lean tranſlations from the French? 
"Tis plain, this lobe is fo unſcund, 

$—— prints, before the months go round. 

But hold, before 1 cloſe the tcene, 

The ſacred altar ſhould be clan. 

Oh had 1 8h17 ſecond bavs, 

Or T { thy pert and humble lays? 
(Ye fair, forgive me, Muhen 1 vow 

I never miſs*d your works till now) 

I'd tear the leaves to wipe the ſhrine, 

(That only way you pleaſe the Nine) 

But fince 1 chance to want theſe two, 


Il make the ſongs of D-———y do. 


Rent from the corps, on yonder pin, 
I hang the ſcales that brac'd it in 
I hang my ſtudious morning gown, 
And write my ow? inſeription down. 
« This trophy from the Python won, 
«© This robe, in which the deed was done, 


«© Theſe, Parnel, glorying in the feat, 


«© Hung on theſe ſhelves, the Muſes ſeat; 
« Here Ignorance and Hunger found 


| «© Large realms of wit to ravage round; 


« Here Ignorance and Hunger fell; 


« Two focs in one 1 feat to hell. 


PARNELL'S POEM 8. 


c Ye poets, who my labour: ſee, | 


«« Come ſhare the triumph all with we! 
« Ye Critics ! born to vex the Muſe, 
« Go mourn the grand ally you loſe. — 


— 


AN ALLEGORY ON MAN. 


A THIUGHTFUL being, long and ſpare, 
Our race of mortals call him Care: 

(Were Homer living, well he k ne 

What name the Gods have call'd him too) 

With fine mechanic genius wrought, 

And le d to work, tho' no one bought. 

This bling by a model bred 
In Jove's eter11l ſable inc 2d, 

Contriv'd a ſhap- in gert do breathe, 
And be the worldling here beneath. 

The Man role ſtaring, ict 1 Rake ; 
Wondering to ſee himiclf awake 
Ther. look's fo wile, b fore he knew 
The buiineſs he w 15 made to 40; 

That ple d to ſez with what a grace 
He grav-ly ſhe wd his forward face, 
Jove talk'd of breeding him on high, 
An under-ſumeching of the ſky. 

But e er he gave the mighty nod, 
Which ever binds a poet's God : 

(For which his curls ambrofial ſhake, 
And mother Earth's oblig'd to quake: 
He ſaw old mother Earth ariſe, 

She ſtood counfeſs'd before his eyes; 
But not with what we read ſhe wore, 
A caftie for a crown bctore, 

Nor with long ftreets and longer roads 
Dang ling behind her, like commodes: 
As yet wich wreaths alone ſhe dreſt, 
And trail'd a Jandic2c-painged veſt. 
Then thrice ſhe rais'd, (as Ovid ſaid) 
And thrice ſhe bow'd, her weighty head. 

Her honours made, great Jove, ſhe cry'd, 
This thing us fathion'd from my fide; 
His hands, his heart, his head are mine ; 
Then what haſt thou to call nim thine ? 

Nay rather aſk, the monarch ſaid, 
What boots his hand, his heart, his head, 
Were what I gave remov'd away? 

Thy part's an idle ſnepe of clay. 

Halves, more thau halves! cry'd honeſt Care, 
Your pleas wou'd make your titles fair, 
You claim the body, you the foul, 

But 1 who join'd them, claim the whole. 

Thus with the gods debate beg in, 

On 1uch a trivial cauſe, as man. 
And can celeſtial tempers rage ? 
(Quoth Virgil in a latter age.) 

As thus they wrangled, Time came by; 
(There's none that paint him ſuch as 1, 
For what the fabling Ancients ſung 
Makes Saturn old, when Time was young.) 
As yet his winters had not ſhed 
Their ſilver honours on his head 
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He juſt had get his pinions free 
From his old fire Eternity. 
A ſerpent girdled round he wore, 
Ihe tail within the mouth before. 
By whichour almmacks are clear 
That learned Egypt meant the year. 
A ſtaff he cury d, where on high 
A claſs was fix d to meaſure by, 
As amocr boxes made a ſow 
For heads of canes an age ago. 
Nis vett, for diy, ani glu, was py'd 3 
A bending fickle arm'd his ſide 
And Ipring*s new months his train adorn; 
ch other ſenſ 115 were unborn. 
t.nown by the Gods, as near be draws, 
Thi, mib- mm umpire of che cauſe. 
Yer a low trunk his erm held, 
(Where tice ns Hours did made z) 
i hen lemi herd the nice debate, 
And thus pronounc'd the wor ts of ate. 
Since body from the pant euch, 
And foul from Jove recew'd a birth, 
Returu they where they firſt began ; 
But lince their unio1 makes the man, 
ill Jove ard Earth ſhall part theſe two, 
To Care who join'd chem, Man is due. 
He ſaid, and ſprung with ſwift career 
To tr. ce a circle for the year ; 
Where ever fince the Seaſons wheel, 


And tread on one 2nother's heel. 


*Tis well, ſa'd Jove, and for conſent 
Thund'ring he ſhook the firmament. 
Our umpire I ime ſhall have his way, 
With Care 1 let the creature Pay ; 

Let bus neis vex him, av'rice blind, 
Let doubt and knowledge rack his mind, 
Let er:or aft, opinion ſpeak, 

And want afflict, and ſickneſs break, 
And anger burn, dejeCtion chill, 

And joy diſtract, and ſorrow kill, 
Till arm'd by Care, and taught to mow, 
Time draws the long deſtructi ve blow; 
Aud waitzd man, whoſe quick decay 
Comes hurrying an before the day, 
Shall anly fiad, by this decree, 

The foul flies founcr back to me. 


— — Aa on 


AN IMITATION OF SOME FRENCH 
VERSES. 


RELENTLESS Time! deſtroying pour, 
Wm ſtone and brafs obey, : 
Who g' to ev? y lying hour 
To work fume new decay ; 
Unheard, unhe=d=-d, and unſcen, 
Thy ſecret ſaps prevnil, 
Ani ruin man, a mice machine, 
By n ture form *d tw ti). 
My ch :nge aids z the change I meet, 
Before { thug ie ng; 
My Spring, my years of pleaſure fleet, g 
And ali the beantie, ie. a 


Rrr 


—_ 9 
_—_ — e_—_—_- - — co e 


- 


| 


— - 


500 


In age I ſearch, and only find 
A poor uniruitful gain, 

Crave wiſiom ſiu!king How beiiind, 
Ovprets'd wich loads of pain. 

My ignorance cou'd once beguile, 
And fancy'd joys inſpue; 

My errors cheriſn'd hope to imile 
On neul, -born detire. 

But now experience ſhews, the bliſs 
For which I fondly ſought, 

Not worth the long impatient wich, 
And ardour of the thought. 

My youth met Fortune fur artay*s, 
(In all her pomp ihe ſhont) 

And night, perhaps, have well cftiy'd 
To make her giit my ovn: 

But when 1 1:w the blettings fow'r 
On tome unworchy mid, 

J left the chace, and own's the pow'r 
Was juſtly painted blind. 

I paſs'd the glories which aJurn 
The ſplendid courts of kings, 

And while the perſors ov d my ſcorn, 
I roſe to ſcorn the things. 

My manhcod felt a vig'rous ire 
By love increws'd the more 3 

But vears with coming years conlpire 
To break the chains | wore. 

In weakneis 1afe, the ſex 1 ſee 
With id le luſtre ſhire ; 

For what are all their joys to me, 
Which cannot now be mine ? 

But hold 1 feel my gout decreaſe, 
My troubles laid to reſt, 

And truths which would difturb my peace, 
Are paintul truths at beſt. 

Vainly the time 1 h:ve to roll 
In lad reflection Nicz 3 

Ye fondling patiiens of my ſoul ! 
Ye ſweet deceits ! ariſe. 

I witely change the ſcene within, 
Te things that us'd to pleaie 3 

In pain, piloiophy is ſpleen, 1 
In health, tis oniy caſe. 


— 
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A NIGHT-PIECE ON DEATH. 


Y the blue tap?:r's trewbling licht, 
No more | watte the wat: guts 
Intent with endjcl> view to pure 
Ide ſchentmen and the fages oer: 
Their books from wificm wice!y ſtrays 


— Or point at beſt tus iongett way. 


I'll ie:k a reauer path, etc gu 

Were wiſdom': ſurcly ten bul aw, 
How decp von i2ure cies thy ue! 

Where ore o: geld unrumberts , 

While thre? their ranks ianlver pride 

The net her creicert ſer: vd to pine, 

The ſlumo ring breeze ſorgets to breathes 

7 he lake ie 1 woeih and clear C-He-chz 

Where once again tlie ip une wnw 

Lelc-uss te ect Our eite Lon. 


lit 
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\ 
The pres which on the r;gat aſpire, 
In dummes frum the view retire 2 
The left preſents a place of graves, 
Whole wall the tient water laves. 
That ftecple gu des thy doubtful nght 
Amcig the livid glerns of night. 
There paſs with welas choly Kate, 
y all the hema neap; of fate, 

"d think, as 1fiy-114 you tread 
Above the vent 1:ic dead, 
« Times was, like thee they life poſit, 
& And time ſhall be, that thou fhait reſt.” 

Tine graves, with bendins of-rs bound, 

nat numer nvave the crumbled grounds 

Quick de tle glancing mou, it diſciole 
Where dul ma poverty repoſe. 
| The fl ſrwwoth ſtones that bear a name, 
The chiſſels ſlencer kelp to fame 
(Which cer our ſet of friends decay 
Their frequent it ps may wear away.) 
A midgle racc &r motels on, 
Men, wif zmoitious, all unknown. 

'The mathle tombs that riſe on high, 
Whole dead in vaulted arches lye, 
Whoſe pillars ſwell with ſculptur d tones, 
Arme, angeln, epitaphs, and bones, 
Theſe (all the poor ren. ains of flate) 
Adorn the rich, or praiſe the great; 
Who live on carth in fame they live, 
Ate ſenieleis of the fame they give. 

Ha | while I gaze, pile Cynthia fades, 
The burſting earth unveils the ſhades ! 


They riſe in viſionery crouda, 

And all with ſober accent cry, 

„% Think, mortal, what it is to dye.“ 
Now from yon black and fun'ral yew, 

Tit bathes the charnel houſe with dew, 

Methinks I hear a voice begin; 

(Ye ravens, ceaſe your croaking din, 

Ye tolling clocks, no time reſound 

O'er the long lake and midnight ground) 

It ſends a peal of hollow groms, 

Thus ſpe king from among the bones. 
When men my ſcythe and darts ſupply, 
ow great a king of fears am I ! 

They view me 1 ke the laſt of things: 

They make, and then theydread, my ſtings. 

Fouls! if you lets vrovor's your fears, 

No moe mv ſycdtte- form appears. 

Ieath's but a pu tuat muſt be trod, 

If ian wo 's wyer patsto God: 

A port of caline, a frate of eaſe 

Frem the ruugh rye of ſwelling ſeas. 
Why then uu flowing ſable ſtules, 

Deep pendent cypre's, mourning poles, 

Locſe icorfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 

Lons ple, grawn herſes, cover'd ſtceds, 

And pur; o; black, that as they tread, 

Nod v'er tue ſcuſcheuns of the dead? 

Nur Ciao the parted budy knew, 

Nor wants the foul, tlicte forms of woe 3 

As men wao long in priſon dwell, 

Witt lamps that gl:mmer zound the cell, 

V hen e'cr their uff g years are run, 
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All flow, and wan, and wrap'd with ſarouds, 
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ASSESSED 


Such jo, tho” fa t tranſconding ſenſe, \ 
Have p.vus fis at parting 7 HENCE. 

Ga earch, and 11 the bdy plac'd, 

A fru, anouyit ve rey they wiſtes 

Put when the'y cats are call aſide, 

See te glad jene u. ding wide, 

Clay the glad wing an tew'r away, 

Ale mingle with the bl-zc of Jay. 


A ELYMN TO CON [ENTMESNT. 


LOVELY „ laſting peace of mind! 1 
weet del gut of human kind! 

Heavenly been; and bred on high, 

Jo crown wile tay ritcs of tlie wy 
With more of happineſs bele ve, 

Than victor ina triumph Knew! 

Whrntl:- r, O whirher art thou fed. 

To loy thy weck, conte: ted fn? 

What ha pv region doit thou pleaſe 

To make tie ſ-at of caims and eaſe ? 
Ambuian fearchcs all its ſphere 

Of pomp and tate, tomeet thee chere. 

Encre ing avarice would find 

Thy preſe ce in its guld enſhrin'd. 

The bold advent'rer ploughs his way, 

Thro' rucks amid the fuzming ſea, 

To grin thy love; and then perceives 

Thou wert not in che rocks ind waves, 

The {lent heart with grief aflail:, 

Treads ſoft and lontſome o'er the vales, 

Sers daifics open, rivers run, 

And tek; (2 1 have vainly donc) 

Amuſing thought; but learnsto know 

Tn at iolitude's tie nurſe of wae, 

Nu reul happiness is Nu ad, 

In traiiing purple oer the ground: 

Or in a ul exalicd high, 

To range the circuit of tae icky, 

Converſae with ſtars above, and know 

All naturz in its form below; 

The reſt it ſecks, in ſecking dies, 

And daub's at laſt fer knowledge rife, 
Oh, lov-lv, laſting peace apptar! 

This wald itfeit, it thou art here, 

I: once again with Eden bleſ.'d, 

And min contains it in his breaſt. 
"Twas thus, as under ſh1le I fund, 

I ſang my wiſhes to the woot, 

And loſt in thought, no more perctiv'd 

The branches whiſper as they wav'd: 

It ſeem'd, as all the quiet place 

Confe1s'd the preſence of the grace. 

When thus the ſpoke Go rule thy will, 

Bid thy wild paſſions all be ſtill, 

Know God and bring thy heart to know 

The joys which from religion flew : 

Then ev'ry grace ſhall prove its gueſt, 

And I'll be there to crown the reſt, — 
Oh ! by vonder moſly ſcat, 

In my hours of ſweet retreat ; 

Might I thus my foul employ, 


With Guſe of gratitude and joy 3 


— —— 
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Rais'd as ancient provh et were 

In lie wenly viſian, p. 11, and pray'r; 

Pleaſin al! men, hu: tin s TOME) 

Pleas'd and blets'd with God lone 

Ihen Anl. Ae erdens take ny fight, 

idr all A. culcars of gel! tot *3; 

While iter waters glide along, 

15 pL Caſe my car „ ard court my ſong : 

I'll ua voice, ant tune my —— 

Ana thee, gre! ſauicg of nature, ing. 
Ie tun that walls his airy ways 

To light the wor'd, aud give tue day: 

I he 211 an tht ſuines with bocrow's light 3 

ihe fl. rs th: $1 the gluomy nights 

The ſcas tha rol winter d waves 5 

Te wd ta: {:;e:s its thaly leaves g 

| ki ve!2 4.417 car. S625e% the grain, 

1 he ye Cu of the plang 

All of their, ans all i foo, 

Sheu's be lungs anc lug by me: 

I hey ſpe K eit Makes as they can, 

Cut want an afs the tngrieus man. 
Co frorch mig your idle wreamsy 

Your buly, or Four V2.b CEXMIUNIES 3 

nd nnd a lite of eguil LI, 

Or own the net Legun in this, 


TIIE IIERMIT. 


FAR in a wild, unknown to publick view 2 

I rom youth to aye a rev' rend hermit grew 3 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell. 
Tis n the fruits, bis drink the cryſt u well: 
Remote lion 1949, with Gos he palz'd the days, 
„ease wh his bus'nzſs, ell his pleatute proc. 

A it: 10 lacred, ſuch ſerere renoſe, 

Seem'd heav'n iter, till ore ſur;eition roſe ; 
Ian vice ſhovid triumph, virtue vice obey, 
hi tOruns ſome doub of Providence's va $ 
Eis hapes :o more a certain pro.p20t boatts 
And all tie reno” of his Hul is deft; 
do Win almuYn ex mc receives impreſt 
Cum watui'., Inu on its watzy biea“, 
Dow! bend tue bak, the trees dep dns crow, 
Ant 22 ben iu wich anſw*cing coloats glow 2 
Pu: if u fene the gen. le ſeene d. vide, 
drift rung circles curl on ev'ry ſide, 
Ard glinmering trag ns of a broken ſun, 
Pank:, trecz, azad Akire, in thick diſorder run. 


To clear this doubt, to know the world by 


fight, 
To find it books, or ſwains, report it right; 
{x or vet by ſw.ins alone the world he knew, 


Wnoie fect came wand'r.ng o'er the nightly 


dew) 
He quits his cell; the pilgrim-ſtaff he bore, 
And fiz'd tlie ſcallop in his hat bewwre 3 
Taen wick the fun a rifing jeurary wen?, 
Zedate tr Aunk, and Watling ? cach cvo1t. 

The mora was waſte in tne paitiets graſs 3 3 
And long and loneſome was the wild to pls ; 
But * the touthern zun ha warm'd the d Ty 
\ 5 ande Ping o'ez 2a ein 3. J 0% 
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IIis raĩment decent, his complexion fair, 

Aud ſoft in graceful ringlets wav'a his hair: 

Then n-ar approaching, father, hail i he cry'd, 

And hail, wy ſon, the rev'rend fire reply d; 

Worus fullow'd words, froin queſtion anſwer 
flns'd, 

And talk of various kind deceiv'd the toad; 

ill cach with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 

While mtheir age they outer, join in heart: 

Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound, 

Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around. 

Now ſunk the fun; the cloſing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with ſober grey; 
Nature in filence bid the world repoſe : 

When near the road a ſtately palace roſe : 
1 here by the moon thru* ranks of trees they 
33 
Whoſe verdure crown'd their ſloping ſides of 
als. 
It chanc'd the noble maſter of the dorae, 
Still made his houſe the waad'ring ftranger's 
home : 
Yet till the kiadneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 
Prov'd the vaia flouriſh of expenſive cate. 
The pair arrive, the liv'ry'd ſervancs walt; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate, 
The table groans with coſtly p.lcs of food, 
And all is more than hoſpitably good, | 
"Then led to reft, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in fleep, and filk, and heaps of 
down. 

At length tis morn, and at the dawn of day, 

ꝛong the wide canals the zephyrs play ; 

Freſh o'er rhe gay parterres the breezes creep, 

And ſhake the neighb'ring wood to baniſh ſleep. 
Up rife the gueſts, bedient to the call, 

An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall; 

Nich luſcious wine a golden goblec grac'd, 

Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueits to taſte. 

1 hen pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they 


80» 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe ; 
His cup was vaniſh'd ; for in ſecret guiſe 
The younger gueſt purloin'd the glittering prize. 

As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 

Gliſt' ning and baſking in the ſurancer ray, 

Diſorder'd ſtops te ſhun the danger near, 

Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with 
fear ; 

So ſeem*d the fire ; when far upon the road, 

The ſhining ſpoil his wilely partner ſhow'd. 

He ftopp'd with filence, walk'd with trembling 
heart, 

And much he wiſh'd, but durſt not aſk to part : 

Murn;'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard, 

That generous actions meet a baſe reward. 

While thus they paſs, the ſun his glory ſhrouds, 
The changing ſkies hang out their ſable clouds: 
A ſound in air preſag d approaching rain, 

And beaſts to covert ſcud acroſs the plain. 
Warn'd by the igns, the wand'ring pair retreat, 
To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring icat. 

*T was built with turrets, on a rifing ground, 
And ftrong, aud large, and unimprov'd around: 
Its owner's temper, tim'rous and ſevere, 


L :kind and grizicg, caus d a eefert there, 
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As near the Miſer's heavy doors thev drew, 

Fierce riſing guſts with ſudden fury blew 3 

The nimble light'ning mix d with ſhow'rs began, 

And o'er their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 

Here long they knock, but knock or call is 
vai 


n, 
Driv'n by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. 
A: length ſome piiy warm'd the maſter's breaſt, 
("1 was then, his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt) 
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the ſhivering pair; 


One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, ; 
And nature*s tervor thro? their limbs recalls ; 


Bread of the coarſett ſort, with meagre wine, 
(Each hardly granted) ferv'd them both to dine; 
And when the tempeſt firſt appea: d to ceaſe, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 
With till remark the pond ring Hermit view d 
In one ſo rich, a life ſo poor and rude ; 
And why ſhou'd ſuch, (within himſelf he cry'd) 
Lock the loit wealth a thouſand want beſide ? 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon took place, 
In cv'ry ſettling feature of his face 
When from his veſt the young companion bore 
That cup, the gen'rous landlord own'd before, 
And paid profuſely with the precious bowl 
The ſtinted kindneſs of this churliſh ſoul. 
But now the clouds in airy tumult fly, 
The fun emerging opes an azure ſky ; 
A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
And gliti'ring as they tremble, cheer the day : 
The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 
And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. 
Whilo hence they walk, the Pilgrim's boſom 
wrought, 
With all the travel of uncertain thought; 
His partner's afts without theircauſe appear, 
* [was = a vice, and ſeem'd a madneſs 
Deteſting that, and pitying this he goes, 
Loſt and confou aded with the various ſhows. 
Now night's dim ſhades again involve the ſky, 
Again the wand'rers want a place to lye, 
Again they ſearch, and find a lodging nigh. 
The foil improv'd around, the manſion neat, 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great: 
It ſeem'd te {peak its maſter's turn of mind, 
Content, and not for praiſe, but virtue kind. 
Hither the walkers turn their weary feet, 
Then bleſs the manſion, and the maſter greet : 
Their greeting fair beſtow d, with modeſt guiſe, 
The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies: 
Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 
To him who gives us all, I yield a part; 
From him you come, from him accept it here, 
A frank and ſober, more than coſtly cheer. 
He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 
Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed, 
When the grave houſhold round his hall repair, 
Warn'd by a bell, and cloſe the hours with pray'r. 
At length the world renew'd the calm repoſe, 
Was ftrong for tuil, the dapple morn aroſe ; 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept, 
Near the clos'd cradle where an infant ſlept, 
And writh'd his neck : the landlord's little pride, 


1 ſtrange returg ! grew black, and guſp'd, and d, d. 
| | 
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Horror of horrors ! what! his only ſon ! 

Huw look'd our hermit when the fat was 
done ? 

Not hell, tho' hell's black jaws in ſunder part, 

_—— fire, cou'd more aſſault his 

Confus'd, and ſtruck with filence at the deed, 

He flies, but trembling fails to fly with ſpeed. 

His ſteps the youth purſues ; the country lay 

Perplex'd with roads, a ſervant ſhew'd the way: 

A river croſs'd the path ; the paſſage o'er 

Was nice to find ; the ſervant trod before ; 

Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupply d, 

And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 

The youth who ſeem'd to watch a time to fin, 

Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt him 
2 


; 
Plunging he falls, and riſing lifts his head, 
Then flaſhing turns, and finks among the dead. 

Wild, ſparkling rage inflames the father's eyes, 
He barſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 
Deteſted wretch——But ſcarce his ſpeech began, 
When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: 
His youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet ; 

His robe turn'd white, and flow*d upon his feet ; 
Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair ; 
Celeſtial odours breathe thro' purpled air ; 

And wings, whoſe colours glitter'd on the day, 
Wide at his back their gradual plumes diſplay. 
The form etherial burſts upon his fight, 

And moves in all the majeſty of light. 

Tho? loud at firſt the pilgrim's paſſions grew, 
Sudden he gaz d, and wiſt not what to do; 
Surpriſe in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 

And in a calm his ſertling temper ends. 
But filence here the beauteous angel broke, 
(The voice of muſick raviſh'd as he ſpoke.) 
Thy pray'r, thy praiſe, thy life to vice un- 
non, 
In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne : 
Theſe charms, ſucceſs in our bright regions find, 
And force an angel down, to calm thy mind ; 
For this commiſſion's, I forſook the ſky, 
Nay, ceaſe to kneel——Thy fellow ſervant I. 

Then know tbe truth of government divine, 
And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine. 

The Maker juſtly claims tt. u world he made, 
In this the right of Providence is laid ; 

Its ſacred majeſty through all depends 
On ufing ſecond means to work his ends : 
"Tis thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 
The pow'r exerts his attributes on high, 
Your actions uſes, not controuls your will, 
And bids the doubting ſons of men be til]. 
What firange events can ſtrike with more 
ſarpriſe, | 
Than thoſe which lately truck thy wond'ring eyes? 
Yet taught by theſe, confeſs th* Almighty juſt, 
And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt ! 

ond vain man, who far'd on coſtly 

Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good; 

Who made his iv*ry ſtands with goblers ſhine, 

And forc'd his gueſts tv morning draughtz of 
wine, 

Has, with the cups the graceleſs cuſtom loſt, 

&nc Au by welcemee, hut with igls & coſt. 
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The mean, ſuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted 
door 


Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wand ring poor ; 

With him 1 left the cup, to teach his mind 

That heav'n can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 

Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 

And feels on touch his grateful ſoul. 

Thus artifts mel: the ſullen ore of lead, 

Wich heaping coals of fire upon its head; 

In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 

And looſe from droſs, the flver runs below. 
Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 

But now the child half wean'd his heart from 

God ; 

(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 

And meaſur'd back his ſteps to earth again. 

To what exceſſes had his dotage tun? 

But God, to ſave the parent, took the ſon. 

To all but thee, in fits he ſee n' to go, 

(And twas my miniftry to deal the blow) 

The poor fund parent humbled in the duſt, 

Now owns in tcars the puniſhment was juſt. | 
But now had all his furtune felt a wreck, 

Had that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back ? 

This night his treaſur'd heaps he meant to ſteal ! 

And what a fund of charity wou'd fail ! 
Thus Heav'n inftrufts thy mind: 

o'er, 

Depart in peace, reſign, and fin no more. 
On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew, 

The ſage ſtosd wond' ring as the ſeraph flew. 

Thus look d Eliſha, when to mount on high, 

His maſter took the chariot of the iky; 

The fiery pomp aſcending left the view; 

The prophet gaz d, and wiſh'd to follow too. 
The bending hermit here a prayer begun, 
Lord ! as in heaven, on earth thy will be done. 
Then gladly turning, ſought his ancient place, 

And paſs'd a lite ot piety and peace. 


This trial 


AN ESSAY 


ON THE 
DIFFERENT STYLES OF POETRY. 
To 


HENRY, Lord Vijcunt BOLINGBROKE. 


] HATE the vulgar with untuneful mind, 
Heart uninſpir'd, and ſenſes unrefin'd. 

Hence, ye profane, I raiſe the ſounding ſtring, 

And BotinGBroOXE deſcends to hear me fing. 

When Greece cou'd truth in myſtick fable ſhroud, 

And with delight inſtruct the liſt "ning crowd, 

An antient poet (time has loſt his name) 

Deliver'd ftrains in verſe to future fame. 

Still as he ſung he touch'd the trembling lyre, 

And felt the notes a riſing warmth inſpire. 

Ye ſweet' ning graces in th muſick throng, 

Aſſiſt my genius, and retrieve the ſong 

From dark oblivion, ſee, my genius goes 


re call it forth, ? Tas thus the poem roſe. 
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Wit is de muſes horſe, and bears on high 
The darirg rider to the muſes ky : 
Vo, wiile his firength to mount aloft he 

tries, 

By regions varying in their nature, flies. 

At firſt he riſech o'er a land of toil, 
A barten, hard, and undeſcrving ſoil, 
Where only weeds from heavy labours grow, 
Which yet the nation prune, and keep for ſhow. 
When couplets jinzling on their accent run, 
Whoſe point of epigram is ſunk to pun. 
Where wings “ by fancy never feather'd fly: 
Where lines by n. eaſure formi'd in hatches lie: 
Where altars fland, etected porches gape- 
And ſeule is cramp'd while words are par'd to 

mape 5 

Where mean acroſticks labour'd in a frame, 
On ſcatter'd letiers raiſe a painful ſcheme ; 
And by confinement in their work controul 
The great enlargings of the boundluſ. ſoul. 
Where if 2 warrior's elevated fire 
Wou'd all the brighteſt ſtrokes of verſe require, 
I hen ſtreighit in Anagram a wretched crew 
Will pay their unde ſerving praiſes too; 


While on the rack his poor disjoi name 


— Muſt tell its miſter's character to fame. 


And (if my fire and fears aright preſage) 

The lab"ring writers of a future age 

Sha!l clear new ground, and grots, and caves re- 

Par, 

To cixillze the babbling echoes there. 

Then while a lover treads a lonely walk, 

His voice ſhall with its own reflection tall: 

The cloſing ſounds of all the vain device 

Select by trouble, frlvolouſiy nice, 

Neſound through verſe, and with a falſe pre- 

tence 

Support the dialogue, and paſs for ſenſe. 

Can tliings like theſe to laſting praiſe pretend? 

Can any muſe the worthleſs toil befriend ? 

1% lacred virgins, in my thoughts ador'd, 

Ah, be fur ever in my lines deplor'd ! 

27 tricks ard werds acquire an endleſs name, 

r trifies merit in the court of fame. 
At this the poet ſtood concern'd a while, 

© And view'd his objects with a fcornful ſmile: 

Then other images or different kind, 

„ich diff'rent workings emer'd on his mind; 

At whoſe approach he felt he former gone, 

«© And ſhiver d in conceit, and thus went on.“ 
By a cold region next the rider goes, 

Where all lizs cover'd in eternal ſnaws; 

here no bright genius drives the chariot 

To glitter on the ground, and gild the ſky. 
E:cak level realm, where frigid ftiles abound, 

here never yet a daring thought was found, 

Eur rourted feet in poetry dend: 

£m ftary'd conceits that chill the reader's mind. 

Alltel tznſe in may words imply, 

nn crag with loit*ring numbers ſiowly by. 


* Theſe, and the like conceits, of putting poems 
% ſeveral ſhapes by the Citterent lengths of ligess 
„ 1.92: in eld poet of moſt language, 


An ene 
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tec dry ſententious ſyeeches half aſſ cep, 

Frolong d in lines, o' er many pages creep; 
Nor ever ſhew the paſſions well expreſt, 
| Nor ruſe like pan ns in another*: breaſt. 

Here flat narrat ions far explonts debaſe, 

In meaſures void of ev'ry thining grace; 

Which never arm their bro tor the neld, 

Nor with prophetick ory paint tae ſhicla, 

Nor fix the creſt, or mal: {© feathers wave, 

Or wich their characters vewl.d4 the brave; 
Undeck'd they ſtand, and uricorn'd with praiſe, 
And fail to profit while they fail to plcaſe. 

Here forc'd deſcrip:ion is {o ſtrangely wrouglut, 
It never #:mps its image on the thought; 

The lifeleſa trees may ſtand fur ever bara, 

And rivers ſtop, for aught the readers care: 
They ſee no branches trembling in the wands, 
Nor hear the murn.urs of encreaũng floods, 

Wich nar the routs with ruffled waters flow, 
And ſhake the thadows of the boughs below. 

An ſacred verſe, replete with heav'nly flame, 
Such cold endeavours wou'd invade thy name! 
The writcr fongly wou'd in theſe ſurvive, 
Which wanting ſpirit never ſeem'd alive: 

But if applauſe or fame attend his 

Let breatuleis ftatues paſs for breathing men. 

„% Here ſcem'd the finger touch d at what he 
ſung, | 

& And griet a while delay'd his hand and tongue: 
«© But {-0n he check'c his fingers, choſe a ſtrain, 
% And Auurifa'd fl. rill, and thus aroſe again. 
Pais the next region, which appears to ſhow, 

* Tis very apen, un. mprov id and low; 

No noble fl:zh:s of elevated thought, 

No nervous ſtrength of ſenſe maturcly wrought, 
Poſſeſs this realm, but common turns are there, 
Waich idly ſportive move with childith air. 

On callow wings, and like a plague of flies, 
The little fancies in a poem :iſe, 

The jaded reader ecry where to ftrike, 

And move his paſſions ev'r; where alike. 

There all the grcetul nymphs are forc's to play 
Where any weer bubbles in the way: 

There ſhaggy ſaryrs are oblig'd to rove 

In all the fields, and over all the grove : 

There ev'ry ſtar is ſurzmon'd flom its ſphere, 
To dreſs one fice, and m. ke China foir x 
There Cupid: fling their d. tin ovry fongy 


| While nature ftands n2l-4:d 2's Aung 3 


Will the teaz d hezrec, vex'd at lait to find 

One conſtant object fi!l afiault the mind, 

Admires no more at what's 10 longer new, 

And haſtes to ſhun the perſecuting vicw. 

here bright ſurpriſes of poetick rage, 

(Whoſe ſtrength and beauty more confirm'd is 


age 
For having laſted, laft the longer ſtill) 
| By weak attempts are imitated ill, 
Or carry'd on beyond their proper light, 
Or with rene: ent flouriſh'd out of ſight. 
There metaphors on metaphors abound, 
And ſenſe by diff ring images confound : 
Strange injudicious man«gement of thoughts 
Not born to range, noi into method brought. 
Au, ſacred muſe l from ſuch a realm reirgaty j 
Nor idly waſte the influence of thy heat 
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On allow foils, whrre quick productions riſe, 

Ad wither as the warmth that rais'd them dies. 
„Hine o'er his breaſt 2 ſort of pity roli'd, 

& W²iuch ſomething lab'rirg in the mind con- 


trou!'d, 

4 And mate him touch the loud reſounding 
EIN g5, 

« Wile thus with muſick's ſtronger tones he 
ings.” 


Mount higher ill, £11 keep thy ſaichful ſeat, 

*. d the firm reins, and curd Ny cuurſer's heat ; 

Noc let him touch the realms that next appear, 

Whoſe hanging turrets ſeem a fall to fer, 

Aad ftraagetly ſtand along the tracts of airy 

Were thunder rolls, and bearded comets glare. 

T he thoughts that maſt cxtrwvaganily ſoar, 

The words the ſound as if they me unt to rozr ; 

For rant and nu.ſe are uffei'd here to choice, 

And ſtand elected by the publick voice. 

All ſchemes are lighted which attempt to ſhine 

A: once with ftrang2 d probable detign ; 

*Tis here a men conctil, a valgar views 

Ihe bears the 1-att reſpect ta ſeemiag true; 

While ev ry trifling turn of things is ſ:en 

To move by Gods deſcending in machine. 

Here ſwelling lines with talking ſtruts proceed, 

« And in the clouds ter: fic rumblings breed: 

« Here ſingle heroes deal grim deaths around, 

« And armies periſh in tremendeus ſound : 

« Here fearful monſters are preſerv'd to die, 

In ſuch a tumult as affrights the ſky ; 

« For which the golden ſun ſhall hide with 
dread, 

« And Neptune lift his ſedgy matted head, 

« Admrre the roar, and dive with dire diſmay, 

« And ſeek his deepeſt chambers in the ſea." 

To raile their ſubject thus the lines deviſe, 

And falſe extravagance would fain ſurpriſe; 

Ye: ftili, ye Gods, ye live untouch*d by fear, 

And undifturb'd 1: bellowing moniters here: 

Bu: with compaſſion guard the brain of men, 

If thusthey beliow through the poet's pen: 

So will the reader's eyes diicern aright 

The raſneſt ſally from the nableit flight, 

And find that only boaſt and ſound agree 

To ſeem the life and voice of mjeſty, 

When writers rampant on Apollo call 

And bid him enter and poſſeſs them all, 

And make his flames aflord a wild pretence 

To keep them unreſtrain'd by comm n ſenſe, 

Ah, tacred verſe ! lett reaſon quit thy ſcat, 

Give none to ſuch, or give a gentle hrat. 

& Twas here the finger felt his temper 
wreug.t | 

« By fuer prJfp:@3 which aroſe to thought; 

« And in hunſelt a while collected fat, 

« And much ad:nir'd at th.s, and much at that; 

4 »Pill all the beautcovs forms in order ran, 

« And then he took their track, and thus be- 


gan. 

* the beauties, far above the ſhow, | 
In which weal: NATuk E dreſſes here below, 
Stands the great palace of the bright and ũne, 
Waere fair ideas in Tull glory ſhine, 

Eter al models of exaited parts, 


Ine pride uf gunds, and conquerors of hearts. 


| 


505 


Upon the firſt arrival here, are ſeen 
Rang d walks of Bay, the muſes cver-preens 
Each ſweetly ſpringing from i me ſacred brughy 
V hole circling ſhade adorn'd a voct's brow, 
While through the leaves, in unmoleſted {tice , 
The gentle bee things of applauics fiir, 
And flatt'ring ſounds are heard within the brecze, 
And pleaſing murmur runs among the tree +, 
And falls of water join the flatt ting ſour: :5, 
And murmur ſftning from th: ſhore revound:. 
The warvl:d melody, the lovely fights, 
The calms of ſolitude infpire delights, 
The dazzled eyes, the ravidh'd ears, are caught, 
The panting heart unites to purer thought, 
And gratetul ſhiverings wander o'er the {king 
Aud wor:d*ruus extal:cs ariſe within, 
W hence 24miration overflows the mind, 
And leaves the pleaſure felt but undefin'd. 
Stay, duing rider, now no longer rove ; 
Now p to find the palace through the grove ; 
Whate'c: you fee, whatc'er you feel, diſplay 
The rea; 1 you ſought for, daring rider ſtay. 
Here :wious fancy fpreads à vary'd ſcene, 
And judę ment likes the fight, and looks ſcrene, 
And can be pleas'd itſelf, and helps to pleaſe, 
And joins the work, and regulates the lays. 
Thus on a plan, defign'd by double care, 
The building rifes in the glitt"ring air, 
With jquſt agreement fram'd in ev'ry part, 
And ſmoothly polifh'd with the niceſt art. 
Here laurel boughs, which anticat heroes 
wore, 
Now not ſo ſading as they prov'd before. 
Wreath round the pillars which the ports rear, 
And flope their points to make a foliage there. 
Here chaplets pull'd in gently-breathing wind, 
And wrought by lovers innocently kind, 
Hung o'er the porch, their fragrant odours give, 
And freſh in laſting ſong ſor ever live. 
The ſhades, for whom with ſuch indulgent care, 
Fame wreaths the boughs, or hangs the chaplets 
there, 


Te deathleſs honour thus preſerv'd above, 


For ages conquer, or for ages love. 

Here bold deſcription paints the wall: within, 
Her pencil reuches, and the world is fern : 

The fields look beautzous in their flow. y prides 
The mountains rear aloft, the vales ſubſide, 


| The cities riſe, the rivers ſeem to play, 


And hanging rocks repel the forming ſca, 
The foaming ſeas their angry billows ſhow, 


| Curl'd white above, and darkly roll'd below“, 


Or ceale their rage, and as they calm!y le, 
Return the pleaſing pictures of the ſky ; 

The ſkies extended in an open view, 

Appear a lofty diſtant arch of blue, 

In which deſcription ſtains the painted bow, 
Or thicke.s clouds, and ſeathers out the ſno, 
Or mingles bluihes in the moraing ray, 

Or gilds the noon, or turns au evening grey. 
Here on the pedeſtals of war and peace, 
In diff rent rows, and with a diſf'reat grace, 

Fiac ſtatues proudly ride, or nobly ſtand, 
To which narration with a pointing hand 
Directs the fight, and makes examples plcaſe, 
By boldly vent' ting to dilate in praiſe, 
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While choſen beauties lengthen out the ſong, 

Yet make her hearers never think it long. 

Or if with cloſer art, with fprightly mien, 

Scarce like herſelf, and more like action ſeen, 

She bids their facts in images ariſe, 

And ſeems to paſs before the reader's eyes, 

The words like charms enchanted motion give, 

And all the ſtatues of the palace live. 

Three leaders ſpeeches animate the war, 

The tru ſound, the feather d arrows fly, 

The „ the lance is toſs'd on 
oh, 

The biave preſs on, the fainter forces yield, 

And death in diff ring deforms the field. 

Or ſhou'd the ſhepherds be diſpos d to play, 

Amintor's jolly pipe beguiles the day, 

And jocund echocs dally with the ſound, 

And nymphs in meaſures trip along the ground, 

And e er the dews have wet the graſs below, 

Turn bomewards ſinging all che way they go. 

Here, as on circumſtance narrations dwell, 
Ard tell what moves, and hardly ſeem to tell, 
The toils of heroes en the duſty plains, 

Or on the green the merriment of ſwains, 
Reflection ſpeaks, then all the forms that roſe 

In life's enchanted ſcenes themſelves compoſe ; 
Whilf the grave voice, controuling all the ſpells 
With ſolemn utt'rance, thus the moral tells: 

So public worth its enemies deſtroys, 

Or private innoeence itſelf enjoys. 

Here all the paſſions, for their greater ſway, 
In all the pow'r of words themſelves array ; 
And hence the ſoft pathetick gently charms, 
And hence the bolder fills the breaſt with arms. 
Sweet love in numbers finds a world of darts, 
And with deſirings wounds the tender hearts. 
Fair hope diſplays its pinions to the wind, 

And flutters inthe lines, and lifts the mind. 
Briſk joy with tranſport fills the riſing ſtrain, 
Breaks in the notes, and bounds in ev'ry vein. 
Stern courage, glitt'ring in the ſparks of ire, 
Enflames thoſe lays that ſet the breaſt on fire. 
Averſion learns to fly with ſwifter will, 
In numbers taught to repreſent an ill. 
by frightful accents fear produces fears, 
By ſad expreſſion ſorrow melts to tears, 
And dire amazement and deſpair are brought, 
By words of horror, through the wilds 
thought. 

*Tis thus tumultuous paſſions learn to roll; 
Thus arm'd with poetry they win the ſoul. 
Paſs further through the dome, another view 
Wou'd now the pleaſures of thy mind renew, 
Where oft, deſcription for the colours goes, 
Which raiſe and animate its rative ſhows ; 
Where oft narration ſeeks a florid grace 
To keep from ſinking e er tis time to ceaſe ; 
Where caſy turns reflection looks to find, 
When morals aim at drels to pleaſe the mind; 
Where lively figures are for ue array d, 
And theſe an action, thoſe a paſſion, aid. 

IJ here modeſt metaphors in order (it, 
With unafieted und:{guiſing wit, 
T!.at leave their own, and ſeek ancther's place, 
Not forc'd, but changing with 2n eaſy pace, 
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To deck a notion faintly ſeen before, | 
And truth preſerves her ſhape, and fhines the 


more. 
By theſe the beauteous fimilies refide, 
In look more open, in defign ally'd, 
Who, fond of likeneſs, from another's face 
Bring ev'iy feature's correſpending grace, 
With nexr approaches in expreſſion flow, 
paving the turn their pattern loves to ſhow ; 


As in aglaſs the ſhadows meet the fair, 
And diels and pratiſe with reſembling air: 
Thus truth by pleaſure does her aim purſue, 
Looks bright, and fixes on the double'd view. 
* Three repetitions one another meet, 
Expreſly ſtrong or languiſhingly ſweet, 
And raiſe the ſort of ſentiment thay pleaſe, 
And urge the ſort of ſentiment they raiſe. 

There cloſe in order are the queſtions plac d, 
Which with art conceal'd in fhows of 

aſte, 

And work the reader till his mind be brought 
To make its anſwers in the writer's thought. 
For thus the moving paſſions ſeem to throng, 
And with their quickneſs force the ſoul along ; 
And thus the ſoul grows fond they ſhou'd prevail, 
When ev*ry queſtions ſeems a fair appeal 
And if by juſt degrees of ſtrength they ſoar, 
In eps as equal each affeQts the more. 

There ftrange ion naturally ſhewn, 
Speaks on regardleſs that we ſpeak alone, 
Nor minds if they to whom the talks be near, 
Nor cares if that to which ſhe talks can hear. 
The warmth of anger dares an abſent foe ; 
| The words of pity ſpeak to tears of woe; 
The love that hopes, on errands ſends the 

breeze 3 

And love deſpairing moans to naked trees. 

There ftand the new creations of the muſe, 
i Poetic perſons, whom the writers uſe, 
+ When'er a cauſe magnificently great, 
; Wou'd fix attention with pecaliar weight. 
Tis hence that humbled provinces are ſeen 
Transrorm'd to matrons with neglected mien, 
Who call their warriors in a mournful ſound, 
And ſhew their crowns of turrets on the 


* 


reclining rivers moan 
They ſhou'd enrich a nation not their own. 


of *Tis hence the virtues are no more confin'd 


To be but rules of reaſon in the mind; 


Their heav'nly forms ftart forth, appear to 
breathe, 

And in bright ſhapes converſe wirh men be- 
neath, 


And, as a God, in combat valour leads, 
In council prudence as a goddeſs aids. 
There exclamations all the voice employ 


In ſudden fluſhes of concern or joy: 


Then ſeem the ſiuices which the paſſions bound, 
To burſt aſunder with a ſpeechleſs ſound ; 

And then with tumult and ſurpriſe they roll, 
Ani thew the caſe important in the ſoul. 

There rifing ientences attempt to ſpeak, 
Which wonder, forrow, ſhame, or arger break ; 
But ſo the part directs to find the reſt, 

That whatzremains behind is more than gueſs d. 
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Thus d with eaſe, yet left unfiniſh'd too, She ſpoke : The pat. ĩot overſpread thy mind, 


7 he forte looks large within the 1cader's view: And all chy days to public good :cfyn'd. 

I. free! 7 paihers all the paiſion nwans, Elſe might thy ſoul 1» wonderfully wrought 

And artful fience more than words explains. For ev*ry dep h and turn of curious thoughts 
Me'lurks a thiufand grwes more I fee, To this the poet's {weet reccls retreat, 


And I cou'd dwell but v.heawou'd thought be free? And thence revurt the plentures of the ſeat, 
Engaging method ranges all the band, | Dricribe the rapture» which a writer knuws, 


And ſmooth tranſit. on joins them hand in hand: When in his breali a vein uf fncy gluws, 
Around the mufck of my lays chey throng, Deſcribe his butivels while he works the mine, 
Ah toc deſerving objects of my long ! Deſcribe bis temper when he ſecs it ſhine, 
Live, wond'rous palace, live ſecure of time Or ſay when readers caly verſe entnares, 

To ienſes harmony, to ſuuls ſublime, How much the writer's mind can act on theirs 2 
An j uf proportion all, and great delign, Whence images in charming numbers ſet, 

Ard hvely colours, and an air divine. A fort uf lik eneſs in the ſoul b. gz 

Tis here, that guided by the muſes fire, And what fair viſions oft we fancy nigh 
And fill“ d with ſacred thought, her friends retire, By fond deluſons of the ſwi:nming eye, 

Unbent to care, and unconcern'd with noilc, Or turther pierce through nature's maze to find 

To taſte repoſe and eleva ed joys, How paſſions drawn give paihuns to the mind. 

Which in a deep untruubled leiſure meet, Oh whit a ſweet contu uon! what turprile ! 

Serenely rav:ſhing, politely ſweet. How quick the ſhifting views of pleaſure rife ! 
From herice the charms that moſt engage tkeyf While lightly ſæummiug , with a trauſient wing, 

chooſe, I touch the brautics which 1 with to fing. 

And as they pleaſe the glitt'ring objects uſe ; | Is verſe a ſov*reiga regent of the ſoul, 1 

While to their genius more than a:t they truſt, Aud ned all its motions to concroul ? | 

Yet art acknowledges their Iabauts juſt. Or are they ſiſters, tun'd at once above, 

From hence they look, trom this exalted ſhow, | Aud ſhak- like unions it e:ther move ? _ 

To chooſe their jubject in the world below, For when the numbers ſing an eager fight, 

And where an hero well deſerves a name, I've heard 4 foldier's vo cc <xpicls delight; 

They conſecrate his acts in 1onz to tame; | I've ſcen hic eyes with crouging ſpirits ſhine 

Or if a ſcience unadori d they find, And round his hilt hs hand uncainkirg twine. 

They ſmooth irs lo. k to ple aſe and teach the mind; When from the ſaore the fickle I rojan Hlics, 

And where a friendtp's pearroafly ſtrong, And in 1wret meadfurcs puo: Lliza dies, 

They celebrate the knot of fouls in ſong ; Ive ſeen the brok torſaks the virgiu's hand, 

Or if the verſes a uſt enflane deſire, | And in her eyes tue tears but haruiy aud 

The thoughts ate melted, and the words on fire : I've known het bluſh at fott Corinua'e name, 

But when the temples deck d with glory ftand, And in red char cters cuntel> 2 fle: 

And hyrans of gratituce ttc Gods demand, Or with ſucceis nad more 2dorn'd his arms 

Their bſons Kindle with ccleſtial love, Who gave the wild tur Cicor.tra's charrus. 

And then alune tll.ey caſt their eyes above. Ve ſuns of glory, by wy Reit appeal, 

Hail, ſacred verſe | ye ſ:cred muſes, bail! + If here the power of lines cheie lines reveal, 

Cou'd J your pleaſure; with your fite reveal, When ſome great you has with impe.uouz thought 

The world might then be taught to know your right, Read o'er a:chievcments which anocher wroughty 

And court your rage, and envy my delight: And ſeen nis cuurage and hi. honour go 

But whiit I follow where your poiated beams, I'brough crouding nations in wiamplant ſhow, 

My courſe direttiing, tho in golden ſtie uma, His ſoul enchantd by the words hee ids, 

The briglit appearance dazzles tancy's eyes, Shines all .mpregated wich tp kling leeds, 

And weary'd out the fix'd attention lies. | And courage here, a toavur dete, apprars, 

Enough my verſes have you work'd my breaſt, In brave dclgn, that furrs beyond his years, 

P11 ſeek the ſacred grove, and fuk to teſt. And this a {pcar, and cht a chart lends, 

& No longer now the reviſh'd poet ſung, And war and triumph he by turis attends : 
His voice in eaſy cadence left the tongue; Tius gallant pleitures arc his was:ing dreamy 
&« Nor o'er the muſic k dia his fir gers fly, Till tome fair caule hath call's him fur: 11 to fame, 
4 The ſounds ran tingling and they ſeern'd to die.” Ihen form'd to lite on what the poet made, 

O Bor1NGBROKE ! O tav'rite of the (kies, And breathing ſlaughter, and in arms array d, 
O born to gifts by which the nobleſt riſe ! He marches foiwid n the dati g tur, 
Improv'd in arts by which the brighteſt pleaſe, And emulation acts in ev'ry blow. 

Intent to bufineſs, and p'lite fer eale ; (rest Liector's ſhade in fancy italks along, 

Sublime in eloquerice, where loud applauſe From rank to rak arzwnght che martial mog- 

Hath ſtil'd thee patron of a nation's Cale. { While from his acis he leans 4 nuble r ge, 

*T'was there the world perceived and own'd thee And (lines like Hector in tac prrie © ave. 

great, | 1 hus veric will ane h mio vv Qutur's bays, 

Thence ANNA call'd thee to the reins of flate ; And veric, that rais d im, ſhall re!42ad his praiſe, 

Co, ſaid the greateſt queen, with OxForD go, Ye tender beaudes, be my wiinets 00g 

And fill the tumults of the world below, If tong can cham, ans if my ung oe truz. 

Exert thy pewers, and proſper ; he that knows Wich tweet experience ort a fair my ſina 

To move with OxF 98D never ſheuld 1epoic.. Her puhons mo d, by PHH wil 42d; 
Vox. V. | s 11 
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And then ſhe jongs to meet a gentle ſwain, 
And longs to love, and to be lov'd again. 

And if by chance an am'rous youth appears, 
With pants and bluſhes ſhe the courtſhip heart; 
And finds a tale that muſt with theirs agree, 
And he's Septimius, and his Acme ſhe : 

Thus loſt in thought her melted heart ſhe gives, 
And the rais'd lover by the poet lives. 
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WAS when the night in ſilem ſable fled, 
When chearful morning ſorung with riſing red, 
When dreams and vapours leave to croud the brging 
And beſt the viſion draws its he-venty ſcvne ; 
»Twas then, as ſlumb' ring on my couch | lay, 
A ſudden ſplendor ſcem d to kindle aay, 
A breeze came breathing in « ſweer perfume, 
Blown from eternal gardens, fili'd the room 
And in 2 void of blue, that clouds inveſt, 
Appear d a daughter of the realms of reſt ; 
Her head a ring of golden glary wore, 
Her henour'd hand the ſacred volume bore, 
Her raiment glitt'ring ſeem'd a filver white, 
And all her ſweet eemparions ſons of Iight. 
Straight as I gaz'd, my fear and wonder grew, 

Fear barr*d my voice, and wonder fix'd my view ; 
When lol a cherub of the thiniug croud 
That ſail'd as guardian in her azure cloud, 
Fan'd the ſoft air, and downwards ſeem to glide, 
And to my lips a livieg coal apply'd. 
"Then while the warmth o'er all my pulſes ran 
Diffuſing comfort, thus the maid began. 

© Where glorious man ſions are prepar'd above, 
The ſeats of muſic, and the ſeats of love, 
J hence I deſcen1, and PIE TV my name, 
Te warm thy boſom with celeftial flame, 
© To teach thre praiſes mix'd wich humble pray*rs, 
And tune thy ſoul to fing ſeraphic airs, 

© Be thou my Bard.* A viel here the caught, 

An Angel's hand the cryftal vial brought, 

And as with awful found the word was laid, 

She peur'd a ſacred unction on my head 3 

Then thus proceeded : * Be thy muſe thy zeal, 
© Dare to he good, and all my joys .eveal. 
While other penci!s flatt'ring forms create, 
And paint the gaudy plumes that deck the Great; 
While other pens exalt the vain del ght, 
Whoſe watteful revel wakes the depth of right; 
Or others ſoftly ſing in idle lines 
How Damon courtz, or Amaryllis ſhines ; 
More witcly thou ſclect a the ne divine, 
Fame is their recompence, tis heev'n is thine, 

© Deſpiſc the raprures at diſcorded fire, 
Where wine, cr paſſion, or applauſe infpire 
Low reſtleſs life, 254 ravings born of earth, 
© Whoſe Keane iabied's ſpeak their bumble birth, 
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lake working ſeas, hat when loud winters blow, 


Not made for riſing, only rage below, 

Nine is a warm and yet a lamber? heat, 

More laſting ſtill, as more intenſely great, 

© Procuc'd where pray'r, and praiſe, and plcaſure 
breathe, 

© Andever mountirg whence it ſhot beneath. 

© Unpaint. the love, that hov'ring over bed“, 

From glitt'ring pinicns guilty pleaſure ſheds ; 

| * Reftore the colour to the golden mines 

With which behind the feather'd idol ſhines ; 

To flow'ring greens give back their native care, 

© the roſe and lily, never his to wear; 

To ſwert Arabi: ſend the balmy breath; 

* Hcrip the tair fleſh, and call the phantom, Death; 

© His bow he ſabled o'er, his ſhifts the ſame, 

* And fork and point them with eternal flame. 

Hut urge hy pow'rs, thine utmoſt voice advance, 

© Make the loud firings again thy fingers dance: 

© *Tis love that Angels priiſe and men adore, 

* *Tis love divine that it all and more. 

* Fling back the gates of «ever-blazing day, 

© Pour flood: of liquid light to gild the way 3 

And all in glory wiapt, thro” paths untrud 

© Purſue the great unſeen deſcent of Cob. 

* Hail the meek virgin, bid the child appear, 

* The child is Gop, and call him Iss us here. 

He comes, but where to reſt? A mange.'s nigh, 

M -ke the great being in a manger lie; 

ili he „ide ſky with Argrls on the wi ng, 

Moke thouſands ge, a d make ten thouſand ſing; 

Let men afflict him, men he came to ſave, 

And ſtill afflict him till he reach the g ave; 

Make him re ſign d, his loads of ſor:ow meet, 

And me, like Mary, weep beneath his feet; 

I'll bathe my treſſes there, my pray*rs rehearſe, 

And glide in flames of love along thy verſe. 

© Ah! whilel peak, I frel my bom iwell, 

* My riptures ſmothe: what i long to tell. 

© *'Tis Gop! a preſent GOD! Thro' cleaving air 

I ſee che throne, and fre the Ixsus there 

* Plac'd on the right. He ſhews the wounds he bore, 

My tervours oft have won him thus before, 

© How ple A he loaks! my words have reach'd his 
car 3 

He bids the gates unbar, and calls me near.” 

Siieceas'd. I ae cloud on whuch the ſcem d tu tread, 
It's curls unfalded, and around her fpread ; 

Bright Angels watt their wings to raiſe the cou, 
And ſweep their ivory lates, and ting aloud ; 
The ſcene moves off, while all its amb.cut ſky 

Js turn'd to wond', ous mutic as they fly; 

And ſort the ſwell; ſounds of mnac grow, 
Aud faint their ſoftneſs, till thev ful below. 

My downy ſlecp the warmeh of Phobus broke, 
And white wy thoughts were fertling, thus + ſpoke, 
Thou bravteuus V thon ! Gn my foul imprefs'a, 
Wher moſt my reaſon would appear to reſt, 

*I'was fure with pencils dipt in various lights 
Some cu eus Angel linmn'd thy g cred fights 3 
From Uazing ſun his ragrant geld he drew, 
M ite moons the filver g ve, and air the blue. 
| il mount the roving wiads expanded wing, 

| And eek the Ce: bill, and ligh: to fing 

' *The ka we jrwry well, make my lays 
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But fill I fear, unwarm'd with holy flame, 
| take ror truth the flattrics of a dream 3 
And barely wiſh the wond'rous gift I boaſt, 
And faintly pruQtiſe what defe. ves it mott. 
Indulgenc 08D | whole gracious love diſplays 
Joy in the light, and filis die dark with calc ! 
ze this, to bleſs my days, no dicam of bliſs ; 
Or be, to bleſs the nights, my drzams like this, 
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J Bacchus ranging at his leiſure, 

Jolly Bacchur, king af pleſure 
Charm'd the wide wor la with drink and dances, 
A14 all hi> thouſand airy fancies, 

Alas he quite forgot the while 
His fav*rite vines in Leſbvs ile, 

The God, r:turning ere hey dy'd, 
An] ſe my jolly Faun, he cry d, 
The leaves but hardly burn are red, 
And the bart ums tor pity tpread: 
The beaſts afford a rich m-nure ; 

Fly, my boys. to brig the cure 3 
Up the mountains, Ser the vales, 
Thro' the woods, ad down the dales ; 
For this, if full the cluiter grow, 
Your bowls hall doubly overflow. 

So cheer'd with mote officious haſte 
They bring the dung of ev''y beaſt 3 
The loads they wheel, the roots they bare, 
They lay the rich manu-e with care; 
While ofc he calls to labour hard, 

And names as oft the red reward 

The plants refreſſ. d, new leaves appear, 
The thick ning cluſters loau the yeat; 
The ſeaſon ſwittly purple grew, 

The grapes hung dangling deep with blue. 

A vineyard ripe, a day ferene 
Now calls them all to work again. 
The Fauns thro* every furrow ſhoot 
To load their flaſket> with the fruit; 
And now the vintage early trod, 

The wines invite the jovial God. 

Strew the roſes, raiſe the ſong, 

See the maſter curnes along; 

Lufty Revel join d with Laughter 
Whim and b colic follow atcer : 
The Fauns afide tnc vate remain 


To ſhow the work, ard reap the gain, 
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All around, and all aruund 
hey fit to riut ou the geuund 3 
A veſſel d md await tac ing, 
And nere they iaugh, aad there they ſing; 
O rife 4 jolly joy band, 
And dance aut it hand in hand; 
Dance about and zhout amin, 
4 ne'1 ut ww Lillgtt 404 ag 23 un. 
i hu* they drin, and cos hey play 
Ine lun, and all their wits away. 
tut as an ancien. Auchor ſu go 
The vine manu;'d with cv'iy dung, 
£4040 CV ty Crealure Uran drew 
A twang of orutal niture cw 
"4 was heucg in drinking on the lawns 
New (urns of humour cz ud ine uns. 
Here one was crying out, o, juvel 
Another, figl:c nie in the grove ; 
his wounds à friend, and Gu the trees; 
Ine lion's temper reign'd in theſe 
Amw.her B Ans, and Abs anduuts 
Aud keeps a merry woria of rout, 
A 4 lalas imperinen.ly tree, 
And cwenty talk ch. lame as he: 
Chat zung, idle, airy, Kind: . 
1 hele take the monacys turn of mind. 
tiere one, that law the Nympits waich ſtood, 
To peep upon tacm rrom the wood, 
Steals off to try if any maid 
Be lagging late be eath the ſhade : 
N hilc lute diſcourſe anotner raiſes 
In naked uature's plai-.cit phi aſes, 
Aad every glats he drinks enjoys, 
| wich chauge of nonſeule, luit and noiſe ; 
Md ans careleſs, hot and vain : 
Such 4s theie the goar retain, 
Another druiks and cats it up, 
Ind drinks, and wants another cup; 
S mn, flat, an: ſedate, 
L ver long, and cver late, 
Full of meats, and full of wine: 
Ts cakes nis temper rrom the ſwine. 
Here lome who audly (cera to breathe, 
Drink, ad nang the jaw beacath, 
Gapin.g. cender, apc co weep ; 
Ineir natures alter'd by the theep., 
"I was thus one autumn ali the crew, 
It what the Poe ſuy be truc, 
Wanilk Bacci-us made the merry feaſt, 
Inclia'd to one, or other be u: 
And fince, *tis ſaid, for mary a mile 
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ihe Earl of Peterborough, on his banny ac- 
compliſhment of the marriage betten his 
Roy al H;ghnefs and the Princ:f; Mary I Ec, of 
Molen. Written feveral years after, in imitation 
of the ſty le of Mr. V.. Ihr - Fage 2 
Spoken by the author, being then not twelve years 
of age, to her Royal Highneſs the Ducheſs of 
York, at Trinity College in Cambridge, ibid 
To the King in thetuſt yu of his 3 5 reign, 4 

To the kings ibid 


To the king, ibid 
To the author on his Wee * to the king. 
By Mr. Edmund Waller, — ibid 
Anſwer to Mr. Waller, — - ibid 
To the imtaortal memory of Mr. Edmund Waller, 
upon his death, - - ibid 
To Myra, loving at firſt fig she, - 5 
To Myia, - — ibid 
Song to Myra, ibid ' 
An imitation of the ſecond chorus in n the ſecond act 
of Suneca's Inxeſtes, ibid 


A loyal exhcrta-ion. Written in the year 1688, 6 
Verſes ſent to the author in his retirement. Written 


by Mrs. Elizabeth Higgons, - ibid 
Occaſioned by the foregoing verſes. Written in the 
year 1690, - - ibid 
Song, » * 7 
Beauty and law; a poetical . ibio 
Lady Hyde, 9 
having the ſmall! pox, ſoon after the 
recovery of Mrs. Mohun, ibid 
Th: Ducheſs of , —_— ſurpridad 3 in the 
embraces of her lord, ibic 


To Flavia. Written on her garden in the north, ibi-: 
Tothe ſanie. Her garcens having eſcaped a fluoy 
that had laid all the country round under witer, 10 
To my friend Ir. Cath. In his ſickneſs, ibid 
To my dear kinſman, Charles Lord Lanſdowne, upon 
the boinbardment of the town of Granville in 


Normandy, by the Erglith fleet, ibid 
].14y Hyde, Gtting at Sir Godirey Eneller's for 

her picture, ibid 
To Mrs. Granville, of Wotton in * 

ire; atterwards 3 — | ibid 
To Mrs. Afra Bekn, -  o 
"The deſerti n, . — ibid 
Jan {go - ibi4 
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Song to Myra, - Pare tz 
liyra lib ing, i bid 
Myra 2! 4 review of the Guards 3 in 1yic-park, ibid 
To Myra, - - ibid 
The progreſs of Beauty, iid 
To the Countets or Newbourg, indfiing earneſtly o 

be told who 1 meant AY Myra, - 15 
To Myra, os ibiu 
10 My rz, ibid 
To Myra, - - ibid 
Song to Myr, — * ibid 
To Myra, - - ibid 
To My: ay - - 16 
Phillis d-inking, - - 17 
To Myra, ibid 
Ihe enchantnient. In Imitation of Pheocritus, ibid 
The Viſion, - - 18 
Song to Myra, - - ibid 
Adicu L'Amour, - — 19 
Love, - | - ibid 
Med. tation on death, ibi d 


Eſſay upon unatural flights in poetry, - Ibid 
Explanatory 1nactations un the. foregoing poem, 20 


Epigrams aud characters, Cc. — 22 

leora, — - 23 
Chloe, w 2.4 
Mrs. Clavering, Gag] "Ss - ibid 
dong, — ibid 
The wild boar's PP Ng - ivid 
For Liverality, - - Jo't 
Corinna, — — ibi! 
Chlae, | - - id:2 
A receipt for ypours, - Tor 
In an ill-tavourcd lord, — — Iv 
Chloe, — - 25 
On the ſame, = Ibid 
Corinna, - - 1514 
Chloe perfu ming bellt, - tbid 
Belinda, - 1b 4 


Impromptu. Written unler a picture o tha 
Countcſ; of Sandwich, drawn in man's kab't, ibi 
To my friend Mr. John Dryden, on the ſeveral ex - 
cellent trenſlations of the ancient poet*, ibid 
A morning hymn to the Ducheſs of Hamilton, ib! 
Drinking torg to fleep, - 114 
Writen under Mrs. Hare's name _= a drinkin 
viaſs, 2t) 


under the Duche!: of Beltane, il 


ii. DD 


Written under the Lady Harper's nme, Page 26 
under be Loady Mary Villers* name, ib:d 
Cupio difarmed. o the Pri ceſs U' Auvergne, ibid 
Explication in French Cupid dilarme. Fable pour 
Madame 11 Pri-cefſe D* Auvergne. ibid 
Bacchus diſ.rrmed. To Mrs. Laura Dillon, row 
Laay Falkland, - - 27 
Thyrtis and Del.a. 


A ſong in Dialogue, ibid . 


Imitation of Horace, Book T. Ode xii. Page 71 
Patruciu:'s Requrit to Achilles for his arms. Imi- 
ta:ea from the beginning of the 16th Iliad of Ho- 


72 


Mer - 
On the re-p:inting of Milton's Proſe Works, with 


his Poems z written in his Paradiſe I oft, 73 
To Sir Humphry Mackworth, on the Mines late of 
Sir Carbery Price, - ibid 


A Lain i — S a medal for Lewis XIV. of Ovid's Art of Love Book 11. - 


F - ance, - iid | 
Engliſhe and applied to » Queen Anne, ibid 
Urganda's prophecy. Spoken by way of epilogue 

at the firſt rei reſentation of the — Bnckan- 


er rs, ibid 
Prologue to the Brit; i Enchanters, - ivid 
Arot"er Epilogue, detigned for the ſame, 28 
Prologue to Mr. Bevil Higgonrs' excellent tragedy, 
called the Generous Congu ror, — id'd 
Epil gur to the jew of Venice. = ibid 


Proto” e tothe She-gallints 3 we the onee a Lo er 
anc alwzys a Lover, 


29 
Ode on the pieſent corruption of mankind. Inſcribe a 


to ti. e Lord Falkland, 1b. d 
Fortune. Fpigr:m. — ivid 
Character of Ar. *. ycherlev, - 30 
Verſes written in a l-at of the author's poems, pre- 

ſented to the "mn ihe Mule's laſt dying 

ſong. = 1bid 
Written in s leaf of the ſame poems, preſented to 
the Princeſs Royal, ibid 
Written on window in the Tower, where Sir Ko- 
beit Walpole had been confined, - ibic 


Peleus and 'I hetis. A Maſque. Set to muſic, 31 
The Britiſh Enchanters : or, No Magic like Love. 
A dramatic purm. With ſcencs, machines, muſic 
and decorations, 35-59 


Epilogue. By joſtph Addiſon, Eſq. 59 
YALDEN'S POEMS, 


AGAINST immoderate Grief. To a young Lad, 
wecping. An <de in Imitation. of Caſimie, 
Page 61 
Hvmn to the Morning, in Praiſe of Light, ibio 
Hyun to Daikneſs, - 6: 
Huna ate, ſuppcſed to be ſpoken by an Epicure 
In mitation of che ſecond Chapter ot che Wiſdon 
of Solon on, - 63 
Againſt Eno mint, 6. 
The Curie of babylon. Iſiah, Chapter xiii. pa- 
raphraſcd ibi 
To Mr. Congreve. An Exihel ey Ode, 1693 Uc- 
caſioned by tte Ole Brchelor 6 
The Inſet ; agairit Lulk, 67 
To his Friend Captain Chamberlain, in Love with a 
Lavy he hao taken n an Algerine P. ze at Sea. 


In alluton to Horace, Od ii. 4. idid 
To Mr. W ation, on h's Ephemeris of the celeftial 
Motions, preſerited to hut Mzjeſty, ibid 
The Kape of Theutilla, Irmitated from the Latin 
of t 2mianus Strada, Re 68 
Ode for t. Cecilia's Day, 1693. 69 


The force or jealouſy. To a Lady alking if her 
Sex Was a ſenſible of that Paſſion as Man, ibid 


To his perjured Miſtreſs, 71 


| Part of the Fourth Book of Lucan tronſlated, 


74 
| Efſay on the Character of Sir Willoughby Aon By 


10 the memory of a fair young Lady, 1697. 
TICKELL'S POEMS. 


ON Queen Caroline's rebuilding the Lodgings of the 
Black Prince, and Henry V. at Queen's Col- 


lege, Oc rd, Page 84 
To ihe ſuppoſed Author of the Spectator, 85 
A Poem on the of Peace, - ibid 


To Mr. Aad.ſ»” on his Opera of Roſamond, 90 
Tothe ſame on his FIT Wn - ibid 
The Koyal Progrefs, ibid 
imitation of the Prophecy of downs 92 
An Epiſtle from a L. y in England to a Gentlem:n 
ac Avignon, ibid 
An (de, occaſioned by his Excellency the Earl of 
Stanhope's Voyage to France - 94 
Prologue to the Univerfity of Oxford, 95 
Thoughts vccafioned by the fight of an original pic- 
cure of King Charles I. taken at the time of his 
trial, ibid 
trag ment of a Poem on heading, - 96 
10 Apollo making love. I rom Fontenelle, 97 
Ihe Fatal Curioſity, ibid 
Toa Lay with a deſcription of the Phenix, 98 
: deſcription of the Vhenix, from Claudian, ibid 
Verſes to Mrs Lowther on her Marriage, 99 
lo a Lady with a preſent of flowers, - ibid 
(in a Lady's Picture: Io Gilfred Lawſon, Eſq. ibid 
100 
Yo the Earl of Warwick, on the death of Mr. 


Ad. itn, 107 
Colin and 3 A Ballad, — 108 
o Sir Godfrey Kneller at his country ſeat, ibid 


In the death of the Earl of Cadog an, — 109 
An Ode inſcribed to the Earl of Sunderland at 


Windſor, - ihid 
Tenſington Carden, _ 110 
Toa Lady b. fire Mariage, - 114 
In the horn b-ok, - 2 
1 herſites 
Oxford: a Poem. Inſcrib's to Lord Lonſdale, ibid 

HAMMOND'S POEMS. 
 ELEGY I. 


ON his falling in love with Neæra, Page 12 1 
ELEGY II. Un bie t» ſatisfy the eovetous temper 
of Neeca, he infends to make a 
campaign, and y: if poſſible, to 

forget her, ibid 

III. H. upbraids and a the ava- 

rice of Nera, and reſolves to quit 

her, - ibid 


— 


—— — 


* 


_ - — 


_ BO 5 0 


IV. To his Friend, written under the 
confinement of a long indiſpo- 

ſition, — 122 

V. The lover is at firlt introduced 
ſpeaking to his Servant, he at- 
terwards acdrefies himſelf to 

a his Miſtreſs, ud at laſt there is 
a ſuppoled uiterview between 

© ibid 

VI. He ac jure, Delia to pity him, by 
their friend nip with Cælia, who 

was lately dead, 123 


es 


m 7 111. 
To a young lady, wich the — of Homer traaſ- 
wr ibid 

An epittle to Allan Ramoy, - m 
Ramſay's Auſwer, 72 
To Allan Ramſay, upon his publiſhing his *. — 
volume of poems, - 173 


To the author of the Eſſay on Ma, — 1% 
Epiſtle to Mr. 'Thomſon on the ficit ec ition of his 

Seaſons, ibid 
To the Right Honourab! e Laiy Anne Coventry z 


upon viewiag her fine nes Labs: of Snell 
Werk, ibid 


VII. On Delia's being in the country, | Addreſs to his elbow-chair, nz w cloathed, 


where he luppoſe+ ihe ftavs +4 dong, 10 

ſce the harveit, - ibi ; Paraphcaſe upon a French fangs = ioid 
VIII. He deſpairs that he thall ever pol- | Hudibras and Miltoa reconcited. To Sir Adolphus 
ſeſs Delia, - ivid Cughton, 176 
IX. He hu lot Delia, - ibid | Upm Mirania's leaving the g ind 
X. On Delia's birth-day, - 124 10 Ehy hs, 177 
XI. Againſt lovers going to war, in| To the & ht Honourable the Eail of Halifax, with 
which he phitoſophically pra- the; ble ot the 4 wo Spruigs, — ibid 
fers Love and Lelia to the ue duns Fur the late, - iid 
ſerious vanitic. of the Wo. Id, ivid ' be Coquet, - ibid 
XII. To Dela, - ibid The Superannuated Lover, - 173 
XIII. He imigines himſelt marricd to | Advice to the ladies, - ibid 
Delia, and chat cow with | Anacreontic, to Chloe drinking, - ib 
each other, they are retired into I a dizcaraed trafty ibia 

the country, - 125 The Perjured Miitreſs, From Harms, Epod. xv. 

XTV. To Delia, - ih. u ad N--@ram, ibid 


XV. To Mr. George Grenville, 
XVI. To Miſs Daſhwood, 


126 
ibid 


To «4 young lady, who ſpent the night in tears, upon | 
the report that hei bruthe$vas to — a duc! the 


Prologue to Lillo's Elmerick, - ibid | next warning. 179 
| To Dr. M— reading Mathematicks, ibid 

From Martial. Epig. xlvii. - ibid 

To a gentleman who married his caſt miſtreſs. From 

SOMERVILLE'S POEMS. Horace. Cd ix, Book III. - ibid 

A duinty new Ballad; occahioned by a clergyman's 

THE Chace, 5 Page 127 widow of teventy y cars of age, bring ma tied 02 
Hobbinol, - 145 | young exciieman, 180 
Field Sports, 156 Canivia"s Lpiilelam.um, upon the 1 vid 
Allan Ramſay to Mr. Somerville, - Hunring Sug, 181 


159 
An Ode, humbly inſcribed to his Grace the Duke | 


A tra. lation of the Tenth Epiſtle in Horace. Ho- 


of Marlborough, upon his removal irom all his | race recon:mends a country life, and diſſuades 
places, 160 his triend from ambition and dvarice, - Ibid 
An ode, occaſioned by the Duke of Marlborough's | The Miter's Speech. From ihe Second Epode of 
embarking for Ottend, an. 1712, 161] Horace, Book V. - - 182 
To Mr. Addiſon, occaſioned by his png an Fable J. The Captive Trumpeter, 183 
eſtate in Warwickſhire, 163 Fable II. The n Welſhman and the 
An imitation of the Ninth Ode of the Fourth Bo Fly, ibid 
of Horace. Jjnſcribed to the Right Honourable | Fable 111, The Ant and the Fly, - 184 
James Stanhope, Eſq, one of his Majeſty's Prin- Fable IV. The Wolf, the Fox, and the Ape, ibis 
on Secretaries of Stare, afterwards Earl Stan- Fable V. "The Dog and the Bear, 5 ibid 
hope 104 Fable VI. The Wounded lan and the Swarm 
0 or Mackenzi - 166 of Flics, - 185 
To . ba ibid | Fable VII. The Wolf and the Dog, ibid 
In memory of the "Toy Mr. Moore, 167 | Fable VIII. The Oytter, - ibid 
Epitaph upon Hugh Lumber, Huſbandman, ibid | Fabl IX. The Sheep and the Buth, - 186 
The Hip. To William Colmore, Eſq. the day after | Fable X. The Frogs Choice, - ibid 
the great Meteor, in March 1715, - ibid | Fable XI. Liberty and * or, the two Spor- 
To a lady, who mals ms © preſent of a filver| rows, 187 
pen, ibid Fable XII. The Two "ar BY - ibid 
Preſenting to a lady a wats 1 and a red, on the Fable XIII. Ihe Bald Eachlor. - ibid 
tenth of June, 168 Fable XIV. Ihe fortune-huater, - 190 
The Bowling-Green, ibid ! The Devil outwitted. A tele, - 199 
The lamentztion of David over Saul and Jona- ' The Officious Mcijenger, 200 
than, 202 


- 170 ho inguiliuve Biidegrovm. A tale, 


iv. 


Bacchus Triumphant. A. tale 
The Night-walker reclaimed. 


The Happy Liſappontment. A tale, 
A Padlock for the Mouth. A tele, 


A talc . 


The Wiie Builacr, 


The truc uſe of the looking -glafs. 


. 


- Page 252 Lines written in a Lin“, ivory ta'e-boox, 


A tales 


A to 5 


20 » 
25 
20” 
208 
ibi 


Mahomet Au Beg: or, che — Miniitzs of 


State, 
The ſweet-ſcented Miſer, 
"he incurious Bencher, 
The buſy Indolent. A tale, 
The Yeoman of Kent, A tale, 


= 


209 
211 
212 
213 
214 


The Happy Lunatick : to Dr. M——. A tale, 215 


SAVAGE'S POEMS. 


THE WIDE, - 


The BasT As Dy - 
On Lady Tyrconmel, 

To Sir K. Walpole, - 
Volunt er Lovureats, — 
Ot Public Spirit, 
To Nr. John Dy er, 

Verſes to Aron Hill, 


Page 215 


Pro! 21c to Shakeſpeare's Henry the Sixth, 


The Aniwalcule, 


To Mrs. Haywovd, 

— to Brillance, - 
On Mr. Hill's Gidern, - 
To Lady Rochiford, 


To M iranda, Conſort of Aaron Hill, 


Verſes to a young Lay, 

T he Gentleman, 

Chwacter of Mr. Foſter, 

IJ be Poet's Dependance, 
Epiſtle o Damon and Delia, 


- 


To M MI. H. with Ar. Pope's Works, 


On a Lady's recovery, 
The Friend, - 
Fpiſtle to Mr. Dyer, — 


234 
235 


236 | 


239 
242 
245 
ibid 
114 
246 
1214 
747 
Im 
ibid 
243 
ibid 
2409 
db1d 
ivd 
250 
ibid 
251 
ibid 
ibid 
252 


On the Vice-Principal of St. Mary's all, Oxford, 


preſented to a living, * - 
Fulria, - , 
Fpitaph on 2 young Lady, 
Genius of Liberty, — 
Lines of Buchanan paraphr. ſed, 
The employment of Beauty, 
To Mrs. Jones, - 
On Faiſe Hiſtorians, - 
A Character, - 
Epitaph on Mrs. Jones, 
Valentine's Day, - 
To John Powell, Eſq. 
London and Briſtol delineated, 


SWIFT'S POEMS, 


253 
ibid 
iLid 
11d 
254 
255 
ind 
ibid 
256 
it id 
257 
ib. d 


ibid 


Ode to the Hon. Sir William Temples 162g, 


lard, 


Cds to the Athenian Society, 1691, 


Page 26c 
to King William, on his ſucceſes in Ire- 


262 
263 


10 9 = 4 age 256 
rs. Frances Harris's Peiiicgng - ib:4 
zallad on the Tame of 1rafiic, 268 
Anocher Ballad, occafionea by the preceding one, ibid 
The Dilcovery, id id 
The Problem, that my Lord Berkeley Kinks wen 
he is in love, — 259 
Neſcripticn of a ‚—ẽ—V— 1706, id 
To the Earl of Peterborough, who commanded the 
Briciſh Forces in Spain, - 270 
On the Caion, - — 271 
On Mrs Bid Floyd, — ibi4 
Apollo outwitted 1o the Honourable Mrs. Finch, 
a!terwords Counteſs of Wirchrlſea, ibid 
Vanbrugh's * huilt from the T uins 3 White- 
h il, ibid 
Ridalc on a Fa. - - 272 
Aniver, — ibid 
| Riddle on a Bran, - ibid 
Anſwer, by Mr Fr, ibid 
be Hiftory of Vanbrugh's Houſe, ibid 
Faucis and Philemon, 1708, ibid 
Elcgy on the ſuppolcd death * ramage the Al- 
manack- maker, 276 
Merlin's P. ophecy. 1709, = 276 
A Deſcription of the Morning, - ibid 
—— 2 City- {huwer, 1710, ibid 
On the little A ouſe by the Church-yard of Caftie- 
knock, - 277 
The Virtues of Sid Hemet the Magician's Rod, ibid 
| Atlas; or, the Minister of State, 278 
A Town Eclogue, ibid 
Epitaph, intcribed on a Marble Tablet, i in Berkeley 
Church, — - 79 
The Fable of Midas, 1717. - 280 
Au excellent new Song ; being the intended Speech 
of a temous Crator againit Ft ibid 
| The Windſor Prophecy, 281 
Epigram Lxtempore, by Dr. vin, 282 
Epigram, 1712, ibid 
Corinna, ibid 


A true and faithful inventory of the goods belongs 
ing to Dr. Swift, Vicar of Laracor z upon his 


Horace, Book I. Ep. V. John Dennis the ſhelter- 
ing Poet invitatiag de, Richard Steele, the le- 


Toland's Invitation to Diſmal, to _ with the 


Calves-head Cinb, ibid 
Peace 2nd Dunkirk, an excellent new Song, 283 
Horace, & I. Ep. VII. 1713, ibid 

Rook II. Sat. VI. — 284 
The Author upon himſclf, 285 
The Peggot, — 286 
Catullus de L ſbia, — ibid 
Epigram, from the French, — 287 
In a Curate's complaint of hard duty, -Ibid 


lending his houſe to the my of Meath till his 

palace was re-built, ibid 
Ci enus and Vat, — - Ibid 
To Love, - 295 
Ode to Spring, by a | Lady, - ibid 
— to wiſdum, by the ſame, - 295 
A Rebus, by Vaneſſa, - ibid 
The Dean's Anſwer, ibid 
Horace, Book 1i. Oce I. paraphraſed, ibid 
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cluled Party-writer, and Member, to come and 
live with bim in the Mint. Page 295 
To Lord Harley, en his Marriage. 1713. 298 
In Sckneis, written in Ireland, October, 1714. ib 
The Fable of the Bitches, written in the Year 1715, 
on an Attempt to repeal the Tet-AR. 299 
Horace, Pook III. Ode II. To the Earl of Oxford, 
late Lord Treaſurer, ſent to him when in the 
T ower. ib. 
Phyllis, or the Progreſs of Love, 1716. ib. 
Ad Amicum eruditum I homam Sheridan, 1717. 300 


Horace, Book IV. Ode IX. 1718. 301 
To Mr. Delany, November 10. ib 
A Left-handed Letter to Dr. Sheridan. id. 


A Motto for Mr. Jaſon Haſard, Woollen-Draper in 
Dublin, whoſe Sign was the Golden-Fleece. 302 


To Dr. Sheridan. ib. 
Stella's Birth-day, March 13, 1718-19. 303 
Dr. Sheridan to Dr. Swift, 1719. ib. 
The Dean's Anſwer. ib. 
Stella's Birth-day, 1720. ib 


| 394 
To Stella, viſiting me in my Sickneſs. 305 
An Elegy on the Death of Demar, the Uſurer, who 
died the 6th of July, 1720. 306 
Epitaph on a Miſer. i 
To Mrs. Houghton of Bormount, upon praiſing her 
H::{band to Dr. Swift. ib. 
Verſes written on a Window, at the Deanry Houle, 
St. Patrick's. 307 
On anothei Window. ib. 
Apollo to the Dean. 
News from Parnaſſus, by Dr. Delnny. 
The Run upon the Bankers. 309 
The Deſcription of :m Iriſh Feaſt, tranſlated almoſt 
_ literally from the Iriſh. 310 
An excellent new Song on a Seditious Pamphlet. ib 


To Stella, who collected and 


The Pre greſs of Beauty. 311 
The Progreſs of Poetry. 312 
The South- Sea Project, 1721. ib. 
The Dog and Shadow. 314 
To a Friend who had been much abuſed in 
many different Libels. - 314 
Billet to the Company of Players - ib. 
The Prologue. -—- - ib. 
Epi . - - - 315 
ns to a Play for the Benefit of the Diſ- 


ib. 
308 Stella at Wood-park, a Houſe of Charles Ford 


. V. 
on Dan ſackſon's Picture, cut in Silk and Paper 320 
| On the ſame P:Qure. ib. 
On the ſame PiQture. id. 

On the ſame l cture. - — 82 

Dan 33 Le tence. - - ib. 

Mr. Rochfort's Reply. - =. + 

Dr. Delany's R-ply. - — - 322 

Sheridan's Reply. . . - ib. 

A Rejvinder, by the Dean, in Jackſon's name. ib. 

Sheridan's Submiſſion, by the Dean. id. 


to the Kev. Daniel Jackſon ; to be humbly pre- 
ſented by Mr. Sheridan in perſon, with reſpect, 
care, and ſpeed. 324 
To Dr. Sheridan, on his ** Art of Punning.”* ib. 
Stella to Dr. Swift, on his Birth-day, Nov. 30. ib. 
To Stella, on her Birth- day, 1721-2. 325 
On the Great Buried Eottle, by Dr. Delany. ib. 
Epitaph, by the ſame. id. 
Stella's Birth-day; a great Bottle of Wine, long 
buried, being that Day dug up. 1722-3. ib. 
A Satirical Elegy on the Death of a late famous 
General. 326 


Dean $Sn.dley's Fetition to the Duke of Grafton. ib- 


The Duke's Anſwer, by Dr. Swift. 327 
| Verſes by Stella. 328 
22 by the ſame. ' - - ib. 
Dr. Delany's villa. eilten ib. 
On one of the Windows at Delville. ib. 
Carberize Rupes, in Comitatu Corgagenfi. 1723. ib. 
| Carbery Recks, tranſlated by Dr. Dunkin. 329 


; Upon the horrid Plat diſcovered by Harlequin, the 
Biſhop of Rocheſter's French Dog. in a Dia- 
logue between a Whig and Tory. ib. 


Eſq. near Dublin. 


0 

Copy of the Birth-day Ve. ſes on Mrs. Ford. = 
J-hn cudgels Ned. 232 
| A Quiboling Llegy on Judge Boat. ib. 
| The Epitaph. ib. 
Pethox the Great. ib. 


| Mary the Cook -Maid's Letter to Dr. Sheridan. 333 
A Kew-Year's-Giit for Bec. 1723-4. 334 
Dingley and Brent, a Song. ib 
To Stella; written on the Day of her Birth, but 
not on the Subject, when 1 was fick in Bed. ib. 
On Dreams. An Imitation of Petronius. ib. 
Whitſhed's Motto on his Coach. 1724. 335 
Verſes ſent by Dr. Delary to Dr. Swift, in order to 


b — 1 Dr. Sheridan. " be admitted to ſpeak to him when he was deaf. ib. 
pilogue, by : * | The Anſwer. - 0 ib. 
A Poem, 1 — on the preceding Pro- | A Quiet Liſe and a Good Name. To a Fri 
- 40gUe A - | who married a Shrew. | 325 
A . The mh of Manly Virtue. Inſcribed wo Lord 
| e. — 1 -arteret. 1 
at Gzu!ſtown- Houle. td. | verſes on the upright Judge who 
ſtox | ge condemned the 
| as Sheridan, Clerk, to George-Nim-Dan- 8 
Dean, ia, July x5 „ 338 
Georye-Nim-Dan Dean's Anſwer. - 319 | ths os rome. 3. 
n $ Invitation to Thomas Sti, ] Ridsles, by Dr. Swift and his Friends, written in 
ridan, y 


To George-Nim-Dan-Dean, Eſq Upon his in- 
comparable Verſes, &c. by Dr. Delany, in 
Sherican's name. ib. 


To Mr. Thomas Sherid en, upon his Verſes written 


in Circles. By D-. Swift. 220 


On Dr. Shsridan's Circular Verſes, By Mr. —_ 
Iv, 


Rochfort. 


or about the Year 1724. 

A Receipt to reſtore Stella's Youth. 
Ste112's Birth-day. 

An Epigram on Wood's Braſs-Money. bs 

A Simile, on our Wart of Silver; and the only 

| War to remedy it, ih 


T' tt 


33s 
1724-5. 344 
ib. 


a - 
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Wood an InſeR, P 

On Wood the Ironmonger. ha! * 

Will Wood's Petition to the People of Ireland ; be- 
ing 2n excellent New Song, ſuppoſed to be made, 
and ſung in the Streets of Dublin, by William 
Wood, lron-monger and Half-penny-monger. ib. 

A New Song on Wood's Balf-pence. ib. 


A Serious Poem upon William Wood. 347 
To Dr. Sheridan. 
To Quilca. 18 -houſe of Dr. Sheridan, in 
no very good Repai 348 
The Bleflings of a ä 348 
The Plagues of a Country-Life. ib. 
Dr. Sheridan to Dr. Switc. ib. 
Dr. Swift's Anſwer. ö ib. 
A Portrait from the Life. - ib 
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To a Lady, who gdefired the Author to write ſome 

© Verſes upon her in the Heroic ſtyle. id. 
A Young L-dy's Complaint for the Stay of the Dean 

in England. 353 

A Letter to the Dean when in Fngland. ib. 
Palinodia, Horece, Hock 1. Cde XVI. 359 
DBec's Birth- day, Noveniber 8. ib. 
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On Cenſure. 363 
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Death aud Daphne. To an agrecable young lady, 
but extremely lean 400 
Daphne ibid 
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how moſt men miftake their own talents 


To Dr. Sheridan 


422 

Adviceto a Parſon - 42? 
The Parſon's Caſe - ibid 
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ogeny of Heſiod ; with a deſcription of Fartarus, | The Flies ; an, E. logue, - 497 
&c. 4751] An Elegy. To old Beauty, - 1d 
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